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Synopsis: Set in the not-too-distant future, in a country where females are second-class citizens and the only punishment for crime is slavery. The story of the transformation of a young, carefree teenage girl into a submissive, obedient slave after being convicted of a crime she didn't commit.

	A New World

	I: Toe

	"Guilty," the black-robed judge announced from his raised bench, pounding the lectern with his gavel. "The female is hereby stripped of all rights and status as a person, and is to be sent to the Regional Processing Center. Sentence to be carried out immediately. All appeals, present and future, are summarily denied."

	The girl's parents looked on in stunned silence as the two bailiffs ripped the coarse cotton dress off her otherwise naked body and strapped a thick leather collar around her neck before forcing her to her knees. Their fifteen year old daughter was going to spend the rest of her life as a slave, and neither she nor they would ever know the reason why. Thanks to the Crime Secrecy Act, defendants were no longer allowed to know the nature of the accusations against them. By keeping secret the specifics of the allegations, the Congress said, national security would be enhanced. Terrorists would never know what information the government had, and would therefore be unable know how they were caught. Of course, their daughter wasn't a terrorist, but the law applied to any allegations of criminal activity. The newly sentence slave was young and beautiful, as most were.  Just a sophomore in high school, not even a really woman yet, though her body certainly looked like one. At five feet six inches tall, she weighed a mere 110 pounds. Skinny by most standards, though not waifish at all. Not fully developed, just a 32B, but with a strong, athletic body and thick, muscular thighs resulting from five years of track competition. Short, light chestnut hair set off her dark brown eyes. Eyes that were now filled with tears. She tried to glance over her shoulder at her parents, only to be rewarded with a harsh hank on her leash.

	That she would be convicted was preordained; fewer than one out of every two hundred females accused of crimes were ever released, and those were virtually always the daughters of wealthy, influential people who could manipulate the system to their personal benefit. As with most corrupt systems, it was the wealthy and influential - and often government officials themselves, or their family members - who were most likely to have actually committed their crimes. For the less fortunate, the "proof" was often unsubstantiated allegations, heresay, and circumstantial evidence.  Sheri's parents, while well-to-do, were hardly wealthy, and the outcome of the "trial" was, therefore, a foregone conclusion. Not knowing the charges, not even permitted an attorney to represent her, they'd realized the situation just hours after her arrest.

	In preparation for her conviction, like all girls facing the same fate, she'd been carefully denuded and cleaned prior to her court appearance. Her pussy, which she'd kept neatly trimmed, was now totally bare, her sphincter still aching from the enemas she'd been given to clean her out. She'd not been fed for the two days of pre-trial confinement, given only drug-laced water to ensure her docility. Now naked, collared and on a leash, she was led crawling outside to the waiting transport truck. Slaves were always taken out of the courtroom in this manner.

	She was the first conviction of the day, so the vehicle was otherwise empty. Nothing more than a heavy plexiglass box mounted on a truck chassis, it was unheated and the only ventilation came from tiny leaks around the doors. Though late spring, the morning air blowing off the ocean was damp and frigid, and the light breeze causing her naked body to shiver. There were no seats, and even the floor was of the same transparent material, permitting the girl not a modicum of privacy. As usual, a number of adolescents - both boys and girls - had already arrived to watch the spectacle of newly sentenced criminals being placed in the "cuntmobile," as it was colloquially called. The girl herself remembered standing in the crowd just two weeks ago, jeering at that week's consignment of naked, convicted females headed to their new lives as slaves. Now, though, she was the subject of those same stares and not-so-suppressed giggles. Se realized with a shock that several of the faces in the small crowd forming outside her plexiglass prison were familiar. Her circle of friends - former friends, she mentally corrected herself - had come to see her off, to complete her humiliation. She started to cover herself with her hands, then remembered how she'd complained when other newly sentenced slaves did the same, just to watch them be publicly beaten, and worse. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as she sat down on the transparent floor, closing her eyes momentarily and hoping this was all a bad dream. A knocking sound brought her back to the reality of her nightmare; a trio of young boys she recognized from her neighborhood were standing outside the van, motioning her to spread her legs. She had no right to disobey. Crying softly, she exposed her denuded sex to the adolescents, burning with humiliation. She'd been in the boys' place before, staring at someone who had no right to privacy. Now, the roles were reversed.

	Now she was the one without rights, without even a name, she realized. No longer to be called "Sheri," nor to take anything for granted, she realized. She was not even a "she" anymore, but an "it," a thing, a piece of property. Slave meat. Her best friend - former best friend, she again corrected herself - was outside the van, staring at her, making lewd motions with her mouth and hands, like she was sucking a cock. Another boy she knew from school thrust his crotch out at her, laughing. The message was unmistakable. She'd refused his advances only days earlier; no longer would she have the luxury of saying no to anyone. Her former best friend moved closer to the van, pointing at the hairless area between the new slave's spread thighs, talking rapidly to her friends, then laughing. Sheri's face burned with humiliation, but she could also feel herself getting wet. She couldn't understand why. Tears ran down her unblemished cheeks.

	Over the next few hours, the van slowly filled with other females, most somewhere between their early teens to mid-20's, but some older, and one easily in her forties. By early afternoon the container was a mass of naked female flesh, each body pressed against the other. The combined odors of the thirty women, some of whom had been gang raped just before their hearings, filled the van. The sun had warmed the day, and the temperature inside the unprotected prison van rose steadily, causing the slaves packed inside to start sweating. Unlike Sheri, who was still a virgin, most of the other prisoners had been repeatedly raped both before and after their court appearances. The stench of cum, cunt and sweat was overpowering, the only relief coming from the momentary opening of the door while another poor, unfortunate female was shoved inside.

	With the day's trials finally over, the sun was setting as the transport van finally departed for the Processing Center. The trip took a full eighteen hours of non-stop travel, during which the cargo - for that's what the females were now - were given no respite. Without room to sit or lay down, many fell asleep in an upright position, simply leaning against each other. Most, however, were unable to even obtain that small luxury, fearful that any sleep might result in their last breath. Some, like the slave formerly known as Sheri, hadn't eaten in well over two days, and the knotting cramps in their stomachs kept them awake. Others had a full meal just before their arrests, only hours before, and suffered from motion sickness. Most of the females urinated at least once - the drugged water contained a strong diuretic - and a few became ill from the swaying motion of the vehicle. The sound of vomiting and the accompanying fetid odor caused many of the girls to wretch, resulting in the floor being covered in a thick, globular muck.

	Arrival at the Processing Center occurred at mid-morning, just before the hot sun reached its zenith. Isolated in the desert, it occupied a portion of a former military base which had been closed decades earlier in the era of budget cuts. As the sole surviving superpower, the United States had long ago abandoned most training installations inside the country, preferring to confine the environmental abuses inflicted on terrain by tanks and bombs to the foreign countries it now occupied. The entire complex was several thousand square miles, containing a full dozen camps with similar, albeit slightly different, purposes. Although each compound was contained within a fence or wall, this was merely for psychological purposes. There was no escape from the brutal sun nor the flat, bare terrain.

	Although the resumption of slavery was still in its infancy - barely 20 years old now - those managing the training centers quickly adapted to slave training the age-old methods used by the military: dehumanize and break them down, then rebuild and mold them into whatever you desire. To this end, every step of the initial processing was conducted as impersonally as possible. These were not people, but things. Property, with no rights; just privileges they must first earn.

	As the transport van pulled in to the facility, it was directed into a small, walled area. Once secured inside, the rear hatch was opened and the cargo directed to exit. A reception committee consisting of six naked, collared slaves supervised by two burly, uniformed men carrying cattle prods, carefully sprayed each of the females with a strong disinfectant solution, followed by a cold rinse. This was not necessarily out of concern for disease, but to quell the stench from the prolonged ride.  The female cargo didn't care; while the soap solution burned the skin, the water felt nice and refreshing. It was the closest thing to comfort any of them would feel for a very long time.

	Once the washing was completed, the slaves were lined up and the identification tags on their collars checked against the court files. Two of the new slaves were found to have exchanged collars in an apparently attempt to confuse the training center into believing their induction into slavery was a mistake. This was nothing new to the cadre, and the two slaves were immediately removed from the group, screaming in pain.

	As each female was positively identified through photographs and retinal scans, she was taken to a small table where her identification brand was applied. The current technique involved brazing with a laser, rather than branding with a hot iron, and little more discomfort than a bad sunburn. A bar code was applied to the back of each new slave's neck, and her identification number embossed across the middle of her right buttock and on the sole of her left foot. These were simple traditional formalities, though; the real identification was the tracking chip implanted in the side of each slave's neck, providing instant computer identification and GPS tracking worldwide. With today's technology, there was no place a slave could hide. The next step was total denuding; barber's shears, then a razor, were used to remove each slave's scalp hair and eyebrows. A chemical depilatory was applied to the rest of each slave's body, removing all hair on the areas it touched. Two more applications would be required, at which time the follicles would be completely dead. While their scalp hair and eyebrows might be permitted to grow back, the slaves would be otherwise permanently hairless.

	Finally, the part that most of the new slave girls dreaded the most, the ringing. Each of the girls was pierced five times: a metal grommet in the nasal septum, though which a thick stainless steel ring was imbedded; a somewhat smaller, much thinner ring in each nipple, and still smaller ones through their outer labia. Most of the slaves were dismayed to discover their rings were silver; after training, they'd be subjected to the humiliation of being sold at public auction. Those who were divorced knew their former husbands would have the first right of purchase, a thought that caused two of the slaves to shudder in fear. Sheri was surprised to see her rings were gold; she was already owned by someone. Probably, she correctly assumed, the person who filed the criminal complaint against her in the first place.

	While each slave now was officially identified as a number, it was recognized early in the new era that names were simply easier for both Master and slave to identify with. Since a slave's name could change at its Owner's whim, a decision was made that the new slave should start learning as soon as possible to respond to whatever name she was given. The slave formerly known as Sheri, now identified as 890234F189-7C3, felt fortunate in this regard. Her new name was "toe." The girls on either side of her were now known as "dog shit" and "cunt slime." None of them new yet that their names would be changed regularly. Again, this was part of the training process, to teach the slaves to respond to whatever name they were given.

	The initial physical modifications completed, the new slaves were herded into a small room, where they were given terse, direct instructions on exactly what was expected of them. Total, absolute, complete obedience. Any hesitation to obey any command would result in severe punishment. Silence except when spoken to, although screams during punishment were permissible, they were told. Specific positions they were to assume were demonstrated and practiced; corrections consisted of a riding crop applied to their backs, shoulders, thighs or buttocks. When not otherwise occupied, remain kneeling. Knees spread, hands interlocked behind the head. If performing some task and approached by a Male, assume a squatting position, toes pointed outward, eyes focused on his crotch, again with hands interlocked behind the head. Positions on all fours, back, and belly, and variations of each. An hour of seemingly endless drills...kneel, squat, beg, down, back, belly, commands coming first at five second intervals, then increasing in pace, until no thought was necessary on the part of the slave. When the command was given, the position was simply assumed as though an automatic reflex. The next phase of processing was the most thorough, humiliating medical exam any of them had previously experienced. Even the assembly-line physicals conducted by the military paled in comparison. It was not until after the standard vision, hearing, reflex, height, weight exam and blood draws that the true humiliation began. In full view of the numerous staff and visitors who assembled daily for this very event, the new slaves had their bodies poked, prodded, tweaked and twisted. Measurements of inconceivable worth were taken - distance between nipples, breast droop, tongue length, distance from navel to clitoris, length of clitoris when erect - all designed simply to humiliate, and nothing more. Then the photographs. Facial. Full frontal, side and rear view. On all fours, front, side and rear. On their backs, fingers spreading the labia. Closeups detailing the asshole and cunt. More photos of both, after spread open with specula. Then the finger, palm, foot and lip prints. Blood drawn for testing, including DNA. All the while naked, and forced into a loving embrace with the girl next to her, tongue- kissing and fingering each other's sex while waiting for the next indignation to be carried out. For toe, the true humiliation came when she was strapped to what would have passed, in another era, for a cross between a doctor's gynecology exam table and a torture rack. In truth, it was a bit of both. After her wrists and ankles were strapped down, specula were used to force both her lower holes widely open. Electrodes were attached to her temples, wrists and chest, and small probes inserted into her cunt and asshole. Fingers squeezed her breasts, all the while the electronic device in the corner recording her responses, measuring the elasticity of her vaginal opening and the amount of fluid she was producing. Toe had always produced copious amounts of lubrication, and much to her dismay, she could feel herself immediately beginning to juice up. The fingers moved to her belly, then to the cleft of her sex, slowly but incessantly rubbing up and down her now-sopping slit. Suddenly, a tiny electrical charge was applied directly to the tip of her erect clitoris, eliciting a loud scream as toe experienced her first forced orgasm as a slave. The technicians recorded her responses in her training record, carefully jotting down the exact instrument readings at the precise moment of orgasm. It wouldn't do, they knew, for anyone to unwittingly allow a slave to cum without permission. To permit a slave to orgasm due to negligence or ineptness meant punishment; a slave would receive demerits and a beating; but a free person, as these technicians were, could get fired, so it was important to exactly record each slave's exact orgasm point. Toe was brought to seven more orgasms, each more humiliating than the one previous, her responses detailed in the computerized logs. As a final degradation, the technician who had been fondling her wiped the slime off his hand onto her belly.

	Once the testing was completed, initial training began immediately. Slavers had long ago learned that physical and emotional exhaustion were very effective means of breaking a new slave, and they went at it with a gusto. For the next 48 hours, the slaves were worked without break. Constant physical exertion - mile-long runs, endless squat thrusts and deep knee bends, sprints and manual labor - punctuated with a thirty second water break every hour, ensured the women were physically exhausted and mentally drained. The first to fall out during this initial torture session were brutally gang raped by the facility's specially trained canines; those who simply slowed down during the runs or exercises were subjected to shots with cattle prods and whips on those most sensitive of their body parts. Just seeing this happen was enough to keep toe from the faltering.

	Finally, the initial "breaking in period," as it was euphemistically called, was concluded. The exhausted, filthy, smelly females were ushered into the dining hall, though it could hardly be called such. A large, windowless room harshly illuminated by bright incandescent lights hanging from the tall ceiling, the floor was smooth concrete with rows of round indentations evenly spaced. In each depression was a few morsels of high-protein dry food, the consistency of compressed sawdust. Directly to the left of each food cup was mounted a small phallic-shaped container filled with a clear liquid. Upon command, each slave girl knelt in front of her meal, and with her hands clasped behind her back, began to eat.  Toe soon discovered that she would have to lower her mouth and completely engulf the water-filled dildo, then suck forcefully, before it would dispense any liquid. Alternating between the tasteless food and sucking water from the imitation penis, toe's food was gone well before her brain declared her full. Hunger was a slave's constant companion while in training.

	Finally, after three full days of complete and utter humiliation and abuse, it was time for the naked women to be permitted their allotted rest period. They were herded to their cells - nothing more than steel dog cages barely large enough to crawl into - and secured for the night. No further abuse was inflicted, though the cramped cages and lack of any protection from the cold, hard concrete floor resulted in very little actual rest. Toe dozed intermittently, awakening each time one of her muscles or joints screamed in pain. The moans of the others filled her ears, acting almost as white noise, and lulling her to a fitful sleep.

	Morning dawned all too early for toe and her companions, their wake-up call being a water hose turned on them while they struggled to crawl out of their tiny quarters. Kneeling at a rigid attention, they shivered as the cold water dripped from their naked bodies, awaiting the next command. A large black man with a shaved head walked slowly up and down the line of cold, wet women, absentmindedly tapping his right thigh with the riding crop he held. He used the crop as a tool, stopping here and there, using it to reposition a slave's head, or to lift a naked breast. He lashed out with it once; one slave, a few girls down from toe, dared to lift her eyes to look at his face. The crop swooped down, catching the offender on the side of the face, actually breaking the skin. Once the girl recovered from the blow, the Master presented the whip to her lips and forced her to kiss it, then to thank him for correcting her. He continued his inspection, this time behind the girls, after ordering them to all fours, asses shoved high into the air, fully exposed. Again, he stopped to correct a few, using the crop as a prod, forcing a back to be arched more gracefully, knees to be spread wider, and ass to be raised higher. "Too slow! No breakfast!" their tormenter shouted out to their dismay. "Maybe you cunts will learn better than to take so long to get out of your warm, comfortable beds next time!" The tiny morsels they'd been permitted the previous evening had barely staved off the gnawing that now rumbled in their bellies, the hunger now enhanced by the knowledge that they'd get no more food for the time being.

	The new arrivals were told to turn sideways, so they were lined up head-to-foot, and wait as each girl's nose ring was chained to the ankle of the slave in front of her. The lead slave -- the one the Masters had named "kotex," had a leash attached to her collar, and they were led down the concrete hallways, crawling on hands and knees for their work assignments. Those who were to work inside were escorted directly to their stations in the kitchen, laundry or housekeeping areas. The few selected for outside work - toe was among these - were first placed in heavy iron chains. The twelve inch hobble would prevent them from running, and restraints between their wrists - attached to a chain locked around their waists - limited arm movement. Toe and two other girls - called radish and fuckmeat - spent the day each pushing an old-style manual rotary lawn mower over the expansive grounds. Urged on by the threat of no food until the job was done, they completed their work in near-record time, and the entire grounds was mowed in time for lunch. Lunch was a repetition of dinner the night before, with the exception that there were a few vegetable peelings in with the dry food. As before, the water was medicated; in addition to nutritional supplements and antibiotics, it contained a powerful birth control drug. It wouldn't do to get a slave pregnant before she was sent to her Master. A side effect of this particular drug was that it stopped menstrual cycles; it wouldn't do to have a slave "out of commission" for such a trivial thing as a bit of bleeding; menstrual cramps would continue to occur, but a slave's discomfort was of no concern.

	Immediately after lunch, a special assembly of all the slaves and staff was called. The two girls who traded collars were to be publicly punished. The new arrivals were placed on their knees in the front row, to be afforded an up-close view of the futility of any form of deception or disobedience. The two were brought out in chains; it was obvious they'd already been beaten, whipped and raped; this began almost immediately after they were dragged away from their incoming group, and had continued non-stop until just a moment ago. Their bodies were covered with angry red stripes from the whips used on them; their breasts, cunts and asses were battered beyond belief. What the throng could not easily see was that both slaves had broken ribs, one a broken leg, and the other was missing two teeth that had been knocked out. But all this was simply the warm-up; the real punishment was yet to begin.

	Both girls were injected with a powerful stimulant, immediately bringing them to full consciousness. They groaned as awareness returned to them, the pain of the beatings nearly taking the smaller of the two back to unconsciousness. Neither would be so lucky, though. Once awake, they were each bound on all fours, ass high and legs lewdly spread, over metal frames. Once totally helpless, the girls were subjected to more torture. After being publicly raped by the dogs again, each girl's cunt was stuffed with feces and then sewn shut. In a few days, infection would set in, but long before then, they'd beg for death to come. More whips, then flames, were applied to their feet, hands, faces, breasts, and assholes. The girls were not gagged, and their horrific screams filled the air as the torture continued. One was told she could stop the pain if she ate a bowl full of dog shit; she did, and was then told it was all a lie. The other's nipples were cut off, and then she was forced to chew and swallow them. Fingers and toes were snapped, bring forth frightening howls of pain. Wires were attached to their clits and electricity shot through their bodies, causing them to spasm frantically. Finally, they were subjected to the current version of crucifixion, both being nailed, upside down, to an inverted pentagram. Religious doctrine at the time said that in this manner, the two would be sent to serve Satan as his slaves after death. The girls would remain secured to the pentagram until they died, intravenous solutions guaranteeing full awareness and a slow death taking days to occur. During all this, several of the new girls tried to hide their faces or turn their heads; two became ill at the stench of burning flesh. Toe, however, did neither. Instead, she watched intently, looking at the situation with a very clinical and detached mind. These weren't people being tortured, they were property. It was no more wrong to beat, torture or kill a slave than it was to take an old, worn out couch to the dump or throw last year's telephone book out. Instead, she focused inward, on her own responses. The only impact anything had was the screams; for some unknown reason, she felt herself becoming sexually excited. Unknown to her, the reactions of each slave was being carefully monitored and recorded.

	After the four hour session was over, toe and the other new arrivals were taken into a classroom. Kneeling on the floor, they were given written examinations to help evaluate their emotional condition after what they'd witnessed. These, as well as continuing analyses, would be added to the psychological profiles which were started while the slaves were still free, pending their trials. Toe's was evaluated quickly - there was a special interest in her - and the results were not surprising. The psychological evaluation conducted before her trial already showed latent submissiveness; testing after the punishment only confirmed how profoundly submissive she was. A natural slave, the psychologist noted. She'd be worth following.

	Dinner was the same as breakfast, only this time, the water tubes contained milk and there was a tiny piece of pork fat in each bowl. The girls, immune to anything but the aching in their bellies by now, devoured their meals in record time. Most assumed incorrectly that they'd be permitted to rest now, but their evening chores awaited.

	The next nine hours found toe learning to spit-shine the boots of the center cadre. She was not, however, permitted to use saliva. Instead, she was forced to repeatedly masturbate while kneeling on the hard ground, then use her vaginal secretions to moisten the boots, eventually bringing them to a mirror polish. Her allotment that night was six pair of boots; unfortunately for her, she was able to only complete half her task. Her Trainer, disgusted, dragged her back to her kennel. She would, he told her, be punished the next day. As uncomfortable as it was, toe quickly fell asleep on the cold concrete floor, exhaustion overcoming the worry over her impending punishment.

	 First Punishment

	As before, toe and her fellow slaves were rudely awakened by the harsh, ice-cold spray of the fire hose. This time, they quickly assumed their kneeling positions and awaited inspection. Today, their inspector was apparently pleased with their much quicker response, and permitted them breakfast. All but toe, that is, and three others who had failed in their tasks or performed some other grievous misdeed the previous day. While the rest of the slaves slurped up their meal - today consisting of a thick, warm gruel - toe and her companions were forced to kneel in the corner, knees spread widely, and watch. Toe's belly ached and rumbled as she watched, barely realizing that a mere few days ago she would never have considered it a privilege to eat like an animal, naked, from a bowl.

	'Let's go, sluts!" a woman's voice commanded, bringing toe out of her silent thoughts. Toe looked up to see a beautiful, slender blonde, wearing a black leather jump suit and spiked heel knee-length boots looking down at her.

	"Turn to the left," she commanded, "Nose to asshole."

	The four unfortunates did so, waiting on hands and knees while the woman clipped each slave's nose ring, with a small length of chain, to the two labia rings of the girl in front of her. To the last slave's cunt rings, she attached a long cord to which a small wheeled cart was tied; ten pounds of weights rested in the cart.  Toe, third in line, could see little other than the bruised ass ahead of her, her nose mashed deeply between the girl's thighs. It was the first time toe's face had ever been this close to another girl's sex; she found the strong odor of unwashed, sweaty pussy strangely exciting, and could feel her own cunt begin to juice up as a result. Toe heard a muffled snap as a leash was clipped to the lead girl's nose ring. The only warning she had that they were beginning to move was a squeal from the girl in front of her, and then a tug on her nostrils. The moment she began to move herself, though, she felt a sharp tug on her own nether lips, as the girl behind her lagged in her response.

	The little procession was marched down a series of hallways, through several heavy steel doors, then onto an outdoor path covered with pea gravel. The rocks, though tiny and round without sharp edges, dug deeply into their already abused palms and knees. The escort neither slowed down nor paid any attention to the slaves' groans, maintaining an even pace. Their destination was but a few dozen yards away, but their roundabout path took nearly thirty minutes.  Had toe been able to see anything but the asscheeks of the slave in front of her, she would have been able to catalogue the entire compound.

	The building from which she just exited was the largest, containing several isolated slave stables, a large food preparation area, and the slave dining room. It was constructed of red brick, the few windows covered with both heavy steel bars and thick ballistic glass. There was but one entry, a sallyport arrangement of two heavy, electrically-operated sliding doors with a small foyer between them; electronic interlocks prevented both doors from ever being opened at the same time. The only outside ventilation was in the staff work areas, primarily guard stations from where staff either controlled access to the buildings or watched over the slaves. Though well over two stories tall, except for catwalks used by staff, there were no floors above ground level; the height of the walls was meant to impress the sense of smallness, of insignificance, on the new slaves.

	A small asphalt yard on the east side of the building held a dozen sets of medieval- looking heavy wooden stocks, for punishing the more recalcitrant slaves. Asphalt to ensure maximum heat absorption and transfer, and with an eastern exposure to ensure no shade. The surface under each of the stocks was stained with the remnants of dripping perspiration, urine and feces of previous victims. In one corner sat six small steel-sided sheds. Too small for a slave to stand, sit or lay down, they were used for special cases. Even when watered twice a day, no slave had ever survived more than three days inside these burning hell holes without coming out completely and utterly broken. Even the threat of a visit to this punishment yard was usually enough to cause immediate submission.

	On the west of the building, extending from the kitchen, was an enclosed walkway leading to an adjacent building, the staff dining area. Unlike the slave feeding stations, the staff dined in comfort not dissimilar to those of any decent restaurant in America. Polished oak tables, carefully folded linen napkins, comfortable chairs, and an ever- changing menu of food - steak, seafood, pasta, salads, even a wide variety of hors d'oeuvres - all prepared by slaves being trained in culinary arts. Air conditioning and slowly-rotating ceiling fans ensured a comfortable meal. The seating was four to a table, with a slave assigned to each table to provide whatever was needed - a service that often went much further than filling wine glasses or clearing dishes from the table.

	The staff also had the option of eating bistro-style, in a quaint outdoor patio surrounded by lush shade trees. This time of the year, though, use of the patio was usually reserved for late evening socializing; it was simply too hot, even in the shade, to enjoy a meal. No matter, for the area was completely cleaned before and after each meal, whether it was used or not.

	About 30 yards west of the bistro and actually attached to the slave building via an underground passageway, sat two buildings where the majority of the staff lived. Single apartments, with all the comforts one would expect - air conditioning, satellite television, private baths, even kitchenettes for those who didn't want to walk to the dining room. Nicely appointed and immaculately clean, with comfortable furniture and a nice overall atmosphere. Slaves were brought in daily to clean, and a single telephone call would deliver virtually any slave in the compound to provide whatever service was desired, sexual or otherwise. South of the main slave building sat a wide running track, similar to those used in athletics, but at a half mile, twice the circumference and nearly three times the width. The size was necessary due to the training equipment in use here; modified pony carts, capable holding up to three people and pulled by a single slave, were lined up at one end. On some weekends, the public was invited to participate and wager on events in which slaves were hitched to the carts and raced each other around the track. This was, however, a minor sideline to the real purpose of this area. The real reason was the large cinder block building across from the grandstands, the slave gymnasium. It was in this edifice that the slaves would experience their worst pain and greatest humiliation. Each of the structures was surrounded by the same sort of gravel path as that which was inflicting so much agony on toe and her companions. Similar, winding paths connected each building, though it was possible to take either direct or non-direct routes. The Trainer leading toe had chosen the later. They continued crawling in agony for a full thirty minutes, until finally coming to a stop. Toe heard the now-recognizable sound of a steel slider door opening, and then they were all ushered inside.

	This was the Visitor Center, which sat alone, nearly a quarter mile from any of the other buildings. Except for special dignitaries, this would be the only building any visitor to the training center would see the inside of. Typically, it had stone tile floors throughout. The center was a large open area with large windows, multimedia displays, and padded benches for those who wished to rest. A set of large restrooms with oversized stalls sat between the souvenir stand - where one could buy anything from bumper stickers and logo pencils to the use of a slave for a few hours - and the snack bar. For those who wanted to "test drive" a slave, a special viewing area was available through an unmarked door. Slaves waited in glassed-in cubicles. When a slave was available for use, the shades on her windows were open; if she was being used by a customer, they were closed. Condoms were never necessary; all the slaves were clean, and either "fixed" or intended for impregnation. As a side note, in the vernacular of the day, the same terminology was used for female slaves as dogs or other animals; they were not sterilized or had their tubes tied, they were "fixed."

	Most of this, of course, was unknown to the four slaves. Except for the one at the front, none had seen anything but ass cheeks and cunt lips during their travel to this building, and even the lead slave had been so engrossed on keeping both her nose and labia intact that she paid no attention to her surroundings. Now, though, they simply waited quietly on the cold, hard tile floor, thankful that their immediate abuse had ended..

	"When I release you, you will place the tip of your nose in the asshole of the slave in front of you," their Mistress commanded. "No talking, and no moving. You're all already in enough shit,"

	Toe sensed movement ahead of her, then felt the chain on her own nose being released. She obediently shifted her head slightly, poking her nose into the anal opening in front of her. She waited patiently while the girl behind her was released, flinching slightly as she felt the girl's nose enter her own ass.

	"Keep those assholes plugged," the woman commanded, grabbing the lead slave by the ring and bringing her around, causing the group to form a tight circle, nose to asshole. She had them in position in short order, then gave her next command. "Tongues out, sluts! Stick your tongue right inside your girlfriend's cunt and keep it there. The trainer quickly stepped around the circle, ensuring each of the girls had done as directed. Until today, Toe had never been so close to another female's sex before, and had never placed her tongue where it was now. She found both the taste and strong odor of the unwashed 16 year old's body exciting. She could feel her own cunt dripping fluids into the mouth of the girl behind her. "Wait here," their trainer ordered. "No moving, or you'll all be punished." The clicking of the woman's heels on the polished tile floor receding in the distance was muffled by the thighs pressed tightly against toe's ears. The slaves reveled in the moment, being permitted a few minutes to relax. Toe actually started to fall asleep, her partner keeping her awake by thrusting her ass back in toe's face every time her mouth started to release. Teamwork and watching out for each other were important to the slaves, they were discovering.

	"What have we here?" a loud, deep voice announced. "A lesbian circle jerk? Get those slutty tongues out of those scummy holes, bitches, and line up facing me!"

	The four slaves quickly disengaged and assumed their standard kneeling positions, facing a huge, hair-covered, bearded man. In his meaty paw he wielded a quirt; on his belt was a device none of the girls yet recognized, but would soon become intimately familiar with - an electronic stun gun.

	"You bitches are being punished!" he yelled. "Bitches being punished don't get the privilege of resting on their knees. They squat! Get your fucking feet flat on the ground and squat with your knees spread apart, bitches! Do it!" He accentuated his command with a sharp slap of the quirt across toe's face, leaving an angry red welt. The four slaves squatted as best as they could, legs spread as far apart as humanly possible. When the Master was satisfied with their position, he simply stood back and watched, waiting for their legs to tremble from the strain, finally failing. One of the girls next to toe was the first to fall.

	"Four hundred demerits," he announced. 'The next one gets three hundred, then two hundred, and the last survivor gets one hundred demerits. You, cunt," he said to the girl on the ground, "get on all fours like the bitch you are and present your ass to me for punishment!" She crawled slowly over to him, fear visible in her eyes as she turned around and lifted her ass into the air. The quirt fell repeatedly, eliciting small moans at first, then shrill squeals and finally loud screams of pain as her pummeled her ass, stopping only when the second girl fell. This time it was toe.

	"Present your tits to me," he commanded. Toe knelt at his feet, arching her back to raise her as-yet unblemished breasts to him. The first blow landed right on her nipple, causing her to scream in pain. Subsequent slaps landed across and on top of her still-growing tits, leaving bright red welts that would eventually turn to dark bruises. Toe struggled to remain upright, praying to every God she'd heard of that one of the other girls would fail soon. It took nearly ten minutes, by which time toe's once-unblemished melons were covered with so many red stripes that they blended into a single swollen mass. The third girl to fall only received fifteen blows, but these were delivered directly on her sex. Even the winner of the contest was punished, with ten stripes to the backs of her thighs.

	"You bitches have no idea how lucky you are!" the Trainer announced. "Fuckups like you usually spend the rest of the day on the rock pile, but there's some special scut work that needs to be done, and you're just the ones to do it!" Of course, none of the girls believed any of this, particularly the part about being lucky, but after being reconnected nose-to-cunt again, crawled behind him as he led them to their next painful humiliation.

	"It seems someone forgot to clean the urinals last week after visiting day was over," the Trainer said when the "slave train" finally stopped. Each girl found herself kneeling in front of a filthy porcelain urinal. The odor was overpowering; it was obvious that none of the fixtures had been flushed or cleaned in some time.

	"Kneel upright," the Trainer commanded, before binding each slave's hands behind her back. "You will each clean your assigned urinal, using your mouth and tongue only," he announced. "The first bitch done with her pisser will be rewarded, but if the work isn't acceptable to me, it won't be a nice reward. Now, get those tongues to working!"

	Toe looked at dismay at her assigned urinal, her stomach doing flips. It looked like it hadn't been cleaned in years; a thick crust of yellowing something - she wasn't sure what - lined the edges of the basin. What nearly made her puke, though, were the two very wet, soggy cigarette butts and a piece of chewing gum someone had spit out. Toe hesitated just a fraction of a second too long.

	"Get that tongue to work, bitch!" the Trainer screamed, smashing toe's face into the filthy porcelain. "Start licking, cunt!!" The urinal was now tinged red from the blood streaming from toe's nose. Her eyes watered from both the pain and the tears, but she knew she had no choice. While the Trainer held her head down, she sucked the first butt into her mouth, grimacing as she swallowed it down. Had she seen the contents of the other three pissers, she would have thought herself lucky. The drains were plugged on two, with over an inch of fetid, stale urine in each of them. The third was even worse; someone had spat huge globs of yellow sputum and flicked boogers onto the splash plate. After swallowing the cigarette butts and gum - and nearly puking in the process - toe realized she'd finished the worst part of the job. She began attacking the porcelain with her tongue, carefully licking all the surfaces , her nose ring clanking against the cold porcelain. She tried unsuccessfully to scrape the bits of caked-on filth with her teeth, then discovered that the ring in her nose would work more effectively. Working as quickly as she could, her heart sank when she heard one of the other girls announce that her urinal was clean. Her dismay was tempered by the sound of the Trainer's whip striking flesh; the job was apparently not done to his satisfaction. Toe continued to work diligently, wanting to finish quickly, but not at the expense of additional punishment. Nearly an hour went by; her tongue was swollen and bleeding from the abuse she'd inflicted on it, and she could no longer feel her feet after kneeling for so long on the hard tile floor. Her knees ached and sharp spasms of pain ran up her back as she made one last visual check. Then she ran her tongue around the inside lip to ensure she couldn't feel anything but smooth porcelain.

	"Master, toe begs to have her work inspected, Master!" she announced.

	"Do you think you're finished, bitch?" he asked. "Is it clean?"

	"Master, toe believes Master will find it satisfactory, Master," she replied. The response was a fist to the side of her head, knocking her over.

	"Bitch, I didn't ask you if I'd find it satisfactory, I asked you if that pisser was completely clean! Is it? You know what'll happen if I find it's not!"

	"Master, yes, Master," she sobbed, rising back to her kneeling position. "Master, toe's urinal is clean, Master!"

	"Well, we'll just have to see about that," he exclaimed, taking a clean white cloth and a dental mirror from his pocket. Carefully he examined toe's urinal, checking and inspecting every surface for any discrepancy. Finding none, he put his tools back in his pocket.

	"It's close to acceptable as I can expect from a slave a stupid as you," he stated, "But if you weren't still in your first week, I'd expect more. I can see water spots on the chrome. " Without hesitation, toe lowered her head back into the bowl and began shining the drain cover with her tongue, carefully removing all the water spots.

	"Master, toe apologizes for her failure, Master," she said after ensuring the spots were gone. "Master, toe begs to be punished, Master." She, of course, wanted nothing of the kind, but assumed correctly this was what the Trainer would expect from her. She was right.

	"Yes, you did fail, but as I said, your work was acceptable for the time being."

	"Master, thank you, Master," toe replied, bending down and gently kissing his mirror-shined boot. Was this one of the pair she'd shined with her own cunt juices the night before? She didn't think so; this pair was so shiny she could see her distorted reflection in it. She'd not seen herself since becoming a slave, and thought she looked hideous in the glass-like shine.

	While toe was slobbering over his boots, the Trainer was having his own thoughts. This one really is a natural submissive, making a mental note to add this incident to her file, then decided to take her one step further. He reached down and attached a short leather leash to her nose ring.

	"Heel," he commanded, turning and walking across the lavatory without another word. Toe scampered on all fours, trying to keep up. He led her to a toilet stall, then stopped and turned around with his back to the toilet. Toe also stopped, kneeling on the floor before him.

	"Well?" he asked.

	"Uh..Yes, Master?" toe responded, unsure what to do.

	"You really are as stupid as you look aren't you, cunt? I need to take a shit. Do you think I should have to take my own pants down when there's a cunt like you around?“

	he demanded.

	"Oh, Master...I'm sorry, Master!" she cried, quickly reaching up to unfasten his trousers.

	She stared at his cock; never having seen one so large before. Of course, her entire education in that area was limited to the very few male slaves she's seen, and the children she'd babysat. The Trainer's cock was at least ten inches long - average for staff at the facility, actually - and two inches across. She could feel herself juicing up just staring at it, wondering what it would feel like slammed into her virgin cunt. The Trainer smiled, knowing what toe was thinking, and sat down, motioning towards his rigid cock. She lowered her mouth over the head - she was unable to get it much further inside without gagging - and began gently sucking and licking. She'd never had a cock in her mouth before, the Trainer knew, but again, she was proving to be a natural.

	Toe concentrated on what all her senses were telling her about her first cock. Soft, yet rigid; warm and pulsating. Slightly salty, with a mild soapy odor; she instinctively knew the Trainer had recently bathed, and hadn't fucked anyone since. She ran her tongue over the shaft, feeling the ridges caused by the veins running under the skin. She felt him harden as the tip of her tongue ticked the underside of his cock, then moving to the tip, tasting the drop of pre-cum forming on his pisshole. So engrossed in her duty, she was oblivious to the explosive sound of shitting, until the overwhelming odor hit her nostrils. She tried to hold her breath, but the Trainer saw what she was doing, and jammed her face down on his cock, forcing her to inhale through her nose. The combination of the cock in her throat and the distasteful smell made her gag forcefully, but the Trainer kept her mouth mashed into his groin, ignoring her struggles, until he was finished shitting. When he finally released her head, toe collapsed on the floor, gasping for breath.

	"Wipe me," he said, standing up and turning around, displaying his shit-covered asshole to her. "This time you may use toilet paper, but you can expect to eventually be using your tongue, cunt."

	"Yes, Master," toe coughed, taking a wad of tissue from the roll and gently wiping the wet feces from his rectum. "Master, thank you for teaching toe, Master," she said when she was completed. He turned and saw her holding the shit-stained paper in her hand.

	"You may dispose of it in the toilet - this time," he said. "Just like learning to lick shit from the source, you will probably be eating used toilet paper at some point. Not today, though, bitch." He stepped over her, and without looking back, told her to take her position next to the urinal when she was finished. Toe dropped the wad in the toilet and flush it before quickly scampering across the floor and kneeling next to the pisser she'd licked clean. Without even inspecting the other urinals, the Trainer opened up the supply cabinet and selected from it a metal rod about three feet long. Hanging from the rod, at even intervals, were four metal snaps, with a single ring centered opposite of them. He lined the slaves up and clipped each of their septum rings to a separate snap, and his leash to the lone ring. "Heel," he commanded, leading them out on their hands and knees.

	"I hope you cunts enjoyed your rest," the Trainer said once the slaves were out of the restroom. "Yes, you stupid fucks, what you just did is going to seem like rest, considering what the rest of your next three days is like. Oh, didn't anyone tell you? For fucking up, you get 72 consecutive hours of 喪emedial training.' But, it's time for me to go home to my own fully trained sex slaves, so I'm going to leave you bitches now. Enjoy...you only have about 60 hours left before your next break!" Then, snapping the leash to a clip on the wall, he left them.

	The slaves were crushed, beaten. They were starved, sore and bleeding already. How were they expected to survive three days of this? One girl sobbed aloud, eliciting a whispered warning from her leash-mate; one of the rules they'd been taught only the day prior was to always appear eager and happy, always smile, and never, ever cry except in response to intolerable physical pain. They had little time for neither rest nor self-pity, though, for their next abuser arrived moments later, and led them off to their next abasement.

	The string of four girls was led, crawling across the winding gravel path, back to the building housing the cooking and dining facilities. Upon entering the brick structure, each were told to put on a clear plastic suit which covered them from neck to feet. After that, a large ball gag was forcefully shoved deep into each slave's mouth and secured in place. The reason for the gag was soon apparent to toe: not as much to ensure silence, but to prevent eating, for their next chore - and one they'd be performing three times each day until their punishment was over - was to clean the dishes used by the staff, the pots and other cooking implements, and the feed troughs.

	While toe had little problem with the unappetizing gruel stuck to the troughs, the food left on plates by the staff were a different story. Large, uneaten pieces of t-bone steak, bits of scrambled eggs and omelets, and half-consumed slices of toast liberally spread with butter and jelly all caused her empty stomach to growl. The aromas were the worst; being able to smell, but not eat. The emotional and mental aguish this caused was as much punishment as the actual task, and it was meant to be. During their entire stay on the punishment squad, the slaves would be given nothing to eat and only a few sips of water every hour or two.

	The kitchen finally clean, the slaves removed their plastic suits and hang them on wall hooks in the entry. Each suit was marked with the slave's registration number for future wear. The purpose of suits was simply to protect the staff dishes from anything that might be on a slave's body; during punishment, slaves were not permitted any hygiene time. The reason this was important came clear with the next task.

	Ball gags still in place, the slaves were taken across the yard once more - this time on soft grass, rather than the painful gravel - to the kennels where the facility's forty dogs were kept. While some of the dogs were used for security, others had been trained for other purposes; this mattered not to the slaves, for the dogs were out with their handlers at the moment. The stench of forty dog runs needing cleaning burned the girls' nostrils, making all of them wretch. The temperature was already nearing 90 degrees Fahrenheit, and the humidity caused the smell of dog shit to permeate everything. Ball gags were removed, but just as quickly - before the slaves could even exercise their cramped jaws - replaced with brush gags. With long, thick penis gags on one end and a rigid scrub brush on the other, their use was immediately apparent. Hands chained behind their backs, the slaves were each provided with a large bucket of hot, strong disinfectant solution and assigned ten runs each to clean. Almost as an afterthought, the Trainer fastened a pair of safety goggles over each slave's eyes to protect them from the damage the splashing liquid would cause.

	Each slave was assigned ten runs to clean, each equally filthy with dog shit, piss, hair and the remains of their last feeding. Toe wasn't sure which was worse: the runs with solid dog turds in them, because she couldn't sweep them into the drain without getting shit all over her face, or the ones with the more liquid feces, because of the stomach- turning stench. The only important thing at the time, though, was to get the job done; they were allotted only one hour - six minutes per run - or their punishment would be extended by 24 hours. Toe knew she couldn't afford to dally; she might not survive three days of this torture, but four?

	Toe discovered that if she didn't worry about the mess she was making of herself, her task was much easier. She simply used her feet to move the larger turds into the drain, then quickly slopped disinfectant on the floor and scrubbed. With the other runs, she found she could use her body like a squeegee by laying on her side and mopping the yellow, runny crap towards the back of the wall, where could use the sides of her feet to push it the rest of the way in. Quickly scrubbing, she saw time was running out and finally dumped the remains of her bucket on the floor of the last dog run, beating the clock by mere seconds. Two of the girls were not so fortunate; one collapsed on the floor and refused to rise, crying that she wanted to die. She was carted off by two large technicians; toe never saw her again.

	The remaining three girls were covered in dog feces; toe could feel some drying inside her ear, but with her hands bound behind her back, could do nothing about it. As she crawled out of the kennel and along the length of the concrete building, she saw a distorted reflection of herself in the mirrored glass windows. Her first thought was that she didn't look even human; hairless, ringed, covered in bruises, welts, scrapes and now dogshit, she looked like a cartoon caricature from a pornographic comic book. For the first time since before her trial, toe felt sorry for herself. A single tear formed, quickly evaporating in the scorching heat. There was no time for self-pity, though, because it was time for the slaves to clean up after the lunch meal that had just been served to the staff. Taken back to the kitchen, the reason for the plastic suits became immediately apparent; none of the slaves would be permitted to clean themselves. They would remain caked in whatever filth they collected, until their three day punishment tour was completed.

	The rest of toe's experience only led her to become stronger in her resolve to be absolutely obedient at all costs. It was vital that she become the perfect slave, she now understood, if she was to survive intact. Her treatment and well-being were directly connected to her obedience, submissiveness and desirability as slave flesh. She had no idea what her unknown Owner had in store for her, but she knew if she failed at this phase of her enslavement...well, there were rumors about what happened to those girls, none of them pleasant.

	Fortunately, there were no more visits to either the kennels or to clean urinals; toe found these the hardest of all her tasks. There was more work outdoors: she was made to spend hours in the hot sun hoeing weeds and planting small trees, re-roofing one of the smaller buildings, and finally, hitched to one of the pony carts and used as a sort of taxi to transport staff across the compound. All while totally naked, with the hot sun burning her body to a crisp. The outdoor work was only done in the heat of the day; with the exception of kitchen duty, the only time the three girls were brought back inside was after dark. While everyone else slept, the punishment squad was put to work scrubbing floors, disinfecting exam tables, and cleaning restrooms - this time, with the proper cleaning equipment. The work grew harder as fatigue and pain set in, but toe was eventually able to ignore it all as she focused on the task at hand. This ability to block out everything except the task at hand was something toe would find helpful to her life as a slave; she was learning to enter what the psychologists referred to as "subspace."

	Finally, her time was up. One girl still had another day to do, thanks to her earlier shortcomings, but toe and the third girl were led back to the main building where they were given a cold shower, rinsed with the disinfectant solution and then led back to their cages where they both immediately fell into a deep slumber. Toe's skin was a mass of sores from the sun, caked on dog crap and other abuses it had taken, but she was oblivious to any of it, completely unconscious just seconds after her battered body curled up on the hard, cold concrete.

	 A New World

	III - Meeting the Master

	Toe awoke the next day, surprised to not feeling the harsh stream of water from the fire hose. She looked around groggily, her head pounding with the slightest motion, and noticed that the other cages around her were empty. Her wakefulness, however, was observed, and a Trainer quickly arrived to lead her out into the dining hall. Unknown to toe, it had long been understood that a slave who had undergone the amount of physical abuse she had just experienced needed time to recover. Slaves were valuable commodities, particularly the young, healthy and innately submissive, like her. Recovery didn't mean pampering, true rest or relaxation; quite the contrary, other than her longer-than-usual sleep, she'd be exerting herself all day and most of the night just like the rest of the slaves. What was different was that she'd be given extra food and water rations, additional medications to both heal her injuries and help her regain her strength, and a special regimen of work and exercise until she was deemed fully recovered.

	Instead of the dry kernels toe had been fed before, she was now provided with a pasty, oatmeal-looking gruel. Thick and chunky, it contained a high calorie, high protein, high carbohydrate mixture of natural and artificial substances, along with large amounts of the antibiotics her body needed right now. It tasted like its primary ingredient, cooked liver, but toe barely noticed the taste. She slopped it all down quickly, fearful that if she took too long it would be taken from her. It wasn't enough to stop the ache in her belly, but on medical advice, slaves who hadn't eaten in three days - or, in toe's case, two meager meals in an entire week - needed to be restricted to small portions. So, toe would be fed five meals instead of the customary two for the next 24 hours, until her belly had time to adjust.

	Following her meal, toe was taken back to the clinic, where her humiliating medical exam had taken place. This time, though, it was not nearly as bad. The examination was nearly what a free person would consider normal; blood pressure, pulse, temperature, listen to the lungs, draw blood for testing, a quick EKG, and it was over. Still lethargic and tired from her recent maltreatment, she knelt there staring at nothingness while the Doctor completed his assessment. "She's a little anemic," the Doctor said, "but nothing that two days of light duty won't cure. Make sure she eats, nothing more or less than what I've prescribed," he instructed toe's escort. "You got it, Doc," the Trainer said, snapping his leash back on toe's collar. "Okay, cunt, let's go," he ordered, leading the crawling girl out of the building.

	Toe's duties for the next two days truly were light; all she had to do was set the tables in the staff dining room, remove the dishes when they were finished, and bring beverage refills. She heard snippets of conversation, most of which didn't make any sense to her at all, but a few things she understood. She wasn't returned to her cage that night or the next, instead being directed to a corner of the dining room where her collar was locked to a ring in the floor. Unable to move from her position, toe was at least able to stretch out and get better sleep than she had in her cage, a single worn blanket the only thing protecting her from the cold tile floor. She found it to be more comfortable to use it in this manner than as a cover. Even for this small privilege, she was thankful. She continued to receive five small meals each day, and was even permitted to take a short daily shower, with warm water and real soap. Toe instinctively understood this was a special privilege, and not something she should expect on a regular basis. She had noticed the stench of unwashed female slave the moment she entered the slave quarters for the first time; bathing of any form during training would be infrequent, and to use warm water and soap was nearly unheard of. Once in the possession of her Owner, whether she bathed or not would be at that person's discretion.

	On the morning of the third day - the morning she came off light duty - she was taken back to the slave mess hall for a breakfast with the other the slaves, given the same dry kibble and a few sips of milk from the penis-shaped dispenser. After eating, toe and two of the other slaves - who she'd never seen before - were singled out and chained together, nose ring to cunt ring once more, before being led out of the room. Toe was the last girl this time, her face firmly planted between an older, slightly overweight slave's thick thighs. The woman had been used just before breakfast, toe realized, as the semen dripped from the swollen sex in front of her face. Toe tentatively stuck her tongue out, letting the sticky fluid drip into her mouth. She found the taste strange, but not unpleasant; almost enjoyable, in fact.

	Crawling through a maze of hallways and through a myriad of sliding security doors, the small group finally arrived at their destination. This area was a far cry from what toe had seen so far. Unlike the slave quarters or dining hall, with their dull brick walls and grey concrete floors, this place was brightly illuminated, the walls in muted pastels, the floors covered with plush carpet. Clean, but not like the sterility of the clinic. Well-lit and climate controlled, lacking the stale, musty, dirty odors toe noticed everywhere else. Her first thought was how nice the thickly padded carpet felt beneath her bruised and scraped knees. Her knees were still in the pain from the constant crawling, but would toughen soon enough. For now, she just basked in the sensation of plush softness. Her second thought was how pristine everything was - nothing out of place, not even a speck of dust that she could see. The place even smelled clean, almost sweet and home-like, unlike the stagnant air of the slave wing. This was her first exposure to the staff quarters.

	Unclipped from each other and quickly chained to floor rings, the slaves kneeled with their knees widely spread and head bowed. Using only her peripheral vision, toe could see slaves in various states of partial dress and complete nudity scurrying around what appeared to be some sort of large foyer, some carrying covered trays while others were diligently cleaning. The thing that struck toe most incongruously was the absolute beauty of the working slaves she saw. Each different, yet somehow identical. Tight, well-toned skin; taut, upright breasts; impeccable makeup. Everything about them seemed so perfect, so opposite of how wretched she felt right now, kneeling naked on the floor, hungry, her joints aching from the abuses already inflicted on them, the still- uncomfortable feeling of her new piercings. Feeling sorry for herself and the predicament she now found herself in, she was stifling a sob when a harsh voice broke thoughts.

	"Which of you is toe?" demanded a, barrel-chested man of about forty. Toe looked up at him before responding, immediately trembling in fear. Tall and muscular, with a bald head that only emphasized his dominant appearance, he wore black leather trousers and a matching vest to go with his superbly polished boots. The second thing toe noticed was how hairy he was, with a thick, curly mop of black hair covering what she could see of his chest. His mere appearance terrified the young girl, causing her to cringe even before she dared answer.

	"I am, sir," she barely whispered, wiping the back of her hand under her nose, causing her piercing to move painfully.

	"First lesson, cunts," the man addressed them all. "I am 'Master.' Every other man here is 'Master.' There are two words which no longer exist in your vocabulary, 'no,' and 'I.' Unless instructed otherwise, you will refer to yourselves by your slave name, as 'the slave,' 'this slave,' or 'a slave.' The first and last words out of your mouths will be 'Master.' Now, in unison, do you understand what I've just told you?"

	"Master, yes, Master," the three quivering girls answered.

	"Very good. Now, let's try my first question again. Which of you is called toe?'

	"Master, I'm...I mean...this slave is called toe, Master," she answered, cringing at her mistake.

	"One demerit," the Master commented. "The first mistake didn't count, because you are obviously too stupid to know how to speak properly. I'll expect better in the future.

	Now, come with me, bitch," he said, unsnapping her from the ring and literally dragging her with him by the collar. Toe couldn't crawl fast enough to keep up, and was painfully lifted off the floor by her collar twice. topping at a door about halfway down the hall, he stopped momentarily and pressed his palm to a small panel while toe coughed and tried to catch her breath.

	"Biometric locks," he told toe. "Don't try using them. They open only to specific staff members. Unauthorized users receive a shock that can cause tissue damage and knock you unconscious. After that, you'll be punished. You really don't want to be punished," he emphasized ominously.

	He led her into what were apparently his living quarters. It was nicely furnished, but not even close to the surroundings she'd lived with in her previous, privileged life. The furniture was functional and the apartment clean, but there was nothing special or extravagant about it. Perhaps a step above working class, about what a junior manager in a company, or a mid-ranking government official might have. Toe was given a quick tour of the residence. Just five rooms: a kitchen, bedroom, living room, study and bathroom. The living room was rather small, with a simple leather couch and recliner, coffee table and entertainment center. It looked comfortable enough, toe thought, but her comfort was of no consequence. The kitchen was nice and modernly equipped, even containing a dishwasher - something toe found incongruous, since she'd been washed literally thousands of dishes by hand since arriving here. Toe recognized the quality, though not the brand name, of the cook set hanging from the rack above the food preparation table. She prayed silently that she wouldn't be expected to cook much; this was an art in which she had little skill.

	The bathroom was likewise functional, containing a sink with a vanity and medicine cabinet, a single white porcelain commode, and both a large spa-type tub and a shower stall. One of the first things toe noticed were the rings imbedded into the walls of the shower and the ceiling above; their use was obvious.

	The largest room in the apartment, as one might expect in a place such as this, was the bedroom. A king-sized pedestal bed with a huge oak bookcase headboard dominated the room, attachment points for restraints not too obvious, but still quite visible if one knew what to look for. A similarly large, matching oak triple dresser rested against one wall, the surface gleaming from hours of painstaking polishing by the Master's previous trainees. Across from the foot of the bed were two sliding, mirrored doors, behind which lay an eight foot long walk-in closet. Master's clothing was neatly pressed and arranged by type and color...coats on the left, trousers in the middle, shirts on the right, all set from dark to light. A half dozen impeccably shiny pair of shoes and boots were lined up on the floor. Then toe saw it, and a shiver ran down her spine. A single, small section of the floor where the carpet was replaced with a concrete pad, upon which a cage - just like that in which she'd restlessly dozed in the slave quarters - sat. She knew at that moment that sharing this man's bed was too much to even wish for; her place would be in her cage, like the animal she was becoming.

	Toe wasn't shown the study, only given the same warning about the biometric lock on the door. Had she been permitted to explore it, she would have found nothing other than an apparently totally functional work space. What she didn't realize was that the study was her Master's work center, where he would upload, download, track and compile all manner of information about his new charge. Every known fact and many suppositions about here were stored in the mainframe computer to which his terminal accessed. The combined knowledge of years of experience in training slaves was available at his fingertips, as was immediate consultation with those specializing in the medical, psychological and other aspects of toe's transformation. He could continuously track toe through her microchip implant, and through the multitude of digital cameras throughout the facility, watch her every move and listen to every sound she and those around her made. None of this was important to toe, though, except in the most esoteric of ways; her life revolved around nothing more than being obedient and learning how to be the perfect slave. How this was accomplished mattered not to her.

	"You're a lucky cunt, you know, toe?" he said, looking down at the kneeling girl and apparently waiting for an answer.

	"Master, no...I mean...uh...this slave does not understand what the Master means, Master, " she replied, still trembling in fear of this hairy giant who had total control over her life.

	"Almost right. Half a demerit," he said, jotting it down in his ever-present notebook. "What I mean, is your 'girlfriends' on the other side of the compound will be sleeping on a concrete floor, eating slop from a trough, and doing scut work like laundry and scrubbing toilets all day and half the night, then spend the other half of the night being gang-raped. They'll be punished simply because they're slaves. Here, you'll have the opportunity to earn the privilege of sleeping in my bed with me at times, you'll get real food on a regular basis, and the only time you'll be punished is if you displease me. Now, don't you feel lucky?"

	"Master, yes, Master. This slave feels extremely lucky, Master."

	"Half a demerit. You began a sentence without saying 'Master.'"

	"But you said..." toe began, then clasped her hands over her mouth in horror at her outburst.

	"Three more demerits. Two for insolence and another for failing to call me 'Master.'"

	Toe just kneeled on the floor silently, her eyes lowered. It wouldn't do to cause her Master to get angry at her, and God only knows what happens with these demerits. The Master left her for a moment, returning with a small file and sitting down to read through it. He would occasionally look up at toe curiously as he was reading. Finally, he spoke.

	"Do you know what this is, toe? he asked.

	"Master, no, Master," she responded dutifully.

	"It's your file. It contains every known fact about you, at least all known so far. Your family, where you were raised, what schools you went to, even the complaint against you that resulted in your current status. You don't know why you're a slave, do you, toe?"

	"Master, except for having been convicted of something, no, Master," she replied.

	"It really doesn't matter, you realize? The fact is that you're a slave now, and you'll die a slave. Your future can be reasonably comfortable, or it can be harsh and filled with pain. Part of that outcome is up to you.  Would you prefer a life filled with deprivation and pain, or one of relative ease and comfort?"

	"Master, toe would prefer a life of comfort, but she understands that it's not really up to her, Master. Master, whether the slave's life is harsh or comfortable is up to the desires of her Master. The slave would like to beg that the Master train her to be the best, most obedient slave possible, Master."

	"Yes, you were always taught to be the best you could be, weren't you? I suppose as a slave, that trait would still exist," he commented, making a notation in her file. "Oh, by the way...another half demerit for failing to preface your last sentence with 'Master.'"

	"Master, may toe ask a question, Master?"

	"About what"

	"Master, about demerits, Master."

	"You may," he granted.

	"Master, what happens with demerits, Master? I...toe means, she knows demerits result in punishment, but is there, like a matrix or something, Master?"

	"No matrix or anything of the sort. It's purely slave against slave. Each week, slaves with demerits - except the one with the lowest total - are punished. The one with the least amount of demerits is rewarded. Depending on how many demerits and the mood of her Master, reward could range from a full day off to a special food treat. As far as punishments for the rest of the slaves, that is also up to the discretion of her Master. I suppose I should let you know that I'm not the sort of Master who enjoys inflicting pain, but I will certainly do so if need be."

	"Master, thank you for explaining that, Master."

	"You're welcome, toe. Oh, do you know how many times you fucked up asking your question?" he asked, grinning.

	Hesitating for a moment with her face crunched up in thought, she replied, "Master, the slave believes she used a prohibited word once, and failed to say 'Master' once, Master."

	"You are an intelligent little cunt. Yes, that's exactly what you did. Half a demerit because you recognized your error. You should know, though that starting tomorrow, it's one full demerit, and no leniency for admitting a mistake. If you do fuck up, however, and it's something you've already been taught, the punishment doubles. The fact that you've shown such intelligence means you have no excuse."

	"Master, the slave understands, and will do her best not to fuck up, Master," toe replied humbly. "I suppose I should let you in on one other thing. You're no longer a 'she,' but an object, a thing. No more 'she' or 'her.' From now on, you're an 'it,' nothing more than a piece of property, to be used as your Master desires. Understand?"

	"Master, toe understands, Master."

	"Very good, toe," he said, reaching down and patting her on the head. "I hope you learn all your lessons as quickly."

	"Master, toe only wishes to become the best, most obedient slave that ever existed, Master."

	"Being a slave, it intrigues you, doesn't it? You've wondered what life would be like as a slave, haven't you?"

	"I...uh...Master,...uh..." she fumbled. "Yes, Master," her voice said softly.

	"That's in your file, you know.," he said, ignoring her lapse this once. "Your psychological profile. It says you have a natural, repressed submissiveness that makes you an ideal slave. You feel best about yourself when you're serving others. That's why you volunteered as a tutor, and why you worked so hard on the track team. It wasn't about you, it was about helping others, making the team excel. You were identified as a potential slave a long time ago, toe. Just let your inner submissive out, and you'll make your Master proud."

	"Master, yes, Master. Master, may the slave make a request, Master?" the kneeling girl asked.

	"Yes, but remember, that doesn't mean I'll necessarily grant the request."

	"Master, may toe please have permission to use the toilet, Master?" she asked, blushing.

	"Why?" he replied. "For what specific purpose?"

	"Master...uh...toe's bladder is full, Master," she answered, humiliated at the need to explain such a thing.

	"So you're asking permission to piss? Is that it?" he inquired, grinning cruelly at her physical and emotional discomfort.

	"Master, yes, Master. Master, may toe have permission to...uh...piss, Master?"

	He waited a moment before answering. "No, I don't think so. You have chores to do first, and then, if you do a decent job, I'll reconsider. Oh, and I wouldn't even think of pissing on my floor. That's worth 100 demerits, plus and extra thousand for disobedience. Now, why don't you go get started on the dishes?"

	"Master, yes, Master," she whimpered, allowing herself to be led into the kitchen.

	Toe's Master watched carefully as she scrubbed, dried and put the morning dishes. Seeing the scraps of egg, sausage and toast made her realize just how famished she was. The change from the warm, thick medical diet to the handful of hard, tasteless morsels she'd been fed earlier had affected her. She'd felt hunger ever since her arrival here, but now, the grumbling of her stomach was overwhelmed only by the cramping caused by her overfilled bladder.

	Once the dishes were done, the Master continued to supervise toe in the rest of her morning chores; sweeping and mopping of the kitchen floor, dusting all the apartment's furniture, vacuuming the carpets, cleaning the bathroom, and finally, making the Master's bed. It was during this last task, retrieving clean linen - the Master explained that she would put fresh sheets on his bed daily - that she felt the first little trickle of pee.

	"Please, Master, I can't hold it any more," she whimpered, crossing her legs in a feeble attempt to stem the trickle of urine making its way down her thighs.

	"Twenty more demerits, toe. Not only did you speak improperly, but you repeated a request that had already been denied...and you didn't ask for permission to speak. Make that ten demerits, actually," he said, jotting them down in his ever-present book.

	"I will give you a choice, though, toe. You can pee right here and take the hundred demerits, or you can hold your bladder through a spanking."

	"Master, please, will toe be permitted to piss after the spanking, Master?" she wailed, her legs trembling as she tried to keep from releasing her bladder.

	"Yes, I'll allow you to pee afterwards."

	"Master, toe would like the spanking, Master," she answered softly, tears already forming in her eyes.

	"Over my knee, then, toe, but if you get so much as a drip of piss on me, you'll have much more than a few hundred demerits to worry about. You'll go straight to the motivation unit. If you thought your first few days here were bad, motivation unit will make them seem a fond, pleasant memory."

	As toe positioned herself over the Master's lap, he took out a heavy wooden paddle. Telling her to brace herself, he gave 10 quick, hard swats, causing her to cry out in pain. Her bare ass was bright red well before the last swat.

	"From now on, toe, you'll count them aloud or they won't count, and if you scream or miss a count, we start over. Understood?" he asked, dumping the bawling girl onto the floor.

	"Master,. yes, Master," she sobbed. "Master, may toe please piss now, Master?" the girl begged, clamping her thighs together in pain.

	"In a moment," he answered. "First of all, slaves aren't permitted to use the toilet, so go crawl back into the kitchen. Under the sink you'll find your dish; it has your name on it.

	Get it and bring it back to me." He watched as the girl scampered away on all fours, returning a moment later with a plastic bowl with "toe" scrawled on it..

	"Squat over the bowl, toe, but don't do anything else until I tell you."

	"Master, yes, Master," she responded, assuming the position he directed. He made her remain in the squatting position until she was sure her trembling legs would give out, finally giving her he command to release herself. The urine came out in a torrent, splashing out of the bowl and onto the floor, before she was finally able to stem the flow enough to prevent further splattering. It didn't matter, though, because this was all part of the Master's plan.

	"Did you spill, toe?" he asked her when she was finished, the last drops clinging to her ringed labia.

	"Master, yes, Master. Master, toe begs forgiveness, Master," she answered, cringing at the punishment she expected.

	"Another choice, toe," he explained. "100 demerits and a whipping - not just a spanking, but a real whipping - or you clean up your mess." He paused a moment, and toe looked up at him expectantly. "With your tongue," he finished. "Decide now!"

	Without answering, toe immediately dropped her face to the floor and began slurping the urine up from the cold tile floor. The acrid taste burned her mouth, but she knew the alternative would be much worse. Finally finished, she returned to her upright kneeling position.

	"You're not done, toe," her Master chastised. "There's still piss in your bowl."

	Toe turned red in humiliation at what she was about to do, but obediently lowered her face down to the bowl and began lapping the warm yellow liquid up. When the bowl was finally empty, her face was soaked, piss dripping from her nose ring. She saw that she'd dripped onto the floor again, and without waiting for a command, immediately licked the tiny pools up.

	"Good girl," the Master praised, patting her on the head again. "You have the makings of becoming a fine slave."

	"Master, thank you, Master," he responded automatically now, her stomach doing flips as the urine sloshed inside her.

	"Hmmm," the Master commented almost absentmindedly, looking at his watch. "It looks like we've missed the noon meal. I guess a sandwich will have to suffice. Go make me one. Salami and Swiss on rye, with mustard. Everything is in the refrigerator. There won't be time for you; you're already late for class." The excitement toe initially felt at the prospect of food was quickly replaced with disappointment in knowing she'd continue to go hungry. However, she obediently scampered into the kitchen and prepared her Master's meal. He took the sandwich in one hand and her leash in the other, happily munching away as he palmed the door open and led her down the hallway to her first day of classes.

	 A New World 4: Cum-Filled Fuckbunny

	"This is the new one for the special treatment?" the tall, statuesque blonde woman asked, taking toe's leash from Master. Toe risked a quick glance upward, but her eyes got only as far as the high leather boots, shined to mirror perfection, before a lash landed on her back.

	'Uh huh," he answered. "She needs a lot of work, but I know you'll take good care of her."

	"Oh, you bet,' she grinned sadistically. "Come on, bitch. It's time to see if we can get that pathetic body of yours into some semblance of fitness." The sharp tug on the leash caused toe to lose her balance, nearly making her fall over.

	"Look at me, bitch!" the woman commanded. Toe looked up, wincing in anticipation of more punishment. She saw the stern woman, fully dressed in what looked like a leather jump suit, glaring down at her sadistically. "My name is Ma'am. I'm not a fucking slave. I don't do this job because of the money, I do it for the pure enjoyment of seeing pathetic pieces of fuck meat like you suffer.

	Unlike whores like you, I eat, sleep, shit and piss whenever I want, and fuck whoever I want, whenever I feel like it, and when I don't feel like it, I don't. You, on the other hand, are a useless piece of shit who should be thankful that someone thinks you're not a complete waste of oxygen. So, when I say 'jump,' you jump, and don't even bother asking how high, bitch. You don't have the time to think about it...assuming you even have the capacity for thought. You're nothing to me; the dogshit I stepped in this morning has more value. Got that, cunt?"

	Toe cringed at the harsh words and the prospect of even harsher treatment, but responded automatically.

	"Ma'am, yes, Ma'am."

	"Good, fuckmeat. Now, let's see about sweating some of that pig fat off your pitiful slave ass." Ma'am's last words cut through toe like a hot knife through butter. She'd always been fastidious about her appearance. Her weight was near the bottom of the range for her height, she always kept herself well-groomed, and she worked out regularly. She was in good shape, or so she thought, and her good looks were always what she was proudest of. Now this bitch is telling her she's a pig? The trainer saw the venom in toe's eyes, and grinned even more viciously.

	"Ah, a prideful piggy are we? Is da widdle piggy mad angwy to be called a widdle piggy? I have news for you, cunt, you ain't shit, and we'll just have to see about changing that fucking attitude of yours! Let's start off with 500 squats and see if you still think the same way!"

	Kicking toe's legs apart to the limits of her ankle chain and then locking her wrists to the back of her collar, Ma'am made toe do rapid deep knee bends until she thought her legs were going to fall off. Every time toe tried to slow down or try to take a breather, though, the trainer's riding crop would lash out, strategically striking a nipple or, worse yet, her newly pierced cunt lips. Toe fell to the ground, her legs failing well before the allotted 500 squats were met.

	"120 was all you could do? You really are a worthless piece of shit, aren't you? What the hell are you going to do when Master decides to have you gang-rape yourself on fifty or sixty men? Are you going to just quit because you get tired? Hell, I know one slave girl, she was forced to squat and fuck a dildo, one stroke a second, for 18 straight hours. You think you could hold up to that? I don't."

	"Ma'am, toe is sorry for her shortcomings, Ma'am," the exhausted slave gasped. "Ma'am, the slave begs forgiveness, and to be trained to be a perfect slave, Ma'am."

	"Up on your knees, bitch," the trainer spat. "I want to get one thing straight, you worthless little fuck. I do forgive. You WILL perform to my satisfaction in this gym, or I'll flay the skin off your sorry, dog-fucking ass. DO YOU UNDERSTAND, CUNT?"

	"Ma'am, yes, toe understands, Ma'am," the sobbing girl panted as she crawled painfully to her knees.

	"Toe. Is that the name they've given you?"

	"Ma'am, yes, Ma'am."

	"I don't like it. I think...yes...your new name is 'cum-filled fuckbunny.' Got it?"

	"Ma'am, the slave understands its new name is 'cum-filled fuckbunny, Ma'am. Ma'am, may cum-filled fuckbunny ask a question, Ma'am?"

	"What is it?" she asked, grinning again.

	"Ma'am, is the slave to be called by its new name all the time, until its name is changed again, or only while in your presence, Ma'am."

	"What new name would that be?"

	"Ma'am, is the slave to be know as cum-filled fuckbunny all the time now, or does it respond to its former slave name after class?" the slave asked, blushing at the indignity of the name she'd just been bestowed.

	"I think all the time. I'll let your Master know, and he'll annotate it. Now, what do you think about your new name?"

	"Ma'am, cum-filled fuckbunny thanks Ma'am for giving her...it...such a beautiful name, Ma'am," the slave sobbed, her feelings quite the opposite of her words.

	"A demerit for that. You know what you forgot, correct?"

	"Ma'am, cum-filled fuckbunny referred to itself with a prohibited word, Ma'am. Ma'am, thank you for correcting the slave, Ma'am."

	"I understand you're a virgin, is that correct?"

	"Ma'am, yes, Ma'am."

	"So you've not only never been fucked as a slave, you've never even had sex, made love, slept with someone - all those cutsie terms for fucking?"

	"Ma'am, cum-filled fuckbunny has never done any of those things, Ma'am."

	"I see," the trainer mused. "In that case, when you call yourself 'cum-filled fuckbunny,' you're actually telling a lie. You're neither cum-filled nor a fuckbunny, are you?"

	"Ma'am, Ma'am is correct, Ma'am," she said, careful not to use the prohibited word, "no."

	"Each lie is 100 demerits, you know," she grinned. "How many times have you lied to me, cunt?"

	"Uh, Ma'am, the slave doesn't know, Ma'am," the weeping girl replied.

	"Okay, then let's call it an even ten times. That's 1000 demerits, isn't it?"

	"Ma'am, yes, Ma'am," she recited automatically, fearing what would happen to her for amassing so many demerits so quicky.

	"Well, how would you like to work off a few of those demerits, then?" the cruel trainer asked.

	"Ma'am, the slave begs to be permitted to do so, Ma'am," the girl said eagerly.

	"Get up," she said, dragging the slave to her feet and leading her to a rather unusual stationery bicycle. The seat was little more than a leather-padded frame. Protruding from the middle were two cylindrical object, the purpose of which were immediately obvious to fuckbunny. "I suggest you use get them wet".

	Fuckbunny knelt down and took the dildos into her mouth one at a time, slathering spit over their length. She noticed they were hollow, and absentmindedly wondered why as she worked back and forth between the two phalli, trying to keep them both wet.

	"Enough. Hop up, you stupid slut. Time to go for a ride."

	Fuckbunny climbed up and positioned herself over the two dildos, wiggling her ass to ensure they were in the right place. She began to carefully lower herself down, when the trainer stepped behind and pushed forcefully on her shoulders. The slave felt the larger dildo slip past her cunt lips and painfully tear her hymen. She could feel something - blood, or something else? - dripping from her hole. The anal probe hurt as well, though with not nearly the searing pain she felt in her cunt.

	"I'll bet you never thought you'd have your cherry taken this way, huh, bitch?" the trainer sneered.

	"Ma'am, the slave expected to willingly give it to a boyfriend, Ma'am," fuckbunny cried, tears dripping down her cheeks in response to both the pain and humiliation. She'd always guarded her virginity carefully, and even when she realized she'd become a slave, she expected some Master to take it from her.

	"Well, slut, I guess you can forget about that, huh? Or boyfriends, for that matter. Who ever heard of a fuck slave having a boyfriend?" She laughed cruelly at her matter-of fact statement. Yeah, who ever heard of a slave having boyfriends? Masters, users, abusers...but never boyfriends.

	"Okay, everything nice and tight, slut?" she asked as she strapped fuckbunny's bare feet onto the serrated metal pedals, then the labia rings to elastic bands attached to the seat. It was safe to give a little tug on the newly-installed cunt rings, but a new slave might pull to hard; therefore, elastic was used to secure fuckbunny down..

	"Ma'am, yes, Ma'am," she responded.

	"Okay, here's the deal. For every ten minutes - that's five miles - you can ride without cumming, you get 100 demerits wiped out. If you cum, the time starts over, but you get to keep whatever credits you've earned up to that point as long as you can keep pedaling at the set pace while you're cumming. If you slow down, you get punished. If either the pedals or wheel stops before you've ridden an hour, you lose all your credits and get an extra 100 demerits for every time you cum." The trainer didn't need to explain that slaves don't "have orgasms," they cum. "Do you understand the rules, cunt?" "Ma'am....yes, Ma'am," fuckbunny mumbled, wincing from the pain as she gently wiggled, trying to find a comfortable position for the twin invaders inside her newly devirginized holes.

	"Begin!" Fuckbunny began pedaling, faster and faster at the trainer's urging, until the green light on the control panel blinked, indicating she was at the desired speed. "Good, twat. Now just maintain that pace..." The trainer's instructions were interrupted by fuckbunny squealing in shock. Ma'am laughed aloud, knowing that the dildo in the slave's cunt has begun its relentless vibrating, while the one in her ass started to slowly, relentlessly fuck in and out. The immobilized girl's eyes widened as the anal probe began to expand. As long as she maintained her pace, the dildos would continue their movement.

	"Keep pumping, bitch," the trainer demanded, lightly slapping the slave's nipples with her crop. "I know you're going to cum. You don't want to, but you're such a slut that anything shoved up your horny little ass makes you cum, doesn't it, you dirty little piece of fuckmeat? I'll bet you can feel that big plastic dildo in your cunt, too, can't you? You can't wait to cum, wishing it were a real cock. But, no, you're going to cum on the same piece of plastic you gave your cherry to, aren't you? You're such a slut, you couldn't even wait for a man to slide his cock up your cunt, you had to ram a plastic dick up yourself, didn't you?" The trainer kept up the litany of abuse, whispering into the slave's ear, watching as beads of perspiration formed on fuckbunny's skin. Suddenly, knowing the time was right, the trainer reached down with both hands and grabbed the slave's nipples, twisting them painfully. A warm, thick liquid suddenly shot out of the ends of both dildos, filling the slave's cunt and asshole.

	"Aaaahhhh!" fuckbunny screamed as the orgasm washed over her. She leaned back to straighten her legs, causing the bicycle to stop. The trainer laughed maliciously.

	"I guess you lose, cunt," she ridiculed. "I guess that means you get to keep your demerits, and I get to add another hundred."

	"Ma'am, please...forgive...this slave...for cumming without permission, and for its failure...Ma'am," fuckbunny panted.

	"Oh, I don't think so, you little slut. I have no doubt you could have stopped from cumming if you really wanted to, but all you could think about was the aching inside that pathetic fat cunt of yours, isn't that right, slut? The only thing bitches like you think of is finding a dick to make them cum."

	Of course it wasn't right, the slave thought angrily. She didn't WANT to cum; it was forced from her. If the trainer was really serious about not wanting her to orgasm, she wouldn't have grabbed her tits or kept talking to her like that, making her concentrate on the feelings inside her cunt. But she knew what was expected of her, and dutifully answered.

	"Ma'am, this slave couldn't think of anything except its need to cum, Ma'am."

	"You have a fat cunt, don't you?"

	"Ma'am, yes, Ma'am."

	"Say it."

	"Ma'am, the slave has a fat cunt, Ma'am."

	"Use your name, bitch."

	"Ma'am, cum-filled fuckbunny has a fat cunt, Ma'am."

	"Say 'cum-filled fuckbunny needs a hard cock up its fat, horny cunt."

	"Cum-filled fuckbunny needs a hard cock up its fat, horny cunt," the slave panted as she pedaled.

	"Keep saying that while you ride, bitch. Go on, do it!"

	"Cum-filled fuckbunny needs a hard cock up its fat, horny cunt. Cum-filled fuckbunny needs a hard cock up its fat, horny cunt," she repeated over and over, using it to keep a steady pace. She faltered only once; another explosive orgasm caused her to slow just below the predetermined threshold. The resulting electrical shock that passed between the two probes seemed to burn through fuckbunny's most sensitive of tissues, providing all the encouragement she needed to not slow down when any of her subsequent seven cums occurred. Fuckbunny's mind began to drift off again, allowing her to concentrate only keeping the green light illuminated, ignoring the pleasure-filled physical pain her body was experiencing. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, the probes retracted from her abused holes.

	"Very good," she praised in a condescending voice while she unstrapped the sweating, exhausted slave's bare feet from the stirrups. "You may get down now and begin cleaning your toys."

	"Ma'am?" the slave asked, puzzled.

	"God, you really are a stupid cunt, aren't you? Bend over and clean your lovers off with your mouth, you idiot," she spat. "Any time anything is shoved up any of your holes, you lick it clean afterwards. Don't you know anything, dummy?"

	Fuckbunny's face once again turned bright red. Of course she didn't know...she'd only been a slave for a day! Embarrassed, she bent over at the waist and began licking her juices and shit off the two intruders, gagging slightly at the rank taste of the dildo that had been up her ass only moments ago.

	"Get used to it, slut," the trainer cackled, "I expect that fat ass of yours will get more attention than your loose, sloppy cunt. And, like I said, anything you're fortunate enough to have shoved in any of your holes, you suck clean afterwards."

	"Ma, eth, Ma," the girl responded, her mouth full of plastic cock.

	"Such a nasty slut," the trainer commented, tousling the girls disheveled hair.

	After a few moments, the trainer commanded fuckbunny to stop. "That's enough, slut. You're supposed to just clean them off, not get all hot and bothered sucking on your plastic boyfriend."

	"Yes. Ma'am," the slave answered, then looking up in horror, realizing she'd made yet another mistake.

	"What did you just say, slut?" the trainer asked in feigned anger.

	"Ma'am, cum-filled fuckbunny forgot to precede its statement with the word 'Ma'am,' Ma'am."

	"You're learning. Twenty demerits, though, for being stupid and for lying to me again. Now let's see what kind of shape the rest of your body is in."

	Fuckbunny winced at the pain emanating from her mistreated cunt and ass as she crawled behind the sadistic Trainer to a circle of torturous-looking machines, each designed to torment a different part of the slave's body. The bicep curl station, for example, included a unique feature not found in most gyms; two thin wires spooled inside the hand grips were attached to the slave's nipple rings and alternately extend and retract at a set pace. If the slave was too slow in flexing her arms or two quick extending them, her nipples were punished with both a harsh tug and a small electric shock.. The leg press contained sharp nail-like protrusions able to cause significant pain with minimal actual tissue damage to the slave's feet if she falters. And, of course, some of the devices were simply designed to cause pain whether the slave performed adequately or not. Case in point: the reverse squat equipment. Rather than exercising the legs like a regular squat machine, this was quite different. The slave girl was lowered into a deep squatting position and held there while short wires attached to weights were clipped to her labia rings. On command, she is to stand up, hold the position for a set period, and then squat down again. The wires, of course, were not long enough to allow the weights - up to five pounds for some of the slaves - to remain on the ground, resulting in the slave's cunt lips being stretched obscenely. Since this was fuckbunny's first time, mere one ounce weights were used on her. Even so, by the fiftieth repetition, the slave felt as though her entire crotch was going to fall off.

	By the time her three hour session was completed, fuckbunny was covered in a sheen of sweat. Her crotch was a mess of cunt juice and blood, most of it drying on her inner thighs like a shiny, red-tinged lacquer. Her entire body was aching - more than aching, actually, but in her present state, she couldn't think of a word to describe her current suffering. She was led to a water bowl on the floor and allowed about thirty seconds to lap at it like a dog, before the Trainer pulled back to the center of the gym.

	 

	"Stay," the Trainer commanded, then walked out of the room and allowed the steel door to slam shut behind her. Fuckbunny took the few moments of solitude to reflect on her situation, where she'd come from, her current status, and what the future might hold. She was beginning to realize what it truly meant to be a slave. To have her virginity ripped from her, like some useless asset - which, she supposed, it really was. Anyone could use her in any manner they wanted, so why should she be upset that her cherry was lost to a hard plastic phallus? At least it wasn't in the back seat of a boyfriend's car, with both of them fumbling around, not knowing what to do, but she expected that someone would have wanted to pop her cherry himself. After all, she knew virginity was a prized item in a slave. She'd seen slave auctions were virgins were sold for a premium. Perhaps her own virginity had no value at all, ever. Maybe she'd been foolish to protect it as she had, fuckbunny thought. Her value, that's all everything boiled down to now, whether she had any value to anyone. She knew her value would depend in some part on her abilities and submissiveness, but also subject to the whims of her Owner once she was fully trained. She'd witnessed slave girls being sold for thousands of dollars, and a moment later, being traded for a cup of coffee or a cigarette. A slave's value was a subjective thing. There really was no use in crying over the past or what might have been, or worrying about the future, she realized. The past was gone, and she had no control over her future.

	She was suddenly pulled from her reverie by the sound of the door opening, followed by the sound of harsh footsteps across the polished wood floor. Unconsciously, the exhausted, sweaty slave improved her posture, arching her back inward and moving her knees apart just a bit more. Fuckbunny continued to focus her eyes downward, on a seam in the floorboards, fearful of what might happen if she looked up without permission. A pair of exquisitely manicured feet bound in shiny black leather sandals with unbelievably high spiked heels appeared in fuckbunny's vision.

	"Phew, you stink," the voice attached to the feet pronounced. "Come on, let's get you to class. You ARE toe, correct?"

	"Uh...ma'am...this slave's name is no longer toe, ma'am."

	"You don't have to call me 'ma'am;' I'm a slave, just like you. Lower slaves like you are supposed to call the upper class slaves 'miss.' Oh, and it's okay to look up, by the way. I may be your superior, but I'm still a slave."

	Fuckbunny relaxed somewhat and looked up to see the most gorgeous creature she'd ever laid her eyes upon. Tall and slender, with that not-quite Barbie doll look; long, blonde, perfectly brushed hair; piercing blue eyes and thick, full lips; a slender neck adorned with a single black leather collar; beautiful, largish yet firm and pointed breasts; flat belly, slender thighs and attractive legs that seemed to go on forever. Over her shoulders was draped a black, nearly transparent gauze garment of some sort, the purpose of which was not to hide, but rather to accentuate her body parts. Fuckbunny almost swooned at seeing her; unlike most of the slaves here, who seemed like caricatures of women, the girl standing before her now looked like a professional model. "You've been renamed, you said?" the woman repeated, smiling almost kindly down on her slave sister.

	"Uh...yes, Ma'am...er...miss. Miss, this slave's name is now cum-filled fuckbunny, miss."

	"I see.  And are you?"

	"Miss?"

	"Are you a cum-filled fuckbunny?" she asked with a huge smile.

	"Miss, no, miss," came the embarrassed response.

	"Never?"

	Miss, no, never, miss," the kneeling slave replied, her skin turning bright red.

	"Aw, you're blushing. How cute," the new arrival commented, eliciting an ever deeper response from fuckbunny. "No time for that right now, though. I'm supposed to take you to your next class. Come on," she ordered, picking up the end of fuckbunny's leash and leading her out into the halls.

	Fortunately for the crawling slave's abused knees, the classroom was only a short distance down the hall. Fuckbunny would find that classes were generally in small groups, based on specific training needs, but this was an introductory session held in a large amphitheater-style lecture hall with room for 120 slaves. Today, there were only 70 or so present.

	Each slave was assigned an individual "seat," which wasn't a seat at all, but for which nobody could come up with a better term. Rings imbedded in the floor were used to secure each slave in a kneeling position with, as always, her legs widely spread. While fuckbunny was being secured in that position, another "worker slave," as she began to think of them, attached thin electrical wires to her nipple and labia rings. The ring through her septum was clipped to a cord hanging down from above, effectively preventing her from looking downward. Fuckbunny could do nothing other than remain quiet and motionless while the other students were similarly hooked up.  Finally, a large video screen began its slow descent from the ceiling, and a figure appeared. This lecture, apparently, was going to be a taped one.

	"Today's topic is the penis, and how to worship it," the man on the screen began to say. "As slaves, your entire being - your reason for existence - is to worship and give pleasure to the penis, and more importantly, to the man owning it. Each penis is similar, but different, as you can see," the voice said, while penises of all shapes, sizes and colors flashed on the screen. "Penis, however, is a clinical term. Slaves are not permitted, except in a clinical setting, to use such words. On your touch screens you will see a list of terms. You will select the terms that a slave may use when referring to a penis."

	A panel suddenly opened in the short wall directly in front of fuckbunny's face, and a video screen appeared. A list of words suddenly popped up. Cock, prick, fuck stick, love sausage...and words in foreign languages that fuckbunny had never even seen before. She hesitated just a second too long trying to decide. The screen went black, and a mild shock was administered to her vulva. Not strong enough to cause an outcry, it certainly got her attention. She vowed to be quicker, even if she answered incorrectly.

	The man in the video droned on, but fuckbunny concentrated as hard as she could on what was being taught. The various parts of the male reproductive system. Where the pleasure points were located. How to identify an impending orgasm in a male, and how to delay it, increase the strength of the orgasm, or speed it up. After each small lesson, another multiple-choice exam. As tired as she was, fuckbunny managed to get every question during the three hour lecture correct. As a result, she and the other five who also managed this feat were permitted a few moments to stretch and have a quick drink of water before the final exam. The other girls, were made to simply remain where they were.

	The end-of-session exam was a bit harder, and as fuckbunny soon discovered, each incorrect answer increased the strength of the shocks exponentially. By the fifteenth question, several of the girls were screaming at the intensity; by the twentieth, one had been knocked into unconsciousness by a particularly hard jolt. Fuckbunny, on the other hand, managed to answer all but six of the 50 questions correctly, and even the last shock only brought a stifled moan to her lips. Once the exam was completed, the screen simply retracted back into the ceiling. With no instructions to the contrary, several of the slaves began quietly conversing with each other; fuckbunny resisted the urge, even after the girl next to her started whispering questions. Instead, she just shook her head to indicate she wasn't going to talk unless someone with authority told her to. The other slave looked at her in disgust, then suddenly all her muscles tensed up as the largest shock yet coursed through her body - and the bodies of the other chatterers. Fuckbunny just looked forward, her head moving ever so slightly as though saying, "no."

	Masters and other Trainers began filtering into the auditorium, methodically disconnecting their slaves and leading them out of the room. Fuckbunny's Master was one of the last.

	"I hear you did well, toe," he commented as he snapped his leash to her collar.

	"Master, this slave's name is no longer toe, Master," she once again explained.

	"Really?" he said, one eyebrow cocked. "And what is your name now?"

	"Master, this slave's name is 'cum-filled fuckbunny," Master - but it's a lie, Master. Please don't punish me for telling a lie, Master! I...this slave had to answer, but the answer is a lie, Master!" she cried pitifully.

	"I see," he replied calmly, knowingly. "Your new name is 'cum-filled fuckbunny," but that's a lie, because you're neither cum-filled nor a fuckbunny, correct?"

	"Master, yes, Master," she wept.

	"Well, we'll just have to go back to my apartment and do something about that. I guarantee you'll be cum-filled before morning, slave. The fuckbunny part depends on you."

	Without another word, he walked towards the door, the young, abused slave scampering almost eagerly behind him as fast as she could on her hands and knees.

	 A New World 5 - Earning Her Name

	So it was that fuckbunny was led by her Master back to his apartment, her apprehension building as she crawled closer and closer to their destination. Other than what she'd read and the few porn photos she'd seen, she had no idea what fucking was like. Would it hurt? Probably, she figured, at least the first time - but now that her hymen was gone, maybe it wouldn't? Would she like it? She hoped so; she wanted to, but the reality was that it didn't matter. She was just a slave, and an untrained one at that. Her wants and desires weren't of any importance to anyone, let alone this temporary Master of hers. His job was to train her, and that was that.

	Her biggest concern, though, was whether she would please him enough to avoid punishment. She'd heard the stories: about slaves having their teeth yanked out after accidently biting a man's cock, and the one about the girl who didn't respond adequately while being fucked - she didn't make the appropriate noises and movements at the proper time - and had her clitoris removed. She'd even heard one about a slave who performed unsatisfactorily, and ended up having a lit firecracker stuffed up her ass. Someone also told her that story was total bullshit, but after seeing what happened to those two girls on her first day, she knew anything was possible.

	After the brisk, twenty-minute crawl under the hot, dry sun, the blast of chilled air when they entered the staff quarters caused a sudden spell of dizziness to rush over the naked slave. Fuckbunny slowed for a moment as she tried to overcome the lightheadedness. The coolness felt good, she thought as she regained her balance, but wondered whether it was that or anticipation causing her nipples to harden? Still, she wasn't given time to ponder that thought, as the leash went taut once again and she was forced to crawl even faster to keep up with her Master.

	Once inside her Master's quarters, fuckbunny was led into her Master's bedroom and positioned at the foot of the bed. He took the slave's hands in his, and deftly snapped steel restraints around each wrist, hooking them to her collar before unsnapping the leash.

	"Since this is your first time," he began to explain, "I won't expect much from you. You don't yet know anything about what is expected from a slave girl when she's raped, so I just want you to follow my instructions and concentrate on the physical sensations. Concentrate on the reactions of your own body this time. Later on, you'll learn to focus only on the pleasure of the person using you, but don't worry about that right now," he explained in a soothing voice. "Now, undress me."

	"Master, this slave doesn't understand. How can it undress its Master without its hands, Master?" fuckbunny asked, confused.

	"A slave obeys. I've given you an order, and you are to obey it, so think of a way. Be ingenious, my soon-to-be cum-filled fuckbunny. What ways can you think of to undress me without using your hands?"

	"Master, yes, Master," the slave responded, an sudden, understanding gleam in her eye as she bent down and took the end of a shoelace in her mouth.

	Fuckbunny found that undressing someone without the use of hands is much more difficult than it sounds. Oh, the shoelaces weren't hard, and even unsnapping his trousers and getting his pants down wasn't all that difficult. She didn't care for the taste and odor of his sweaty socks, but managed to overcome her natural aversion to that by focusing on her task. No, she found the most difficult part of undressing her Master was to get his undershirt off. Soon, though, he was sitting on the edge of the bed dressed only in a pair of white cotton briefs. She could see the outline of his member - she still didn't want to think of it in any of those terms from the class - through the material. Fuckbunny leaned forward to take the waistband in her mouth.

	"Stop," her Master commanded. "First, you ask permission to kiss it. Then you kiss it. After you give it a kiss right on the head, you can take the shorts off me."

	Fuckbunny leaned back on her heels and looked up at him with an expectant glow on her face. "Master, may the slave please kiss Master's magnificent cock, Master?" she asked.

	"You may," he replied with a grin. The slave leaned forward and gently touched her lips to the outline of his now-hardening penis, carefully planting a kiss directly on the tiny wet spot right at the tip of the head. This accomplished, she moved to the waistband and slowly worked it down over his hips, moving to the left and right as necessary, while her Master lifted himself to a standing position. Suddenly, his cock popped out over the elastic, bouncing slightly as it was released from the confines of his underwear. Fuckbunny flinched, almost in surprise, as the largish member slapped against her face, smacking her nose lightly on the way up. Undaunted, she continued her task and quickly forced the shorts down to his ankles, then pulled them off as he lifted each foot separately. Only then did she return her gaze to the object which would, she knew, soon be pulsating inside her. Her first thoughts were of lust and fear.

	"Master," she almost whispered, "it's beautiful, but I'm afraid, Master. It's so big!" He decided to overlook the slave's relatively minor speech violation; she was, after all, in considerable emotional distress at the moment. He had two choices at this point, and decided on the less traumatic.

	"Slave," he said in a quiet, soothing voice. "You're neither the youngest, smallest nor most inexperienced slave to be fucked by me. This is your first time, and of course you're going to be a bit afraid. You're still sore, too, and you're worried I'm going to hurt you," he explained while he stroked her bald head. "Yes, it will probably cause some pain, but I promise it won't cause any real damage. I'll even be gentle this time. All you have to do is obey. Concentrate on your obedience, and I'll do everything else. You'll be fine, okay?"

	"Master, yes, Master," she whimpered, not believing a word of it.

	"Good. Now, hop up on the bed," he said, patting the place he wanted her. "On your back, legs spread. Raise your knees up and bring your heels as close to your ass as you can, but keep them as far apart as you can, too." As she obeyed, he slid a small pillow under her ass, lifting her crotch into the air.

	The net effect of this position was to completely expose the slave's sex to his view. Her denuded vulva was completely exposed and visibly swollen, the labia rings glistening with moisture. As he reached down to spread her lips apart, he saw how distended and erect her little clitoris was; he thought perhaps a piercing right there might be nice. He toyed with her for a few minutes, taking each labia between his finger and thumb, gently tugging and massaging it, watching her exposed sex getting wetter and wetter. Finally, though, it was time.

	Climbing up on the bed, he positioned himself between her splayed thighs and held there for a moment, the head of his dick poised at the mouth of her sopping wet channel. As he slowly lowered himself, fuckbunny's eyes bulged. To the slave, it felt as though she were being ripped apart; to him, it was as if her cunt was custom-fitted for his cock. Centimeter by centimeter he slowly entered her, all the while staring deeply into her eyes, until he was fully engulfed.

	"You are aware that a slave only cums when commanded to do so, I'm sure," he said to the wide-eyed girl as he held his torso above her sweating body. "However, since you're new, I'll not enforce that restriction. You may cum whenever and as often as you need to."

	"Thank you, Master," she whispered with a gasp, as he slowly slid out, then back in.

	"Concentrate on what it feels like. Focus on how your cunt lips rub against my cock, how it feels when your hole opens when I enter it. Feel how wet you're getting. Envision what your bald pussy must look like right now, all swollen and ready." He kept up his litany of comments, all designed to help the slave focus on that singular place on her body. It only took a few minutes and one particularly strong stroke by him, and he felt her entire body shake. He could feel her cunt spasm, gripping his cock convulsively as she thrashed her head side to side and moaned deeply. He waited, watching her facial expressions, until she finally regained her senses.

	"Very good," he commented, smiling down at her and watching her blush again.

	"Master, that was...amazing, Master!" she whispered huskily.

	"Yes, I could tell," he replied. "But now it's my turn. I'm going to fuck you for my pleasure. I want you to concentrate on tightening your muscles, I want you to try to bite my cock off with your cunt when I enter, and then I want you to fully relax them when I withdraw. I'm going to fuck you hard and fast, and if you want to cum, that's fine. If you don't cum, that's fine, too. I don't care whether you get anything out of this or not. Understand?"

	"Master, yes, Master," she panted, still catching her breath after the explosive orgasm. "Master, please use your slave for your pleasure, Master!" The slave grunted loudly as the Master thrust himself deeply into her, deeper than anything had ever been before. Just as quickly, he pulled up until just he head was inside her, then thrust downward again, impaling her like a spear. Up and down, in and out he pistoned, causing fuckbunny to experience two more orgasms before he cock finally spewed semen inside her. He withdrew as the last spurts expended from his cock, leaving a coating of fluid on her puffy, swollen snatch. Then, without another word, he rolled over onto his back and unclipped her wrists.

	"Clean me," he commanded. Two simple words, but the meaning was unmistakable. Fuckbunny rolled onto her knees, raising her ass high into the air, allowing her Master to view her in the mirrored closet doors. Crawling between his splayed legs, she gently lowered her puckered lips to the very tip of his now-softening penis, sucking and nibbling the semen still slowly flowing from his piss-hole. Master laid back, his back propped up on the piled pillows, hands clasped behind his head as he relaxed and watched the novice slave at work.

	After carefully working her tongue and lips over the head, she began licking the shaft clean. The taste wasn't all that different from what she'd noticed in the gym; a bit sweeter, perhaps, and without the plastic-like flavor of the dildos. She ran the tip of her tongue around the underside of the circumcised head, marveling at how it twitched slightly with every light touch. Licking up and down his member like a child with a lollipop, she coated her tongue with their combined juices, wallowing in the lewd act she was performing. She could feel his semen dripping from her well-used quim, making her feel even nastier. She liked that feeling, though, and the knowledge of what she was doing - and why - caused her cunt to produce more of its slimy fluid.

	Finally, after working her way down to her Master's balls and back up again, she tried to take him fully into her mouth. His size, though, was too much, and she was barely able to handle half his length. She kept bobbing her head lower and lower, though, a fraction of an inch more each time, before her gag reflex kicked in. Taking her head in his hands, the Master carefully pulled her off his now-hard cock.

	"Don't worry about it for now," he told her. "Eventually, you'll be able to swallow cocks even larger than mine, but that's for later. It takes practice, and don't worry, you'll get plenty of that."

	"Master, yes, Master," she replied, her face flushed in embarrassment once again.

	"Now, on the shelf in the bathroom is a tube of lubricant. Bring it here," he ordered. The girl lowered herself to the floor and quickly scurried on all fours, returning less than a minute later.

	"You'll need to put a generous glob directly on your asshole," he told her, "and then use your fingers to work it in. Tell me once you are able to get two fingers up your ass without much pain, and then you can grease up my cock."

	"Master, yes, Master," the girl said, a frightened look in her eyes. She knew all along she'd eventually be ass-fucked, but after her painful experience in the gym, she wasn't sure how she'd manage to take something as big as her Master's shaft. It took her several agonizing minutes of carefully spreading lubricant on her fingers and then gently poking them inside her rectum before she finally announced that she had two fingers fully inside.

	"Good. Lube them up again and start finger-fucking your ass, in and out. I want you to work at different angles. The more stretched out you get yourself, the less it will hurt when I fuck your ass."

	Fuckbunny pulled her fingers out and slathered more of the water-based lubricant on them, then resumed her work, following her Master's instructions to vary the angle, speeding up and slowing down at his command. The thought of the filthy act she was doing, and of what was soon going to be done to her, caused her to react as so many other things in the past few days had; she was so wet now that she could feel her cunt drooling.

	"Spread your fingers apart as far as you can, and pull them out slowly," her Master commanded. Fuckbunny winced as a sharp, stinging pain caused her to stop momentarily to readjust her fingers, but was able to comply. She sat there, looking at her hand, the fingernails covered with a combination of shit and the clear, greasy substance.

	"Just wipe it off on your belly for now," her Master ordered. "Get on your knees with your face on the mattress like a good slut begging to be ass-fucked." The Master turned fuckbunny sideways on the bed, forcing her face to the left so she would have a clear view in the mirror of her upcoming degradation. "This will be the only time you'll get so much lubrication. From now on, you're expected to keep your asshole greased up in case anyone wants to use it. If you don't, then you'll just get it dry," he explained, moving up behind her with his now-hard tool in his hand. Fuckbunny's eyes were focused on the mirror, watching as he pointed the very tip of his cock at her grease-covered hole. Her eyes widened and she let out a small squeal as he slowly pushed himself past the elastic-like mouth of her asshole.

	"Open up for me," he commanded. "Make like you're trying to shit, and it won't hurt so much."

	Fuckbunny responded, straining down and causing her sphincter to open, allowing her Master's cock to slide unimpeded into her bowels. She groaned quietly as he began to hump her, a result of both the discomfort and overwhelming abasement she was feeling at that moment. She continued to stare into the mirror, focusing on the shaft as it disappeared and reappeared as her Master thrust into her. She could feel something wet dripping down her thighs; was it the lubricant or her own cunt juices, she wondered?

	Suddenly, the Master made one last hard thrust, slamming himself more deeply into her bowels than ever before. Fuckbunny grunted in response, then realized her Master's cock was pulsating. She felt hot semen shoot into her intestines as he reached under and grabbed her tits, pulling on them painfully. The combination of sensations caused fuckbunny to achieve release once more, this one the most powerful yet, causing her to collapse on her belly. They both lay there, her Master on top of her, his softening cock still imbedded in her quivering ass. Unable to move, fuckbunny reveled in the aftermath of the most sexual experience to date in her young life. Finally, her Master's breathing returned to normal, and he pulled out.

	Without hesitation, fuckbunny lowered her mouth over the now-shrinking cock, taking it all in her mouth with ease. She nearly gagged at the taste of her own shit, but knew it was expected of her. She sucked it down quickly, knowing if she hesitated at all she'd be unable to complete the disgusting task. Once the majority of the fecal matter was off his cock, she focused on the small details: the brown stains along the underside of the head, the glob of excess lubricant on his balls. Fuckbunny discovered she disliked the taste of the lubricant even more than the shit, but continued to gently clean her Master until he finally pushed her away.

	"Enough. Bedtime now. Let's get you in your cage."

	Fuckbunny was disappointed. She'd hoped that after her performance - which she thought was pretty good for a beginner - she'd be permitted to share her Master's bed with him, or at least sleep on the floor at his feet. Instead, Master hooked a finger through fuckbunny's collar and led her into the small cage. The only way the girl could fit inside was to tuck her legs under her, balled up with her face pressed against the bars on one side and her ass against the other. Once she was inside, the Master reached through the bars and locked fuckbunny's wrists to her collar again, then used a small padlock to secure fuckbunny's nose ring to the cage. Finally, he attached thin, strong wires to fuckbunny's labia rings, tying them to opposite sides of the cage, causing the abused slave's cunt to gape open. All fuckbunny could do is kneel there in her cramped position, unable to move, and feel the absolute debasement as her Master's semen dripped slowly down her legs.

	 6: Training Begins

	In her current state, the slave now known as fuckbunny was able to only doze for a few minutes at a time through the night. She concentrated on the sound of her Master's breathing, listening to the quiet snores of a satiated man for the first time and thinking back on her experiences thus far. She'd been humiliated, degraded, abused, shaved bald as a cue ball, starved, worked like a dog, and finally, after her virginity was stolen in the most humiliating manner, fucked in all three of her holes. She'd undergone so much in such a very short time, but knew there was much more yet to come.

	The morning sun finally began to shine through the bedroom window, causing the girl's Master to stir. Without so much as a glance at her, he got out of bed and walked naked into the bathroom. Fuckbunny could hear the familiar sound of a man pissing, this time not muffled by a closed bathroom door as when her father and brother would do it. She heard the shower running. Oh, how nice a shower would feel right now, she thought to herself, to wash away the filth from her abused body. She longed for even the harsh spray of the fire hose, just to have some small semblance of cleanliness. She listened as the water stopped, then a few moments later, strained to look up as her Master reentered the bedroom, drying himself off with a towel.

	"Ah, that was great," he commented to himself. "Nothing like a nice hot shower to start the day." Tossing the towel on the floor, he fumbled for a moment to release fuckbunny's restraints, then opened her cage. "Go get me some breakfast, then you can start cleaning the place up," he said. "When you're done with that, your breakfast is in he fridge."

	"Master, may this slave take a shower, Master?" the girl asked, slowly stretching her cramped, sore body. The singular glare she received in reply gave her the only answer she needed. "Yes, Master," she acknowledged with resignation. She crawled off into the kitchen, feeling dirtier than she ever had in her life, the dried remains of the night's activities a hard, crusty filth over her body. She could even smell the evidence of her recent abuse, the mixture of male and female fluids an odor that somehow aroused her.

	She found that her Master had set out all the necessities for his breakfast; today, a simple bowl of cereal with fresh fruit. Fuckbunny's mouth salivated at the thought of fresh fruit. While she was dicing an apple for his fruit bowl, she gave fleeting thought to just a single nibble, then became immediately angry at herself for such an idea. If her Master wanted her to have fruit, he'd feed it to her. She was so upset at herself that after slicing an orange into wedges, she wouldn't even lick the juice off her fingers. Instead, she set the food on the table and crawled out to the living room, quietly announcing that breakfast was served.

	While her Master ate his meal and browsed the local newspaper, fuckbunny scurried from room to room, straightening up. Stripping the sheets from the bed, she tossed them in the laundry chute - there were other slaves who would take care of that - and quickly remade the bed with clean, crisp linen. Likewise, the clothing her Master had so casually strewn across the room earlier. However, still beating herself up over her earlier inappropriate request, she felt the need to debase herself even further. Rather than gathering his clothes up all at once, she crawled from room to room, carrying each item individually in her mouth to the chute. When she found his socks, she made sure to work each one fully into her mouth, nearly gagging on the nasty taste of his sweaty feet. She did nearly the same with his undershorts, placing the crotch in her mouth first, working her tongue over the stains and tasting his man odor. Her actions were not unnoticed. The Master, seemingly engrossed in his newspaper, was well aware of what the slave was doing. Even if he hadn't been paying attention, the myriad of surveillance cameras surreptitiously placed throughout the apartment ensured a permanent record was made. He smiled to himself, knowing this was one special slave.

	"Master, fuckbunny has completed her chores, Master," the girl finally reported, kneeling submissively at his feet. Without a word, he went to the refrigerator and took out a small container, which he placed on the floor.

	"Why were you carrying my dirty clothes in your mouth?" he asked, a bushy eyebrow raised questioningly.

	"Master," she softly confessed, "the slave thought about eating some of its Master's breakfast, and it needed to remind itself of its proper place, Master."

	"I see," he said, making a mental note to record this in her file. "You may eat," he said, removing the lid and displaying the contents to the slave.

	Her file contained all her known likes and dislikes, including food. Naturally, then, the food items a slave hated the most would be those fed to her most often. Today was no exception; fuckbunny looked down in dismay at the slop in front of her, and recognized bits and pieces of the food she detested the most. Lima beans...eggs...bleu cheese...all floating in a clumpy mess of buttermilk. Fuckbunny nearly wretched at just the terrible smell, but managed to stifle her immediate distaste and started to lower her head.

	"Wait," her Master commanded. "You only eat out of your own bowl, remember?"

	Fuckbunny remembered. In particular, she remembered using that same bowl to relieve her bladder the previous day. She slowly crawled to the sink, opened the bottom cupboard and retrieved her multi-purpose bowl. Returning to her Master's side, she waited patiently while he made a show of scooping the rancid-smelling slop from one container to the other. Fighting to overcome her desire to gag, fuckbunny bent down over the bowl and lapped it up as quickly as she could, the better to keep from vomiting. After she was done, her Master waited patiently while she urinated in her combination feed dish/toilet. She was surprised that she didn't have to shit; she thought that after the way her bowels attacked the previous night, it would be a pressing need. She was surprised when he allowed her to dump the contents of her bowl in the toilet, instead of making her drink it.

	"Okay, time to get you to class. Just do what you're told, and I'll see you this evening,“

	he told his slave, snapping the leash to her collar once more and leading her out into the morning sun.

	To be seen in her current state, her body splotched with dried semen, blood, vaginal fluid and sticky with lubricant, her face covered with the remains of breakfast, mortified the young girl. Everyone would know exactly what happened to her, and would no doubt assume she was a willing participant. That she enjoyed most of it was beside the point; good girls didn't do things like she did, and even if they did, nobody was supposed to know! As she crawled across the campus, she could feel the knowing eyes of staff and visitors on her filthy, abused body. She simply wanted to curl up and die, she was so ashamed of what she had become, of what had been done to her. Even the embarrassment of her neighbors and friends watching her being led out of the courtroom naked paled by comparison.

	Fuckbunny's first class of the day, as luck would have it, was on personal hygiene and the need to keep as clean as possible. While some of the other girls had obviously been used the night before - perhaps even earlier that morning - none bore the extreme signs as she did, and none stunk of used cunt, semen and shit as she did. The Trainer - a live woman this time, not a video tape - gave detailed instructions on a variety of areas, from proper oral care to the risks of douching too often. The students learned how to take manage to get completely clean in a two minute shower, the best way to remove the smell of urine from their breath, and how to thoroughly clean one's own bowels with an enema. The videos shown were detailed and graphic, but there was no actual hands-on experience. Fuckbunny left the room just as foul-smelling as she'd entered it; perhaps a bit more pungent, actually, as the visuals had managed to cause a reaction she still didn't understand.

	Following hygiene class was another two hour session in the gym, this time with 30 other girls. Fortunately, there was nothing so cruel as the barbarous bicycle she'd been forced to ride the previous day, but again, there was also no shower. After three circuits on the workout equipment and a demanding three miles on the treadmill, a quick drink of water was all she received. The stench of her own body now nauseated her; sweat had caused the feces and fluids covering her body to reek even more. Even the other slaves shied away from her, so debilitating was the smell. Fuckbunny was left alone to wallow in her own dreadfully sickening scent as she struggled on the stair stepper.

	By now, it was the noon hour. It was time for the staff to have lunch, so there was a 90 minute break in classes. Slaves, however, are fed only morning and evening, so they were put to work in the yard while awaiting the next session to begin. Fuckbunny found herself mixing fresh manure into the mulch piles. Of course, this simply added to the unpleasant smell following her, but she no longer even noticed it. It was hard, hot work to be wielding a shovel in the blazing sun, but fuckbunny went at it with a relish, hoping that perhaps her stench would get so bad that they'd have to allow her a shower. Alas, her hopes came to naught, so she was led off to her next session covered now in cum, sweat and cow shit.

	The next several hours were spent viewing videos of various sexual activity, with narration explaining the proper methods of such elementary techniques as deep throating, ass reaming and the like. Again, the slaves were attached to the computerized touch screens for their end-of-class examination. This time, wrong answers were recorded rather than resulting in an immediate electrical shock; many of the poorer-scoring slaves would find out the shocks would have preferable. Unknown to her, fuckbunny scored third highest in the group of 90 girls - a record for such an inexperienced slave.

	Finally, just after being taken to the slave dining hall and given a meager dinner of warm gruel, fuckbunny was taken aside and given a quick shower. There was no hot water for her, but the soap, fragrant douche and warm enema allowed her to feel somewhat clean. It was time for her follow-up medical exam, and it wouldn't do to have the doctor mistake a fleck of shit or bit of dried blood for something more serious. Another fairly complete physical, including a rather cursory mental health evaluation this time, showed she was in fairly decent health, considering the physical and emotional abuses she'd undergone. Blood and urine samples were once again taken to ensure the initial diagnosis, but the slave was given a clean bill of health. Except for a few scrapes on her knees and fatigue, the physician recorded, she was fine. Even her piercings had healed, and notwithstanding the minor abuse inflicted on her labia rings the night before, they could be now all be exploited just in time for her evening class. She was led out of the clinic on a leash not attached to her collar, but to her nose ring.

	Now it was time to begin learning how to fuck.

	The classroom this time consisted of six separate areas, complete with a bed and chair, equally spaced along the two longer walls of the room. Next to the foot of each bed was an opaque plastic box. The floor was carpeted in the same material as the staff apartments, except for a small rectangular area at the base of each bed. The slaves were positioned in a kneeling position on the hard tile.

	"Finger-fuck yourselves!" the male Trainer commanded. Fuckbunny's right hand shot to her widely spread slit, two fingers immediately plunging into her sopping hole. A moan escaped from her lips as she realized how good it felt, and how wet she was. She reached up with her left hand to squeeze her breast - her tit, she mentally corrected - and had barely done so when her world went white from a kick to the side of her head.

	"I said finger-fuck yourself, cunt, not play with your cow tits! Finger-fuck means just that. No squeezing your honkers, no flicking your clit, no fingering your asshole, no matter how good it feels. Just sit there and start jamming those fingers up your fuckhole until I say 壮top,' and don't even think about cumming!"

	Fuckbunny barely heard the words as she struggled back to her knees, but understood and began doing exactly as commanded. As the Trainer kept barking at her, she continued to piston two, then three, then four fingers as far up her cunt as she could, feeling the tissue stretch painfully. She could hear the squish-squish-squish as her digits continued their assault, reveling in the sensation of having her hole gape open even after her fingers were removed. The room quickly filled with the odor of the six wet cunts - seven, if you counted the female Trainer, but she was wearing a black leather jump suit, so even if she was wet, it was unlikely she contributed to the room's distinctive odor.

	"All of you, stop fucking but keep your fingers inside those wet fuckholes!" the male announced. Once he was sure they'd all obeyed, he continued. "Spread your fingers apart as far as you can. I want those cunts spread open far enough to take a bowling ball!"

	This was, of course, impossible, but the six very horny slaves did their best to comply. Fuckbunny winced as she spread her fingers, moving them out until only the first knuckles were still inside her, the better to open herself widely. "Look how sloppy those cunts are," the female commented loudly. "I can't see why any man would want a sloppy, loose hole to fuck when he could have a nice tight one! What a bunch of slutty whores. Look how soaked those useless pieces of fuckmeat are!" She continued to pile on the verbal abuse, causing some of the girls to blush in embarrassment, but it only made fuckbunny that much wetter. "Just wait until we get to double-fisting, an arm up your cunt and a hand in your ass!" The words created a combination of fear and desire in fuckbunny, causing a wave of dizziness washed over her. The male Trainer mistook her movements for an impending orgasm and rewarded her with a hard blow across the face with his crop, raising a welt on her cheek and bloodying her nose.

	"YOU - WILL - NOT - CUM - WITH - OUT - PER - MIS -SION!" the female screeched, as both cruelly rained blows across the dazed slave's body. Fuckbunny screamed in response as pain coursed through her entire body, unable to form the words she needed in order to explain. Losing balance, she toppled forward and cracked her head on the hard ceramic tile. There was a collective gasp from the other slaves as their sister lay unconscious on the floor.

	"Keep working those fuckholes!" the woman screamed, refocusing her attention on the other slaves. "I want those cunts so loose you'll have to use a pillow for a tampon!" The five conscious slaves responded immediately, terrified of what this lunatic bitch might do to them. While the female ensured her charges were busy spreading their cunt lips, the male quickly checked on fuckbunny. He noted she was breathing regularly and her pupils were responsive to light, so made the immediate diagnosis that there was no major injury. He waited only a moment before raising the slave to her knees, eliciting another scream when he lifted her by the nipple rings. The lump on her bald scalp was immediately visible, but there was no broken skin.

	"Spread that pussy, cunt!" he commanded, as fuckbunny groggily tried to comply. He wasn't satisfied with her efforts, though, and as soon as her fingers were planted deeply into her cunt, he used his own to spread them even further. "Like this, bitch!" he yelled, "Wider!" She felt as if she was being split apart at the legs, it hurt so bad.

	The two Trainers made the slaves continue to their self-abuse for another ten minutes, after which time they were placed in an ass-up, face-down position for inspection. Each slave's cunt was quickly inspected and found to be swollen, sopping wet and gaping open like an angry, weeping wound. Fuckbunny sobbed quietly at this new indignation, tasting the snot and blood slowly seeping from her damaged nostril.

	"Okay, bitches, turn around and face me!" the woman commanded. None of the girls noticed that the male had left the room. "There are going to be times when your cunts are going to be useless - like now - so today you're going to start learning how to please a man without using that particular hole. Since many men like a to start with a good mouth fuck, that's what today's lesson will be. Open your toy boxes and take out the black dildo," she ordered.

	Fuckbunny turned sideways and lifted the lid off the plastic box by her bed. Inside, she saw were a variety of "toys," though she could hardly call them that. She didn't even know what half of them were called, but quickly pushed aside the red ball gag and pink butt plug to pull out a soft black latex dildo. It was completely realistic, down to the veins, stubbly ball sac and slight bend. It was also larger than her Master's, she realized. She turned to face forward again, holding it firmly in her hand. The Trainer waited until all the slaves had retrieved the appropriate item.

	"You are slaves," she pronounced quite unnecessarily. "Most of you will become the property of men, and therefore you will begin right now to learn to worship the male sex organ. Every time you see a photo of one, every time you touch the representation of one, you will immediately treat it as your God. Your entire life revolves around the God Penis. He is your reason for living, your only reason for being." Her prepared, oft- repeated speech was meant to sound exactly as what it was - a sermon. "You love your God, and you will do anything to serve Him. He is everything to you, and you are nothing. Men are the altar upon which your God lives, and through men your God speaks. Abase yourself before the representation of your God!"

	Each of the girls reacted differently to the command. One lowered her eyes and hugged the dildo between her swollen breasts. Another rested the base on the floor and knelt over hers, sliding it inside her yawning cunt. Fuckbunny, though, did none of these. Instead, she carefully rested hers on the carpet, head pointed towards her naked body, and bent forward at the waist until her forehead was touching the floor. The Trainer smiled, watching the girl remain in that position for a moment before carefully sliding her body forward and gently kissing the bulbous head of the shiny black dildo. She knew what fuckbunny was doing: paying homage to her God, prostrating herself before Him and, perhaps, saying a silent prayer that she could learn to be a good slave. In all these things, the Trainer was correct.

	Their few moments of silent reflection and humility over, the Trainer began instructing her charges in the fine art of cock sucking. Though each of the slaves had been fucked in the mouth before, this was different. The earlier oral penetration fuckbunny had been subjected to was for no other reason than to debase her and remove that particular hole of it's virgin status. Now they were being instructed in the ways a slave can give pleasure to her Master's cock. To lick it lovingly, paying special attention to the sensitive underside and the area round the base of the head. To gently wrap their lips around the head and gently suck, and then to lower their mouths over the shaft. Fuckbunny followed her Trainer's instructions, keeping slight pressure with her lips while she lowered herself as far as she could go, then a quarter of an inch further before slowly riding back up the shaft and running her tongue around the head. Then she repeated it, each time going slightly deeper until she could feel the tip touch the back of her throat, causing her to choke violently. Her mouth maintained its grip, however, and even through her spasm of coughing, she tried to wedge the dildo deeper into her throat.

	"That's enough," the Trainer finally told her. "We don't want your esophagus damaged. You've done well for your first time. Give yourself an orgasm," she ordered.

	By now, fuckbunny was so attuned to immediate, absolute obedience that she automatically began frigging herself with her fingers, announcing her cum only seconds later with a loud moan before collapsing. Even laying on the floor, she continued to rub herself; she'd not been commanded to stop, her subconscious reasoned.. No matter how much she tried, however, she was unable to have another orgasm. The Trainer had ordered her to give herself "an" orgasm - just one - and her brain simply would not permit her another. Still, she continued to hump her fingers, becoming wetter and wetter with need, until she was finally told to stop.

	"Slaves must be able to perform orally on women as well," the Trainer told the class. "Unfortunately, I'm the only woman here today and I have no desire to let your scummy tongues touch me, so you'll to pretend by practicing on each other. Just because you have a hole between your legs, that doesn't make you female." The Trainer made it clear that she didn't even consider the six slaves to be worthy of that title. She had three of the girls lay flat on their backs and had the other three crawl to a position above them, mouths to cunts, and then begin licking.

	"Any woman who wants a quick cum can get a man or vibrator to take care of that. Your job is going to be to make your partner as hot as you can, for as long as you can, without letting her cum. I expect the slut on bottom to have cunt juice filling her ears before either of you cums! On your marks - get set - go!" she commanded.

	Up to this point, fuckbunny's only exposure to a real, live pussy had been at the training center. Other than the couple of times she'd been clipped to one, she'd never seen a cunt up close. Sure, she'd smelled and even tasted vaginal fluids over the past couple of weeks, but licking another girl's swollen gash was something she never expected to do. Even after becoming a slave, she never gave it any thought, and now that it was time to get busy, she didn't have any idea what to do.

	Fuckbunny was on her back, her partner's crotch just inches from her face. She began to carefully examine the sight above her - she'd never even looked at herself in the mirror before and seen what a real cunt looks like - and began cataloging what she saw. She knew what caused pleasure in herself, so quickly equated those areas of her own body with what she was seeing. From photos, she recognized some of the landmarks - the clitoris, labia majora and minora; she could even see the torn remnants of her hymen. The slave above her was obviously excited; fuckbunny watched as a dollop of cunt drool slowly dribbled out of the girl's hole, clinging momentarily to her ass before dripping onto fuckbunny's chin. Then she felt her partner's tongue between her own legs, and a spasm ran through her.

	Fuckbunny responded by initiating her own assault, wrapping her arms around her partner's ass and pulling the girl's slime-covered crotch into her face. Rabidly she attacked the girl's cunt, repeatedly flicking her tongue firmly over the erect clitoris before she remembered what she was supposed to be doing. Her mission was not to force a quick cum, but to delay it as much as possible. "Get cunt slime in your ears," she recalled the Trainer saying, smiling to herself as she backed off.

	Fuckbunny found the taste of her mate's pussy to be rather sweet, but a bit salty. She remembered all the jokes about smelling like fish, and thought how wrong they were. It was nothing like fish at all, she reasoned as she sucked a labium in between her lips, giving the folds of the girl's hole gentle little kisses. She rubbed her face as deeply into the folds as she could, knowing her Trainer would expect her face to be sticky with cunt drool, then cupped her mouth over the hole itself and began attacking it, using her tongue like a little penis and fucking it in and out. Her cohort's thick thighs covering her ears, fuckbunny nonetheless heard a muffled scream as one of the other slaves involuntarily announced an orgasm. She slowed her efforts, being rewarded with a similar deceleration of the tongue between her own legs. Now she simply concentrated on the periphery; licking the area around the clit, occasionally taking the flat top of her tongue and lapping one continuous stripe from the asshole forward. Every time she did this, the girl's legs quivered uncontrollably; she innately knew if she kept up this particular action, an orgasm would result. Her aim wasn't to provide relief, but to leave the other slave in need, so she used this particular maneuver with restraint.

	By the time the Trainer pulled them apart nearly an hour later, both slaves were saturated in the other's juices, but neither had cum. When the Trainer had the slaves kneel in front of the mirrored wall, all fuckbunny could think of was how her bald head looked like someone had poured lacquer over it. She turned her head slightly and smiled; she did indeed have girl cum in her ear! Fuckbunny felt so nasty to see herself with cunt juice drying on her face. She hoped her Master would let her keep it; she wanted to wear it as a badge of honor for everyone to see.

	 7: Becoming Bitch

	The next few weeks for fuckbunny consisted of more of the same: being awakened covered in dried semen and her own juices after too little sleep either in her cage or chained to the floor; serving her Master his meal and cleaning the apartment; then a long, arduous day in a variety of classes. Fuckbunny had been singled out for a custom regimen, at the request of her still-unknown Owner, so she was put on an accelerated schedule. Already she was in a group that had only a few weeks before auction; soon she would be placed with returning slaves who were being given advanced training in specialty skills. All the while, her peers who had arrived with her on the cuntmobile were barely out of the newbie kennels. For the slave known as fuckbunny, though, life was becoming fairly routine. That was all to change, beginning today.

	Last night, Master had taken another slave to his bed and satiated himself with her. Fuckbunny, chained to the floor, was simply forced to watch as a new girl showed her how to please a man. Fuckbunny felt ashamed that she'd still not been able to take her Master's cock all the way down her throat; this new slut managed the feat with seemingly effortless skill. The pathetic girl on the floor watched while her Master even kept his cock planted there for well over five minutes while the other slave slowly breathed through her nostrils without any apparent distress. Oh, how she wanted to learn how to overcome her own gag reflex! Her Master - and any man who desired to use her, for that matter - deserved nothing less!

	What fuckbunny didn't understand was that the new girl was going to be her replacement, and she would be sent to a new Master this very day. There was a strict policy that no Trainer would keep the same slave for over a month. Experience had shown that longer periods often caused true relationships - loving relationships - to form, and like the prisons of old, such emotional intimacy was contrary to the mission. The slaves were nothing more than property, and the mission was to dehumanize, train and condition them for their new lives. The fact that Fuckbunny actually stayed with one Master for an entire month was quite unusual; the norm was ten days, but many were only three or four. When a Master kept a slave for even two weeks, it was cause for raised eyebrows. Of course, fuckbunny knew none of this. At this point, all she knew was that Master was busy boffing some other lucky bitch.

	It wasn't until after her morning classes that she found out. Rather than taking her out to work with the rest of the girls, fuckbunny was told to remain in the classroom. She knelt there on the hard tile floor, knees spread wide with her hands clasped behind her head, waiting anxiously. She had no idea what she'd done to warrant special treatment, and was completely baffled as to why she had been left alone in the room. As she mentally reviewed her actions of that morning, the sound of the door opening and then closing snapped her out of her reverie. Instinctively, she lowered her eyes to the floor, remaining motionless while the unseen entrant slowly walked around her, inspecting her nude form. Finally he - it was a he, she could see from the shoes - stopped directly in front of her, his feet actually between her outstretched thighs.

	"Look at me, cunt!" he commanded. Fuckbunny noticed the voice was higher-pitched than her Master's deep, gravelly tones. She lifted her eyes and saw a short, wiry, dark skinned man of African descent standing before her. Her eyes immediately focused on his; he had a cruel look, she thought. She was shocked at the next command out of his mouth.

	"Cum!" he ordered. Fuckbunny looked up at him confused, causing him to repeat the command. "I told you to cum, bitch. Get those fingers to work on that slimy hole of yours and show me how a stupid slave cunt like you cums!" He accentuated the command with an open-hand blow to the side of her head, as if to knock the order into her brain.

	"Master, this slave's Master does not permit..." she started to say, stopping when he grasped her jaw in his hand and squeezed her face painfully.

	"I am your Master now, cunt. I don't care what your last Master said. You obey me now!"

	Still confused at this sudden change of events, fuckbunny hesitated only a fraction of a second before unclasping the hands locked behind her head and getting busy. With two fingers of her left hand shoved in her hole, she used her right hand to quickly flick her already erect clitoris. She assumed this new Master wanted her to waste no time, and simply wanted to see how she reacted when she came. She was partially right. Mostly, he wanted to humiliate her. He'd read about her upbringing, and knew the was a true white bread, upper class bitch who never would have associated with a black man - except, perhaps, if he was a sky cap or bell hop. Now she was forced to kneel at one's feet and bring herself to orgasm. Although fuckbunny knew literally hundreds of people had seen her naked, maybe thousands having viewed the video of her losing her cherry to the bicycle seat, being forced to display herself so wantonly before this stranger...she couldn't describe the feelings that were going through her, but she'd never been more humiliated in her life, never felt more like an object, a thing for this man's amusement. Her face turned red as she felt her orgasm approach, not wanting to bring herself to what she so urgently needed, but knowing that it would happen regardless. She knew what she was expected to do, and opened her mouth widely in expectation of the loud scream of pleasure to erupt from her throat.

	As soon as fuckbunny's mouth opened, though, her new Master quickly and forcefully shoved his rock-hard dick into it, as hard as he could. He was skinnier than her former Master, but quite a bit longer, and hit the entrance to her throat before he was halfway in. Still not able to take a cock down her throat, fuckbunny instinctively panicked. She began gagging and pulled her hands away from her sopping wet crotch just as her orgasm began. Even with her Master holding her firmly by the back of the head and forcing her to swallow his cock, fuckbunny couldn't stop the explosion that was occurring in her groin. Overcome by the combination of her orgasm and the inability to breathe, she did the unthinkable. She bit down. Her Master responded with a scream, shoving her away forcefully and causing her head to bounce off the back wall.

	"You bitch! You bit me!" he screamed. "Oh, fuck!" he bellowed, taking his now- shrinking cock in his hands and seeing the deep tooth marks. He should have been thankful that she hadn't broken skin - or even bitten it off - but all he felt at that point was pain and anger. He responded with a harsh kick to the now-supine slave's soft belly, causing her to roll into a fetal position and vomit. All he wanted to do was kill the bitch, and he would have if it weren't for the constantly-monitored surveillance cameras. Just as he cocked his booted foot back for shot to the helpless girl's face, four of the security staff rushed in and managed to restrain him. While two escorted him from the room, the other two quickly placed fuckbunny in restraints. With one grabbing the cuffs behind her back and the other the spreader bar between her ankles, fuckbunny was carried out of the classroom. Her own body weight caused her shoulders to be pulled painfully rearward, and every step and jostle caused excruciating pain to course through her body.

	Once outside, she was dumped unceremoniously onto her back, the spreader bar quickly attached to a conveniently-placed restraining ring embedded in a block of concrete. A chain was threaded through her nose ring and fastened to poles on either side of her head, leaving her virtually immobile. With her hands still cuffed in the small of her back, her shoulders ached. She let out a small moan of agony; one of the guards responded by forcing her mouth open while his partner inserted a dental gag between her teeth, clamping it wide open. "You'll be taught not to bite a man's cock," he sneered. "I hope they yank your teeth out. There's nothing in the world like a knob job from a toothless bitch," he commented.

	Fuckbunny remained bound there in the hot sun for well over two hours, until the on- duty physician was finished treating her victim. The doctor arrived with two orderlies in tow, gave her a quick examination, and declared there was no major injury.

	"Abdominal bruising, no indication of internal injury. Possible shoulder strain, but no dislocation. Esophagus appears intact but inflamed. No medical restrictions indicated,“

	he commented into his digital recorder. Then, turning to the guards, he asked, "Where is she going next?"

	"Kennels," one answered. "Bitch duty."

	"I don't think that would be a problem. Doesn't appear anything is broken, and maybe a few weeks there would teach her some manners. She's lucky there was no serious damage to her Trainer."

	"Yeah," the first guard answered knowingly. "If there had been, she'd be wishing she could pull something as easy as bitch duty. I'm still surprised she's keeping her teeth,“

	he commented offhandedly.

	"Yeah, same here, but this one is a special case," the doctor replied.

	"Figures," he said, shaking his head. "Prime looking piece like that...hell, too bad she's not going to be a house slut. I wouldn't mind shoving it in her, teeth or no teeth." He leaned over and snapped his short leather leash to fuckbunny's nose ring. "Heel, bitch!" he commanded. "Time to go meet your new Masters."

	The two guards took of a near-trot, the slave girl pathetically unable to keep up the pace on her hands and knees. Even when she faltered, they barely slowed, stopping only momentarily when it seemed further pressure on the leash would rip the grommet from her septum. They took the long way, too, making sure to follow the gravel paths for no other reason than to inflict pain. Twice when fuckbunny fell, they simply grabbed her by the collar and dragged her across the rocks. Whatever damage they might be doing was immaterial to them; security staff here were not selected for their compassion.

	Upon arriving at the kennels, the guards pulled the roster indicating which dog would be fuckbunny's new Master.

	"Prince," one read out loud. "I almost feel sorry for the cunt." "Fuck that, man," the second guard replied. "The bitch is getting off easy. I still think they still ought to yank her teeth," he said, directing a kick to the panting, prone girl on the floor. "Get up, you useless cunt!" he yelled. "Time to go meet your new Master!"

	While fuckbunny struggled to her knees, she was yanked across the floor by her collar once more, past a locked door to the dog runs. The noise of forty barking dogs immediately assaulted her ears; they knew fresh fuckmeat was arriving, and all wanted it for themselves. As fuckbunny was dragged down the aisle between the two rows of runs, she saw that a few of the cages contained, in addition to one or two dogs, a cowering, naked female. The entourage stopped momentarily while a kennel cage was unlocked.

	"Your name is 礎itch sixteen,' but mostly you'll be called 善rince's bitch.' Bitch sixteen because that's the number of this run. Prince's bitch, because that's what you are now. Meet your new Master, Prince," the taller of the two told her. "I'd advise you do give Prince whatever he wants; he's been known to get rather rough with disobedient girls."

	The slave was unable to acknowledge with more than a guttural noise due to her mouth still being painfully spread open by the gag. She looked up and saw Prince examining her through the cage door. He was the hugest dog she'd ever seen. Some sort of mix, perhaps German Shepherd and Mastiff, well over 100 pounds. As soon as Prince realized the kneeling girl was staring at him, he bared his teeth and let loose a low, threatening growl. The girl immediately lowered her eyes, causing Prince's tail to wag. A trained slut, he knew. It had been so long for him...weeks, since those two bitches out in the yard. Prince stepped back and allowed the door to be opened so his new bitch could crawl in. He preferred these hairless bitches to the ones who looked more like him; he enjoyed not having a tail in the way, but even more, he thrived on the fear in their eyes. He saw that something was holding the new bitch's mouth open. Well, that meant she couldn't close her lips around him after mating, but then again, it would be easier to mark her as his. The hairless bitches never liked being marked, particularly when he marked their mouths. This one wouldn't have a choice, though. That would be the first order of business, he decided, marking it as his property.

	Prince slowly padded around the naked girl, growling every time she moved, using his nose to push her legs further apart. He looked at her trembling body with satisfaction, knowing how much enjoyment it would be to completely break her. Finally, he walked around in front of her and lapped at her face, shoving his elongated tongue into the stretched opening of her mouth. The bitch started to wretch; the thought of a dog giving her a French kiss was too much to take. Prince had other ideas, though, and simply slapped her head with his front paw before continuing his oral assault. He eventually managed to stick the tip of his snout in between her widely stretched lips, digging his tongue back into her throat. He was satisfied that she simply held position, not even gagging a bit.

	Now that he'd established his place in the hierarchy, it was time to mark his property. Before his bitch could react, Prince stepped back as if to walk away from her, then lifted his hind leg and shot a stream of hot urine directly into her face. The bitch turned her head, but it didn't matter whether any got in her mouth or not. No other dog would dare touch what he had claimed as his.

	Prince's bitch wasn't thinking any of these things. She was simply trembling in fear, on all fours in her new Master's house, afraid that any movement on her part might cause a violent reaction by this huge dog. When he pissed on her, all she was able to do was close her eyes and turn her head a bit, but even that didn't lessen the degradation she felt. She knew what the dog was doing; she knew he was marking his territory. When she finally opened her eyes after the spray of urine stopped, all she could see was the dog's penis jutting out from his hairy belly. She knew it wouldn't be long before it was inside her. It wasn't as large as any of the Trainers she'd seen, but she had little doubt having this dog fuck her would be the most painful such experience - physically and emotionally - she'd had to this point. Almost without thought, she stared at it, cataloging its appearance in her mind. Rather pale colored, but with bright red veins running through it, a somewhat small ball sac pulled tightly towards his belly at the base. But what scared her was the business end of the dog's rod, sticking out like an angry red spear, so terrifyingly ugly, like an oversized finger with the skin ripped off. She had all these thoughts run through her mind almost simultaneously, terrified, unable to move.

	Prince also had thoughts running through his mind, albeit much more primitive. He could smell the new bitch's scent, recognized her fear, but knew her body was getting ready to receive her. He thought briefly about her mouth, but remembered other girls having similar devices holding them opened, and how unsatisfying it made that hole. No, he was going for that other wet hole, he decided. So it was that Prince looked his bitch in the eyes for a moment, snarling silently by rolling his lips back and displaying his sharp teeth in warning. He waited until she lowered her eyes submissively - the bitch had to learn not to look him in the eyes, something dogs recognized as a threat or challenge - and then strutted around to take his position behind her. Without preamble, Prince simply shoved his wet nose between the bitch's even wetter thighs, sliding his long, rough tongue between the soft, bare folds of her sex. He sensed his bitch's muscles tensing, forcing her to reposition her knees farther apart by shoving the inside of her thighs with his snout. Satisfied with the new position, he began attacking her swollen sex with gusto. Prince always enjoyed the taste of a sweaty, well-used bitch, particularly when they started pushing back towards his tongue. It didn't take this one long before it was thrusting it's ass high into the air, giving Prince easier access. He knew it was time.

	Prince's cock was throbbing almost painfully as he backed away from his bitch. He'd done this so many times before, and always looked forward to the first time with a new one. He knew he had to wait for a minute or so; these hairless bitches were too fragile. That was his only complaint about them. He looked at the bitch, watching her entire body quake, viewing the wetness as her cunt responded instinctively to his earlier ministration. He could see the entrance to her wet hole spasming, as though sucking at the air for something to fill it. Well, he'd take care of that in short order. It was time.

	With another demanding growl of warning, Prince sidled up behind his new bitch, placing his front paws high up on its back for support as he brought his rear paws between her knees. His pulsating dick, bouncing like a springboard, poked between her ass cheeks, searching for its reward. In this regard, the bitch helped, wiggling her ass in an attempt to assist Prince in finding his target. Then, suddenly, he was there. With a single powerful thrust, he imbedded his dick fully inside the bitch; she responded with a very unhuman-like howl. Whether it was of pain or lust, Prince didn't care; he simply began jack-hammering his bitch in the only way he knew how, hard and fast. He battered his bitch's cunt, bruising it badly with his forceful thrusts, but he neither knew nor cared. He just kept at it while his knot swelled up inside her gaping hole, then with a final shove, felt his semen blast into the bitch's body. Prince's entire world became a collage of stars on a black field as his cock spewed, his claws dragging across the hairless bitch's back, leaving long, bloody trails. Finally spent, he propped himself up for a moment before finally rotating around so he and his bitch were ass-to-ass. Lowering himself to floor, he pulled her painfully down with him, his captive knot serving as a sort of leash itself. Sated, Prince curled up peacefully to rest, waiting the requisite time for his hard cock to relax. He heard his bitch sob quietly as she lay there, unable to move, while Prince quickly dozed off.

	When the dog awoke two hours later, he felt nearly refreshed. His cock had slipped out of the bitch, who was still sleeping fitfully, little moans coming from her throat. Getting up, Prince nudges her ass, prodding her thighs apart. He always liked the taste of a just-fucked bitch, and decided it was time for an oral encore. His white, sticky semen was drying on her thighs; he ignored that, going straight for the angrily swollen lips guarding her sex. The bitch jumped in surprise when her Master's rough tongue began attacking her painfully sore and inflamed hole, but once becoming aware of her surroundings, she simply spread her thighs, resigned to her humiliating fate. Even as sore and abused as she was, the slave found herself writhing in need as the dog assaulted her, finally cumming with a loud squeal that brought one of the kennel staff to the cage.

	"That sounded like fun," she commented. Prince's bitch remotely identified the voice as female, looking up to see a tall redhead dressed in a shiny black leather jump suit. The slave blushed that the woman had seen her brought to orgasm by a dog. "Aw, how cute!" she commented. "Prince, your bitch is embarrassed that you gave her pleasure!" The dog looked up at the sound of his name, wagging his tail expectantly. He knew what was coming next.

	"Get over here, bitch," the Trainer said harshly. "It's time to let Prince have access to your mouth. Understand this," she said as she unbuckled the dental gag, "Your mouth is not to be used for speaking. You are a bitch, and bitches don't talk. If you need to say something, you bark, growl or whimper. I wouldn't suggest growling around your Master, though; he might take it the wrong way." Prince's bitch responded with a nod, lowering her head and slowly stretching her jaws to alleviate the cramping pain she felt in them.

	"You should probably get a drink of water, bitch. I think Prince wants to use your mouth for something," she laughed as she walked away, her heels clap-clapping on the concrete walkway.

	The slave looked over at Prince and saw him standing expectantly, wagging his tail, dick poking out once again. He'd understood the word 層ater.' though, and used his snout to push his bitch towards the galvanized steel bucket on the floor. He watched patiently, growling only once when she attempted to use cupped hands to scoop water; she was a bitch, and quickly realized what he wanted. Submissively, she lowered her head into the bucket, tasting the dog drool floating on top as she lapped at the water with her tongue.

	Prince gave her a few seconds during which she barely quenched her thirst before he pushed her away. Approaching from the front this time, he rested his paws on her shoulders and wags his swollen, red dick in front of her face. The bitch knew what was expected, and carefully lowered her mouth over it. Rather than a rapid face-fuck, Prince wanted a leisurely suck, so with the slave attached to his groin, he lowered himself to the ground, laying on his side and relaxing while she continued her work.

	Sucking off a dog wasn't much different than doing it to a man, the slave realized. It smells and tastes a bit different - she could still taste her own residue on it - and it was a lot skinnier, but other than that, a cock was a cock. She didn't understand that she'd just made another major step towards complete submission. She lay there on her side, head resting on the inside of Prince's haunches, slowly bobbing her head up and down, massaging her new Master with her tongue. She could feel him relax as she sucked gently, listening to his breathing much as she'd done with her first Master. It seemed so long ago that she'd served him, but it was only that very morning, she realized. So much had happened since the last time he left her with cum running out of her holes, just the night before last. She languished in the thought of serving a man again, understanding that first she needed to serve her penance here in the kennels. Perhaps it wouldn't be so bad, she mused; her Master, Prince, certainly knew how to make a girl happy!

	That was when she decided it was time to pay her Master back for giving her such a wonderful cum. Tightening her lips around his cock, she increased the suction and began licking her tongue around its sensitive head. Prince awakened, aware of what was going on, but deciding to let the bitch to all the work this time. He'd been through this before, and if a dog could smile, he was doing it right now. The bitch knew what she was doing, he realized, and he quickly spurted another, smaller load of dog semen down her throat. He then relaxed once more, falling asleep as the bitch gently cleaned him, not waking up until he heard the kennel entry door slam, announcing it was dinner time.

	Dinner in the kennels was very much the same food as the kibble the slaves were fed, only now there was more of it. Of course, each bowl fed not only a slave, but her Master as well. Prince's bitch took her cue from the girl across the aisle, kneeling patiently while Prince had his fill, eating the choicest, softest morsels and bits of real meat, leaving behind nothing but the hard nuggets. Once Prince was done, he stepped back and nudged his bitch to the bowl. She crawled forward and lowered her head, simply eating without thought, neither noticing nor caring that Prince's saliva coated most of the hard clumps. He left her very little, maybe a half cup, but it would have to do. She carefully licked the inside of the bowl, making sure she'd completely eaten every possible bit of the food. By the time she was done, Prince was curled up again, sleeping soundly. While the bitch's belly - and her whole body, for that matter - ached, she tried doing the same thing. Finding it impossible to get comfortable on the cold concrete floor, she eventually snuggled up next to her Master, resting her head on his warm belly. Prince awoke at her touch, opened one eye, and then returned to sleep, satisfied that the bitch was now truly his.

	Prince fucked his bitch twice more that night, once in her cunt and later in her ass, finishing off both times with a nice suck. He didn't give his bitch any more satisfaction that night, though; she needed to understand that she might be a different breed, but his needs and desires came first.

	The next ten days were more of the same, Prince fucking his bitch every few hours, allowing her to share his food when he was full, watching her squat to pee or shit, and pissing on her himself at least once a day. Her entire body was a mass of scrapes and scratches by the time she was taken from the kennels, unbathed, smelling of the dog cum that had dried in and on her body. After a harsh scrubbing with stiff brushes and a disinfectant wash inside and out, the slave was taken back to her new Master - the one whose cock she'd bit.

	"I heard you had a fun time in the kennels, bitch," he spat. "Don't even think your punishment is over, though. You're getting a new name: toilet."

	Completely broken, the battered, scraped and sore girl simply sobbed, then fell silent on the floor as blackness washed over her.

	 8: Toilet

	When the slave finally awoke, she found herself on a cold tile floor, chained to the wall. She shook her head as best as she could in an attempt to clear the cobwebs fogging her mind, her vision slowly returning. She looked around, silently taking stock of her surroundings.

	She realized she was in a large restroom, positioned between two porcelain urinals, her hands bound behind her and her collar secured to the wall. In this position, her face was right at the level of the urinals on either side of her, the chains on her collar allowing her only a tiny bit of movement. She recognized the men's room itself; it was in the lounge used by staff, a location where private and public parties were often hosted. She'd cleaned it several times in her first couple of weeks, as part of her daily chores. When she'd been cleaning it, she'd noticed some of the urinals seemed to be mounted rather far apart, with metal rings in the walls between them. Now she knew why; it was to one of these rings that her collar was attached. With a shudder of horror, she also recalled that there were two toilet stalls that had contained no commodes, either.

	It was still late afternoon. The lounge was empty at the moment, except for the few slaves and staff who were getting things ready for the night's activities. Tonight would be a special occasion; Japan was considering implementing laws similar to those here, and several dignitaries - along with their rather large official entourage - would be in attendance. Toilet was unaware of both the time and the evening's planned events. She simply knelt there, resting as best as she could.

	It was several hours later when toilet heard the pneumatics on the door open with a swish; she began to turn her head towards the noise, then stopped and simply lowered her eyes, focusing on the porcelain tiles directly in front of her knees. A pair of polished black wingtips topped by grey pinstripe trousers came into her field of view.

	"I see you have a new urinal, Bob," the voice attached to the wingtips said.

	"Yeah, she just got here today. Punishment, I heard. Apparently she bit one of the Trainers while he was throat-fucking her."

	"And they let her keep her teeth? You know, Bob, this place really is getting soft," he said as he unzipped and pulled his dick out. "Open," he said, redirecting his voice towards the kneeling girl. Toilet tilted her head back and opened her mouth widely, waiting with her eyes closed for the expected blast of piss to hit the back of her throat.

	"Open your eyes, slave!" the second man commanded. "Whenever a man gives you his piss, you will focus your eyes on his cock!" Toilet opened her eyes and stared at the dick being held in front of her face. Fat but short, she catalogued instinctively, but no telling how long it might get when hard. Circumcised. She watched intently as the opening at the tip opened slightly and a stream of urine began to flow into her mouth. He used her mouth like one would use a toilet, quite appropriately, never bringing his dick close to her lips but simply aiming his pee between them. He watched as her mouth filled up with the foamy yellow liquid.

	"You may swallow," he said when he was finished, shaking the last few drops off onto her face, one striking her directly in her eye and causing an intensely painful burning sensation. Toilet closed her mouth and grimaced as she swallowed the horrible liquid down, feeling queasy as it hit her empty stomach.

	"Do you know the rules for piss-drinking?" the second man asked the slave once his friend had zipped up.

	"Master, no, Master," she replied, resuming her focused-on-the-floor eye positioning while she worked her tongue around the inside of her mouth.

	"If a man uses you like Bob did, you simply let him fill your mouth. If it overflows, too bad. You wait until he's finished, then you can swallow. If anything gets on the floor, you lick that up when he's done with you. If a man puts his dick in your mouth and pees, you swallow while he's peeing. When he's done, you keep sucking and licking like you're giving a blow job until he pulls out of your mouth. If he wants to cum in you, that's his option. Understand?"

	"Master, yes, Master."

	"Good. Let's see if you can manage the second method, then." He stepped between toilet's spread knees and kicked them further apart before unsnapping his trousers. She saw that this one wasn't circumcised; she'd only seen one of those from photographs and had never had one in her mouth before. She thought it looked a bit scary, maybe even evil, but she opened her mouth dutifully and waited while he slipped it between her lips.

	"Now close your mouth and make a nice, tight seal," he told her. "If I feel so much as a tiny scrape, I'll yank out all your teeth myself, and be damned what the book on you says."

	Toiled did as she was told, waiting with trepidation as she felt his abdominal muscles strain slightly to being the flow of piss. Her face was pressed tightly into his belly; the fact that his cock wasn't hard was the only thing making this possible, though. She could feel the pointed tip touching a point just shy of her throat. Unlike the first time, this one's piss started as a trickle and built up to a strong stream that splashed against her throat before it started to subside again. Toilet swallowed as quickly as she could, feeling the cock in her mouth get longer and stiffer every time her throat moved. Finally, he was done and she swallowed the last bit of acrid fluid. He didn't pull out, though, and his intent was made very clear when he grabbed the back of toilet's head and forced it onto his crotch. Unable to breathe at first, toilet began to panic. There wasn't anything she could do, however; she was quite immobilized, with her hands behind her back and his strength overpowering her ability to pull away. "Breathe through your nose!" he yelled several times, boxing her once on the side of the head to get her attention. "Use your nose to breathe, otherwise you'll suffocate. I'm not pulling out until I cum!" he told her.

	Toilet found that she was able to overcome both her panic and gag reflex only with the most intense concentration. At first, every time she thought to breathe through her nostrils she began to gag, and when she concentrated on not gagging, she couldn't breathe. By blocking everything else out, she realized, she could do both at once. The man's dick was long but not very thick, and her throat was able to eventually accommodate him quite easily. Toilet began to calm down, her breathing becoming more regular as her user kept up his hip thrusts, plunging himself deeply into her throat. It took all her concentration, but the slave was finally able to put her own fears and discomfort aside, and began working her tongue around the cock in her mouth.

	It felt different, she thought, but similar. Different in that the head had a different shape, almost pointed instead of being formed like a mushroom. It tasted a bit different, too. A little saltier, sweatier. Maybe that was because of the foreskin, or maybe it was just the residue of piss still stinging her taste buds. Similar because...well, because it was a penis. The shaft still felt the same, the veins bulging the same way, even the same slight twitch when she ran her tongue under it. The way it suddenly hardened even more, just before climax. She recognized the precursor to a man's cum being shot down her gullet and began sucking even harder. He pulled out slightly, leaving the head of his dick in her mouth rather than imbedded in her throat, coating her mouth with the sticky white fluid. Yes, she thought...it even tastes similar. She knew now that the taste of cum often changed from person to person, but whether circumcised or not, it was basically the same.

	"Fair," the man said, pulling out completely and wiping his wet tool off on her face. "A friendly word of advice, though. You need to be able to take a cock down your throat without panicking. I was being gentle with you, the next man might not. Learn quickly."

	"Master, yes, Master," toilet gasped, still trying to catch her breath. She thought to herself that if this was gentle, she'd hate to see what was considered rough!

	Toilet was left alone to her own thoughts then, during which she reflected on what had just happened. At first, it had taken all her concentration to simply breathe with a cock in her throat, but after she learned how to do that, she'd used her tongue without even thinking about how to breathe. She had to begin doing that from the start, she realized. That man was probably right, too, she mused. While he seemed pretty rough at the time, she was certain it could have been much, much worse.

	She also reflected on how far she'd come since arriving at the Center, not even momentarily thinking back to her carefree life before slavery. That was another person, not the naked slave now kneeling chained to a restroom wall, waiting in silence for her mouth to be used as a urinal for anyone passing through. She thought back to how she'd failed her first Master, how gentle he was with her when she was unable to deep throat him. He deserved better, she realized, sobbing quietly, tears running down her cheeks now. If she ever saw him again, she'd beg forgiveness. And the man who she bit...oh, God, how she wanted to apologize, to offer him anything in penance. She deserved to have her teeth pulled out, just like those other men were saying. She was a stupid, worthless cunt, not worth the effort to train. They should just kill her, fuck her to death or something, just so someone gets something out of it. The tears were flowing freely now, staining her face and dripping to the floor unimpeded.

	She stifled a sob when she heard the door open again, keeping her head bowed submissively while another man walked up to her. He saw that she was crying, and reached down to take her chin in his hand. She allowed him to raise her head to look at him, and realized it was her first Master. She wailed in sorrow, unable to stop from crying now.

	"My little fuckbunny, what's wrong?" he asked gently. "Are you upset that you're being used as a urinal? Is that it?"

	"M-m-m-master, n-no, M-mas-ter," she forced out between sobs. "This slave is so a-a- ashamed, Master."

	"Ashamed of what?" he asked in a concerned voice.

	"M-master, this slave is ashamed that it couldn't serve you the way it should have, Master," she replied, the sobbing finally stopped. He reached down and wiped the tears from her cheeks.

	"I don't understand."

	"Master, you deserved a slave who could offer you its throat. This slave was unable, because it was afraid and too stupid to obey, Master."

	"Is that what you think? That you're disobedient and stupid?" he asked, bewildered at this admission.

	"Master, yes, Master," she replied, beginning to sob once again.

	"No, you're not stupid," he told her, "and you're not disobedient. I told you that you'd learn to deep throat eventually, and that it would take time. Now, you need to understand that a large part of what you're going to be learning here is that everyone is different. Just as you are unique, so are the men who will be using you. You need to learn how to pleasure everyone, regardless of their particular likes and dislikes. Do you understand that?"

	"Master, yes, Master," she answered, the tears stopping again.

	"Good. Well, I didn't come here to take a piss, so if you'll excuse me, I'm going to use the other facilities here," he said, walking to one of the commodes and shutting the stall door. Even with all his years of experience, he didn't particularly care for anyone - even a slave - watching him shit.

	Toilet sat silently, thinking and listening to the sounds of her former Master crapping. The room was large enough that there was little odor - nothing like when she was kneeling between that other Trainer's knees, sucking on his cock while he took a shit - but she could still hear the little plops of turds hitting the water. Finally, she heard the sound of toilet paper being torn, and the toilet flushing. Her former Master came out of the stall fastening his trousers and smiled at her on his way to the sink, where he washed his hands.

	"Master?" she asked as he dropped his used paper towel into the trash.

	"Yes, fuckbunny?"

	"Master, this slave's name is now toilet, Master," she advised, receiving a nod in reply. "Master, would you please permit toilet to give you the pleasure it was unable to before, Master?"

	"Toilet...you know, that name doesn't really do you justice...but anyway, I would love to. Unfortunately, I can't at the moment. However, I will take a look at your training schedule and arrange a time when you can show me what you've learned. Maybe in a nicer setting? Would you like that?"

	
"Oh, yes, Master...I mean...Master, yes Master!"

	"Okay then, it's a date. I'll make sure you're informed," he told her.

	A date, she thought once he left the restroom. A date? For a slave? Not hardly! It didn't matter though; she was happier than she'd ever been since...well, probably since summer vacation last year. It was then that she realized she'd not thought of her previous life in days, and even thinking of it didn't bring any sorrow or anguish. She truly was finding her rightful place.

	The evening went in a blur for toilet. Smiling, almost gaily, she accepted the urine of everyone who entered the room, offering each a blow job by carefully lapping at their cocks after they were done pissing. Even those who pissed from a distance; she would stick her tongue out and try to lap up the last drops hanging from their pricks, then when they moved in, she'd latch her lips around the head and start sucking. The only strange thing she really noticed was that whenever one of the well-dressed Japanese men used her, there would be a crowd of his colleagues standing around, chattering in what was to her and incomprehensible language. It was almost bizarre, she thought, the way everyone watched everyone else pee - as if urination was not a normal act! What she didn't know was what they were talking about. She assumed correctly that it she was the topic of discussion, but didn't realize they were talking about buying her and taking her back to Japan with them. Fortunately, the Center was unequivocal when the purchase offer was made; she was already owned, and they'd have to deal with her Owner, who was just as unequivocal that his privacy be maintained. They would pass the word on, but that was all.

	By the time toilet was finally released the next morning, her stomach was so distended from all the urine and semen she'd consumed that anyone would have thought her pregnant. She wasn't, of course, but that much urine was unhealthy. She was given a large dose of syrup of ipecac, which caused her to violently vomit the contents of her stomach into the toilet as she kneeled over it. After the spasms in her belly subsided, she was given the opportunity to brush her teeth, which she gladly accepted. She had learned to accept - if not enjoy - the taste of piss, but it was nice to get the filth and grime off her teeth - not to mention the unappetizing flavor of puke.

	When she was finished, she noticed she was once again alone in the restroom. Not sure what to do, she assumed that she should return to her previous position between the two urinals. As she was crawling across the floor, she heard the door open once again.

	"Cum, slut!" she heard a familiar voice demand. Without hesitation, toilet's hands immediately flew to her crotch, fingers frigging her immediately drenched cunt as hard and fast as they could. While she finger-fucked herself, she saw her Master - the Master whom she had so disobediently bit - step in front of her. She looked up at him with a look of apology on her face, opening her mouth to willingly accept his member. He nodded, and in one quick thrust, impaled her throat. Not missing a beat, toilet started licking the shaft as he poked in and out, finally spewing his cum down her throat. She wasn't even able to taste it, because he had imbedded himself as deeply as he could, mashing her face into his hairy crotch. She breathed through her nose, inhaling her Master's sweaty scent. Then it was over, and he stepped away.

	"You've learned well, toilet."

	"Master, thank you, Master. Master, this slave humbly apologizes for injuring Master before, Master, and begs to be punished, Master!" she cried softly.

	"I think you've been punished enough for now," he replied. "And as a result of that wonderful blow job you just gave me, I'm restoring your name. You are now named cum-filled fuckbunny once again."

	"Master, thank you, Master!" she exclaimed happily, bending down unbidden and lavishing kisses on his shoes.

	"Now, while I'd love to keep you as mine, something has come up. You and a few of the other girls will be leaving us for a while, but I don't want you to forget what you've learned."

	"Master, fuckbunny won't forget, Master!" she replied.

	 9: Farm Girl

	The issue that interrupted fuckbunny's training - and that of virtually every other slave- in-training in the country - was a national crisis. The continued population growth had placed greater need on a rapidly-dwindling natural resource: fertile soil. Where farms once covered the land with acres of corn, wheat and other foodstuffs, now stood office buildings and apartment complexes. However, thanks to the progress made in agricultural sciences, less land was now producing more food. The problem was that of manpower. This year, the challenge was exacerbated by exceptionally high production. The call went out, and every training facility in the nation was tasked to provide assistance.

	Every means of transportation available was used to move both slaves and migrant laborers to the sites where their services were needed. For the latter, this usually meant air or rail travel; for the former, trucks, busses and cargo vans. Fuckbunny was one of the fortunate few, loaded onto a former school bus rather than the back of a trailer. At least she had a somewhat comfortable place to sit, cramped though it was with 90 slaves packed into what had been a 45 passenger bus.  For the purpose of transport, each slave was given a new numeric identity. Fuckbunny was now simply "sixteen."

	Shackled and chained to their seats, the ride was slightly over 12 hours; short enough that meals wouldn't be necessary, but long enough that there might be other issues. To this end, each slave was given a thorough enema and then plugged at both ends before boarding. Most of the girls barely registered the butt plugs being unceremoniously shoved up their asses, so common was such a thing. Most, including sixteen, however, had never experienced a urethral plug. A relatively new modification of an old invention, a catheter with an inflatable collar was inserted into the urethra so that the collar was inside the opening. After the collar was inflated to prevent the catheter from being easily removed, the end of the tubing was clamped shut. The only way the slave could urinate was by either uncapping of the tube or deflation of the collar, neither of which would occur until after arrival at her destination.

	The relative comfort - being able to actually sit on a seat in a normal fashion - quickly wore off as the bus bounced over unpaved roads, the thin seat padding barely cushioning the hard metal frames. Sixteen found herself almost wishing that she'd been placed in one of the cargo vans; at least there, she reasoned, she'd be able to move a bit so the same parts of her body weren't continually pounded as her ass was against the seat. Even the ability to look at the outside world through barred windows did little to make the ride easier. Sixteen silently gave thanks to whatever Power was responsible for their safe arrival at their destination, a small farming camp in the Imperial Valley. She sat patiently, shifting her weight slightly to afford her bruised bottom a bit of relief while the girls in front of her were slowly released. She could see the redness on their asses, and knew hers would look much the same, if not worse. Finally, it was her turn. Her leg shackles weren't removed, just unlocked from the eye bolt in the floor, permitting her to carefully shuffle down the aisle and off the bus.

	The ninety naked girls stood shoulder-to-shoulder while two other slaves began removing the plugs. One walked behind, deftly ripping the latex butt plugs out without a word, while the second moved much more slowly, taking her time to carefully deflate each catheter before sliding it out. While a painful ass was a minor problem, a urinary tract infection could be a much more serious concern, so more attention was paid to that end.

	"Squat and piss if you need to!" hailed a male voice over a loudspeaker. Sixteen could barely see him in the periphery of her vision, holding a megaphone. As one, the entire line spread their legs as far as the shackles would allow, squatted in a distinctly unladylike manner, and began urinating. Sixteen could feel the splatters of piss hitting her ankles - and not just her own, but that of the girls on either side of her.

	"Raise your hand if you have to shit!" he said after all the slaves had finished emptying their bladders. This was a need sixteen didn't have at the moment, though several of the girls did. The slave that had unplugged their asses carried a single bucket down the line, stopping at each raised hand, setting the pail down between the signaling slave's feet and waiting patiently for her to do her business. Sixteen silently gave thanks that she didn't have to go at the moment. She wasn't sure which would have been more embarrassing - to be made to defecate in such a manner, or to carry the shit-filled bucket from girl to girl.

	It was a two mile walk to the camp, a difficult task given the constraints of the leg shackles - but something that would have been much harder if they'd been made to crawl the distance. By the time they arrived at their destination, most of the slaves bore minor injuries on their ankles. In sixteen's case, the heavy metal rings had bounced off the tops of her feet with every step, leaving painful bruising but no significant damage. It caused her to wince slightly with every step, but nothing more.

	Upon arrival at Farm Camp Delta, as it was officially known, the slaves were freed of their restraints. They hadn't really been necessary at all, sixteen realized, and were simply symbolic anyway. There wasn't anywhere a slave could go where she couldn't be found; the tracking chip took care of that. After being given a few moments to rest and the opportunity for a drink of water, the girls were issued clothing and new names.

	The clothing, while it really couldn't be called that, consisted of nothing more than an old burlap sack with three holes cut in it - one for the head and two for the arms - and a pair of flat sandals cut from old vehicle tires. Sixteen's "dress" extended just below the splay of her thighs, but it wasn't designed with modesty in mind. It had a more practical purpose, as did the uncomfortable sandals. The slaves would be spending considerable time outside in the hot sun, working in the fields. The only purpose for any attire at all was protection from heat or foot injuries. During the heat of the day, the burlap could be soaked with water, providing the slave with a bit of coolness and preventing heat stroke. Stenciled on the front and back of the sack was sixteen's new name: She was now known as radish. In keeping with the agricultural climate, all of the girls were named for crops: turnip, potato, corn, yam, bean, and the like. At least the names weren't degrading for a change, she thought, though by now she thought there wasn't much that she'd consider degrading. Most of the time she wouldn't be called by her name, though. The workers preferred using their own: cunt, bitch, slut, or most usually, puta.

	While the other girls were being issued her clothing, radish used a few moments to take stock of her new surroundings. In addition to the slaves, roughly two hundred migrant workers - mostly Mexican and Central American, but a few Canadians and even small group of young men working off a community service sentence for some minor crime. Counting the overseers, the population of the camp was just over three hundred. Several fairly large, squat modular buildings which appeared to have been recently installed - tractor tire imprints were still visible in the soil - were used to house this group. Separated slightly from this were two other modulars fitted together to form a T. The smaller unit forming the top of the T was the kitchen, the larger horizontal leg the dining room.  Other buildings appeared to be offices, and a medical clinic. Centrally located within the triangle created by these structures was a dilapidated barn-like building - the slave quarters.

	Once the issue of clothing and names had been completed, the slaves were led inside their new home. It was spacious, more than enough room for 90 girls, but radish also noticed there were large gaps in the siding and numerous holes in the roof. It wouldn't be much protection should a storm hit, but perhaps by finding a few good spots, the girls could stay dry on the dirt floor. The building, though it hadn't been used to house farm animals for several years, still had a hint of cow smell.

	Work didn't begin in earnest until the following morning, though several of the slaves were pulled from the group to prepare the evening meal. Radish was not among these, so she simply found a fairly soft spot on the barn floor to lay down on, and using her balled-up burlap dress as a pillow, fell asleep. Most of the other girls soon followed suit and took the opportunity for a short nap, though a few sat against a wall, quietly chatting among themselves. Speaking among the slaves was permitted here, though only in the barn and when necessary during the course of work.

	Radish awoke from her nap to the sound of a voice announcing dinnertime. The camp rules, which had been read to them upon arrival, forbade the wearing of any clothing inside the camp. The burlap sacks were only for use in the fields, so radish left hers balled up on the floor, marking her relatively comfortable sleeping place. The slaves lined up outside the barn doorway - the door was long gone - and once a quick headcount was completed, were led into the dining room.

	Slave and employee alike ate in the same facility, albeit in quite different manners. Tables and chairs for the hired workers, platters piled high with steaming slices of roast beef and butter-smothered hot vegetables, pitchers of ice water and tea to quench their thirst. This was not for the slaves, however, unless someone deigned to slip one a morsel of food. No, the slaves were provided with places on the floor, a naked girl kneeling between every other chair to ensure every migrant worker had a slave on one side or the other. Plastic bowls filled with the so-familiar cold slave gruel marked each slave's place on the floor. The girls were virtually ignored as they ate like animals, hands clasped behind their hands, only the occasional crude joke or obscene comment interrupting their unfulfilling meal. Radish was one of the fortunate few; one of the Hispanic men she kneeled between seemed to take a liking to her, and thought it was amusing to see how her eyes would look at him adoringly as he hand-fed her scraps of fatty meat and bits of half-eaten vegetables. It wasn't sufficient to fill her belly, but it was enough for her to remember his face and promise herself to be especially pleasing if he decided to use her at some point in the future. That opportunity would come sooner than she expected.

	Finished with her small meal, radish knelt patiently between the two chairs, perhaps spreading her knees just a bit further apart and thrusting her breast out slightly more, in an effort to thank her benefactor for the tasty morsels of food. Her efforts did not go unnoticed; as he got up from the table, he took a bit of nylon cord from his pocket and tied it to radish's nose ring.

	"We go," he said in heavily accented English. "Vamanos," leading her down the narrow aisle on her hands and knees, much to the amusement of his fellow harvesters. Although she knew pride was something not befitting a slave, radish beamed, knowing she was the first of her group to be so selected.

	Her User - he wasn't a Master, per se - led her outside and across the dusty footpath to his quarters. As living accommodations went, they were quite spartan; the room little more than a cubicle with a door, containing a single bed, a small wall locker for belongings, and a bare lightbulb hanging from the ceiling. There were no bathrooms in the worker's quarters; latrines with toilets and showers were in a building by themselves. This was obviously a functional place, a location for sleeping, not for recreation - except, of course, the type that might take place on a bed.

	"You suck," he said, sitting on the edge of his bed, pulling the kneeling girl to a position between his legs. He had a wife waiting for him back home, and the thought of being unfaithful to her was unconscionable. Like many men, however - including a former American president - he didn't consider oral sex to be sex at all, but just an expedient means of relief.

	"Yes, Master," radish blushed, lowering her eyes to his crotch. "Master, may I please worship your beautiful cock with my mouth, Master?" she asked, reciting the requisite words dutifully.

	"Si," he responded, quickly sliding his dirty work jeans down below to his ankles.

	He was uncircumcised, radish saw, and as she moved her face closer, she could smell the unique odor of sweat and dirt on his body. Radish leaned forward and carefully took his throbbing member into her mouth. She could taste the pre-cum already seeping from it, even through the taste of crotch sweat and hint of urine. While many women might have found the flavor of a sweaty cock unsavory, the knowledge that she was being made to suck an unwashed dick made radish's cunt begin to drool. Her body's sudden response surprised radish; it had been hours since she'd thought of anything sexual, and having a filthy dick in her mouth was far from what she'd previously have thought to be an exciting event. Regardless, she simply put her mind to her task, slowly sucking and licking her User's penis in order to give him the greatest amount of pleasure possible. "Bueno, bueno," he moaned, grabbing the back of radish's head and forcing her face firmly into his hairy groin, holding it there while his cum spurted into her mouth. "Good puta," he announced after he pulled out, and the brief encounter was over. While radish had become somewhat aroused, she was left, as so many times before, unfulfilled. Rather than escorting radish back to the barn, he simply led her to the entrance to his apartment building and told her to go.

	It was dark now, and radish still wasn't totally familiar with the compound. Unsure whether she was permitted to walk, she crawled slowly, trying to remain in lit areas in the hopes that someone else might deign to use her, thereby giving her the release she so desperately needed. She even took special care to keep her ass lifted as high as she could, and her knees as widely apart as she could manage, trying to entice anyone who might be watching. Her efforts went to no avail, however, and she soon found herself at the dilapidated barn. Finding her wadded-up burlap garment still where she left it, she laid her head down and fell into an exhausted slumber, her dreams filled with visions of abuse and abasement.

	The regular schedule for radish and the other slaves began before dawn, when they were awakened by loud yelling, punctuated where necessary by a swift kick from one fo the Overseers. A quick breakfast of cold gruel, prepared the night before and already portioned into individual bowls, was served. For the first time since radish had been forced into slavery, she was permitted to eat as much as she wanted, within the time constraints given. Even the tasteless slop seemed like a gourmet meal; she and the other girls wolfed it down ravenously, then began their day's toils. While about a third of the company was sent to the kitchen to prepare breakfast, the rest were put to work at other tasks. The cantina the workers had established for themselves, for example, needed to be cleaned, as did the showers and toilets. While most of the girls wielded scrub brushes, brooms and mops, the rest cooked. . By the time these tasks were done, the workers were being served their meals, so it was time for the slaves to go clean those quarters. Linens were removed and replaced, floors swept and mopped, and common areas cleaned until they sparkled. Dirty clothing was tagged with the cubicle number and taken out for later cleaning by other slaves. By now, the regular workers had finished their breakfasts and were ready to go to the fields.

	The slaves donned their rough burlap garments and sandals and, following the line of workers, carried all the tools, water and food necessary for the day's labor.  The workers carried nothing, walking casually, smoking and chatting among themselves while the slaves struggled under their awkward loads. It wasn't a particularly long walk, just over a mile to the far edge of what hadn't already been harvested, but it was enough to wear on the already tired slave girls. Arriving at their work site, the men took up their tools while the girls were put to work erecting a couple of canvas flies for use as shade during breaks. Six of the slaves were assigned to water duty, carrying jugs of cool water to the workers throughout the day. Radish, however, went with the main body, to dig potatoes on her hands and knees. At least they allowed her a small trowel, she thought thankfully as she began the dirty work of pulling the tubers out of their resting places.

	Although the men were given a 15 minute break each hour, the slaves were permitted no such luxury and forced to work relentlessly throughout the morning. Radish assumed work would be like normal, with a morning and evening meal, so was quite surprised when the slaves were ordered to halt for lunch. Even the raw potato each girl was given seemed like a treat as they each munched quietly. Radish had just a momentary flash of jealousy when she saw the men drinking bottles of beer, then looked down at her own small bowl of water. Though she'd only tasted beer once in her young life - and discovered then that she didn't like it anyway - she knew she'd savor the flavor if permitted so much as a sip. Just the fact that it was so cold - she could see the condensation on the bottles - she knew she'd do just about anything for a sip. Then reality hit and she quickly slipped back into her proper place; she'd do anything for anyone, regardless of her own desires or any rewards she might receive, simply because she was a slave and had no choice. With that thought, she quickly chewed the last bit of her raw potato and lapped up her water just in time to be sent back to the field to continue her labor.

	It was early evening before the harvest crew was marched back to the base camp. Both slave and worker were exhausted and filthy from the day's work. Upon return, the men went straight to the Cantina for some relaxation, while the slaves were sent to bathe. Amazingly, the showers were actually warm, and the girls were given real soap and shampoo to use. Even the allotted ten minutes under the water seemed like an eternity, but being provided makeup and some rather skimpy, revealing clothing gave radish and the other new arrivals an inkling of what lay in store for them.

	Radish's outfit for the night consisted of a pale blue translucent neglige with matching stockings and a lace garter belt, topped off with six inch spiked heels of a slightly darker shade. While an Overseer watched, radish applied a thick coat of makeup to her face, slathering on bright red lipstick to both her mouth and areola at his instructions. Looking at herself in the mirror, radish thought she looked idiotic, like some cartoon caricature of a whore; the Overseer thought that was exactly what she looked like, and it was almost perfect.

	"Paint your cunt lips, too," he told her. "Use the lipstick, then spray yourself with this.“

	He handed her a large spritzer of very cheap, smelly perfume. Radish took the perfume bottle in her hand, wrinkling her nose at the smell, the set it down while she spread her legs and ran the end of the lipstick over her labia. Twice she looked up to see the Overseer shaking his head; by the third coat, she'd apparently applied enough because he was nodding. She picked up the perfume and liberally sprayed her body; between her breasts and inside her thighs, primarily, trying to avoid her neck and face. Even that didn't keep the almost nauseous odor of crushed flowers from causing her to coughing as he led her out to the Cantina. There was a reason for the overpowering scent; although the slaves were all bathed and clean, the men went directly from the fields to the club; they would shower either before bed or in the morning, as they wished.

	The little club the workers had built for themselves was crowded, noisy and smoke- filled. The hard-packed dirt floor was strewn with rough-hewn tables and benches, some commercially manufactured and others simply pieces of plywood and two-by- fours. The back wall was taken up by a bar, upon which mugs upon mugs of beer were waiting. Radish's co-workers scurried back and forth, carrying full mugs from the bar and returning empties as fast as they could. Along one side wall rested a pile of old, stained and well-used mattresses; these were seldom used, though, as evidenced by the two girls currently laying on their backs, getting violently fucked in the dirt. The other wall contained a small alcove, in which a set of currently unoccupied stocks rested. They wouldn't stay that way for long.

	Radish was put to work carrying mugs of draft around the room, a never-ending task given the beer was provided gratis as part of the workers' benefits. As she teetered across the hard dirt floor in the unfamiliar heels, hands reached out to molest her, pinching, squeezing and slapping her most sensitive places. When one hand reached up and tugged on her labia rings, she lost her balance and dumped an entire tray of beers on the ground. A cheer arose at the realization of what had happened, and what was about to happen.

	Radish was grabbed from behind and taken to the stocks, where she was quickly secured. Unlike most medieval devices of a similar nature, this one forced Radish to her knees, which were then widely spread and then secured with cold metal bands. Her tits stuck out from under the two wooden planks imprisoning her neck and wrists, and made perfect targets for slaps, pinches and the occasional squeeze. More metal bands, placed around the base of her tits and tightened, made them stick out even more lewdly, eventually turning them into firm purple melons. The girl, unable to move, simply kneeled there, watching the goings-on and assuming this was her punishment for spilling the beer.

	That believe came to a quick end, though, when the first man stepped up in front of her and unzipped his pants. Once again, Radish understood, she was to become a toilet. Every few minutes someone else came up to relieve himself into the bound slave's mouth, until about an hour later, another slave who had stepped on someone's foot was brought to replace her. Taken off the platform, Radish was handed a beer. She took a large mouthful and swished it around in her mouth before swallowing, trying to get rid of the piss taste. Unfortunately for her, she found beer didn't taste much better.

	The rest of the evening was much the same, simply serving beers and bussing tables, looking on with jealously as other slaves were whisked to the floor, there to be taken violently and abusively until their Users were through with them. One girl - she couldn't have been thirteen - was repeatedly gang-raped until she was literally unconscious, semen dripping out of her swollen gash and flowing from her nostrils. Through it all, though, nobody deigned to take Radish for even a quick suck, and at the end of the night she was sent back to her quarters aroused but unable to do anything about it.

	The rest of the month went by in a similar fashion, the girls averaging four to six hours of free time per night. After being taken back to their quarters, smelly and cum-filled, the girls were given time to rest before being awakened for their next day's chores. Eat breakfast, cook, clean, march to the fields, work all day, come back and bathe, serve the men, and return to the barn. The weekends were little different, in that the men were off, but the girls were still sent to work in the fields. Most of them, anyway. A few, handpicked by the workers, would remain behind to be shared among them after the housekeeping was done. Radish was picked three times, and enjoyed the thorough gang-bangs that followed. By the time the picking season was done and the slaves were ready to be bussed back to their homes, Radish's muscle tone was even more pronounced by the dark tan she had from working in the fields, and she had an new appreciation for things like warm food, cold water and a soft bed.

	 A New World 10: Most Likely to Suck Seed

	After her return to the Training Center, the slave's life returned to relative normality. Although her name was still changed regularly - from radish to dildo, stupid, baldy, clit, ass fuck, juicy and finally stinky - but for the ease of reading the story, she will revert to her original slave name, "toe." Toe and the rest of the farm shipment were found to be in need of retraining upon their return, and so were remanded back to the dank slave quarters, there to be kept in small cages, unbathed except for their morning wake-up with the fire hose. Put back on labor details, there was little time for either rest or schooling for the next month, as the slaves relearned their true place in society by shining boots, cleaning toilets, scrubbing floors and, tongue-bathing each other after use,  Toe continued to excel in her duties, moving on to the next phase of her training a full two weeks before expected.

	It was now necessary for toe to be able to concentrate on what she was being taught, and to this end, she was moved into a relatively comfortable dorm with 23 other girls. Well-ventilated, with a climate control system that maintained a comfortable environment, each girl also had her own straw mattress and a blanket to help ensure a good night's sleep. This was important, as they seldom had as much as six hours per day for this purpose. Fatigue was still a constant companion, as was hunger. Although privileged to reside in a comfortable dorm, the food was the same bland gruel as before, always cold and always too little to stave off hunger completely.

	The lack of what most would consider a proper diet - although it was nutritious and chemically balanced, with sufficient calories - was exacerbated by the fact that the emphasis of toe's education at that point was on the culinary arts. She spent hours upon hours slaving over hot stoves and ovens, learning how to prepare simple foods and sumptuous delicacies ranging from oatmeal to souffles, basic breads to exquisite pastries, fried hamburgers to roast of prime rib - without ever being given the opportunity to taste a single one of her creations. Her belly rumbled, often cramping in pain, as she served the foods she so carefully cooked, hoping each serving was acceptable, thereby forgoing the standard punishment of a missed meal.

	While these cooking sessions were torture for toe, they were by no means the worst of her classes. By far, that recognition was reserved for what was officially called "Kegel Class." Designed to tighten the slaves' cunt muscles, it was an exercise in both futility and agony. Each day for an hour, the slaves would spent their time squatting over bottle-shaped containers of various sizes and weights, each with a bottom made of a hard edible membrane as fragile as Christmas ornaments. The slightest tap would cause them to shatter. The goal was to squat over the container, clench the bottle neck with the vaginal muscles, and stand upright without allowing it to drop. To make it more difficult, the weight of the bottles increased as the period went on; the feat was made almost impossible after the first half hour, during which time each slave's cunt had juiced up to the point that any container would almost certainly slip before she had a chance to stand.

	Simply shattering the bottle wasn't the worst of it, however, for each container was filled with any of a variety of substances - urine, hot sauce, soured milk, sometimes even used douche or enema water. On rare occasions, a slave might find herself with a puddle of semen, but regardless what the substance was, she was expected to lick every drop up. Some of the slaves would break as many as six bottles in a single session; toe's record was four, and twice she made it through the entire hour without one dropping, though her legs were trembling from the exertion.

	Other classes were also mandatory, including the dreaded two hours a day in the gym. Although toe's muscle tone was fine, her Owner indicated he wanted superb leg strength and cardiovascular endurance, so she spent most of her time on the treadmill, bicycle and leg machines. Each machine provided its own sadistic torture. When on the treadmill, clips were attached to toe's nipple rings; if she failed to keep up with the machine's pre-set speed or if it registered a stumble or fault of any sort, a painful jolt of electricity would course through her. The leg machines provided a different torture; when at rest, a large dildo covered with metal bumps was fully imbedded in her cunt. As she flexed her muscles and raised the weight stack, the dildo would be extracted. When she lowered the weight stack, it would again penetrate her.  Painful in itself, a pause of greater than two seconds between repetitions would cause a capacitor to discharge, inflicting excruciating pain to her most sensitive flesh and nearly always eliciting a blood-curdling scream from the victim.

	But toe still hated the stationary bicycle, with it's twin vibrating phalli, most of all. With the required speed and difficulty changing constantly, it was impossible to avoid the painful pleasure of an unauthorized orgasm. Whenever she was able to maintain the required speed, the devices simply hummed quietly inside her, barely noticeable. Go even a mile an hour above or below the pace, and they began to shake like an out-of- balance washing machine, eventually fucking in and out as the sensors imbedded in the seat sensed moisture from her always-leaking cunt. As usual, the problem was made more acute due to the fact that there was no indication what speed the victim was going, nor what speed was expected. The difficulty and required pace simply changed at random, and many times toe found herself pedaling harder and harder in an attempt to alleviate the orgasm-inducing vibrations, when in fact she really needed to slow down to stop them. Invariably, she had at least one unauthorized orgasm, which was duly noted and later punished.

	Four nights each week, after dinner, toe was permitted to shower and make herself sexually appealing - not that she already wasn't, but it's amazing what a little makeup and the proper alluring clothing can do. Those nights, she was made available to any member of the public with a few dollars and the desire to drive several hours for an exquisite piece of ass, all of whom expected exactly that - an exquisite fuck at a bargain price.

	Toe did her best to please her nightly Users, often but no always succeeding. Inwardly, she suspected most of those who claimed to not be pleased with her were simply lying; she was always obediently submissive and cheerful, performing whatever task and accepting whatever debasement was demanded of her. Unlike before, at the farm where she was simply a hole to be used, now more was required of her. She was expected to be the perfect sex toy, to give absolute pleasure along with total obedience. It didn't matter whether a man wanted a quick blow job, an ass fuck or a tongue bath, she did whatever was demanded without hesitation, always trying to prolong her User's pleasure and provide him with the finest orgasmic experience this side of heaven. She was, in short, the perfect sex slave.

	Then, one morning right after breakfast, she was given news that shattered her nearly as much as the judge's sentence. Among the other slaves, it had been noticed, she'd been perceived as haughty and above their station. Although she was owned property just as they, she was found to be looking down on them as not as good; she was displaying signs of pride. When questioned, she freely admitted her wrongdoing; she was unable to lie to her Masters, even when her very life was at stake.

	As punishment, the Hearing Board decided, she would be leased to a pimp, who would use her as a simple whore for an unspecified time of at least a month. After thirty days, she would be brought back for reevaluation, and if she seemed sincere enough, she would resume training. Resigned to the sentence imposed by her betters, she sobbed quietly as her pimp led her by the leash, once again crawling - her privilege of walking upright had been revoked - to his waiting car. He hadn't even driven off the campus before he pulled over and demanded a sample of what he'd just purchased.

	"Leave it there," he said after pulling out of her cunt and spewing his cum on her belly. "I like the look. Cum and cunt slime is what it is. Yes...that's your new name...cunt slime." And so it was.

	The next ten days were a blur for cunt slime. She was locked in a tiny room with no ventilation at all, the only furniture being an old, creaky spring frame bed. At least the mattress was thick and comfortable, she thought, if a bit saggy. There was a stack of clean sheets in the corner, and a stack of towels next to them. For three entire days she remained chained to that bed, not permitted to bathe or even given an opportunity to pee. She often wet herself, much to the displeasure of some customers and the amusement of others. Her days were a succession of men climbing on top of her, or kneeling behind her, or using her mouth, followed by a quick change of the sheets before the next customer arrived. The towels were for the customers, not her, and both her cunt and ass were soon a sloppy mess. In just three days, she was visited by 104 men, well above the 30 per day average her pimp expected. Other than the discomfort of near constant use, her only regret was that she'd been so exquisitely trained in providing sexual pleasure, but she wasn't being afforded the opportunity to exercise those skills. Quite simply, she was nothing more than a convenient hole, a cum receptacle, chained to a piss-stained mattress. Cunt slime would soon find out there were worse things to be.

	"Get cleaned up quick, bitch," the pimp told her. "Your real work is going to start tonight, and you're costing me money. So far, you've been on vacation."

	Cunt slime quickly understood what her pimp mean when she was returned to the room. Her arms and legs were stretched out painfully, chained to the corners of the bed. When the door opened, she craned her neck to see a line of men waiting to use her. Each had been given a fifteen minute session during which they could do anything they wanted short of permanent physical damage. Cunt slime simply moaned in anticipated agony when the pimp told her he had three hundred men currently on her schedule. Five days of constant abuse, four men every hour, around the clock. Although already exhausted from her 72 hour marathon fuck, she was not permitted to sleep. Falling asleep, or even failing to thrust her hips or moan at the appropriate time, was enough to result in a slap across her face, a painful tug on one of her rings, or having a pin stuck in a nipple, her cunt, or the inside of a thigh. During this entire time, she remained stretched out, completely vulnerable and unable to do anything to fend for herself. The only moisture or nourishment she received was when the men had her clean their cocks off after fucking her, or when one would decide to relieve his bladder in her mouth.

	When toe was finally released from her bonds at the end of the ninth day, she was completely beaten. Exhausted and barely able to roll over, she fell immediately asleep, the filth she was laying in - semen, urine and her own shit - going unnoticed. Her dreams were fitful, of being used and abused, of debasing herself before others, of submitting to all manner of creature - farm and zoo animals, household pets, even worms and snails. What remained of her psyche was being replaced with that of a true slave, one who understood that even the dirt she wallowed in was better than she.

	The pimp allowed her to remain unconscious for 14 hours, watching her muscles twitch and her eyes show the end of R.E.M. state before waking her. After a cold bottle of water which she quickly gulped down, she was led to the bathroom, where her pimp quickly rinsed her filth-covered body with warm water before placing her in a deep, hot bath. He allowed the dried-on remains of her marathon rape to soak before using a soft sponge to carefully scrub her clean. After two such shower/bath sessions, interrupted with a series of enemas and douches between, he was satisfied. Her body still showed bruises and hand prints, but those could easily be covered with makeup. That would be taken care of later, though. She needed to get ready for her next appointment.

	"Put this on," her pimp ordered after drying her off. He shoved a red mini dress at her. It barely covered her ass; not even that, since the bottom half of her cheeks were clearly visible when she walked; and the plunging neckline did little to cover her breasts. She knew the dress was designed to expose more than it covered, and to titillate and excite those who saw her wearing it. She knew better than to ask where they were going when the pimp snapped a leash to her nose ring. She sat in silence, hands folded on her lap, while he drove. The droning of the engine and the sound of tires on pavement lulled the still-exhausted slave to sleep. They continued to drive for hours, during which cunt slime snored quietly, her body responding to its recent abuses the best way it knew how. Finally the car stopped, and someone opened the door.

	"Hello, Sheri...or should I say 'cunt slime.' Remember me?" a voice which seemed to come from the deep recesses of her mind said.

	The slave looked up to see a young teenager, about her own age, standing over her with a huge grin on her face. It took a moment for the face to register in her disoriented, sleep-filled mind.

	"Kathy?" she asked in a slurred, drowsy voice. Her answer was rewarded with a cuff to the side of her head.

	"That's what you used to call me, but you're a slave and I'm not. You're called cunt slime now, and what is my name to you?"

	"Uh...Miss, this slave is to call you 'Miss.'"

	"See, I always knew you were smart...for a stupid cunt, that is."

	"Do you know what time of the year it is, cunt slime?" her former classmate asked.

	"Uh...Miss, no, Miss," the slave replied, confused.

	"Prom, you stupid twit. You remember prom, don't you? You told me you were going to be prom princess, do you remember that? You said when you won the election as prom princess, you were going to use me as your footstool. I guess that's not going to happen, is it?"

	The venom with which Kathy spat the words out brought back distant memories of their constant competition as school girls. The two had never been friends; in fact, they'd been about as close to being enemies as two classmates could.  They were always competing against each other. They fought over boyfriends twice, each coming out the winner once; both boys soon found other toys, however, as neither girl was willing to put out. Academically, they were always first and second in the class, the exact order changing almost weekly. Kathy was head cheerleader, but Sheri beat her out for student council. Kathy captained the volleyball team, and Sheri was the track standout who received more local publicity. They were more than competitors, though, because each took great pleasure whenever she beat the other at something. Perverse pleasure, in fact. Only now, there was no competition. Sheri was no longer; in her place was a nearly naked, trembling slave.

	"Anyway, let me explain the real reason you were brought here. You know what prom night is like, the boys getting all hot and randy, right? Well, a bunch of us girls decided we didn't want to put out, so guess what? We rented YOU for that!" she squealed. "You're going to be the one who gets to take care of any boy who gets too horny for his girlfriend, or for that matter, any boy who simply wants to get his rocks off! Maybe some of the girls, too! We've even given you a special award...we voted you "Most likely to succeed!"

	"Uh...Miss, this slave doesn't understand, Miss. Most likely to succeed?" cunt slime asked, totally confused now.

	"No, you stupid ...not succeed, most likely to suck seed. Two words. Suck seed. Get it?" she laughed heartily. "The former Sheri Brown, now know as cunt slime, most likely in the class to suck seed! But that's a given, isn't it? We've all seen pictures of you sucking; see, they're right here in the yearbook!" She held the graduating class's yearbook open and displayed the two-page spread to the horrified slave. It showed what would have been her school portrait, followed by a collage of what she had become; being led out on her knees to the cuntmobile, drinking piss in the men's restroom, being fucked by Prince. "You're nothing but a slave now, so sucking seed is just part of your life, just like getting those other two holes of yours filled with dick. You're nothing just three holes waiting to be used by anyone who wants some quick relief. I can't even believe I actually competed against you! You're just a slut and a whore, destined to spend her life on her knees," the teenager said with disgust, taking the opportunity to lay another backhand on the side of the slave's head. She leaned down and whispered into the slave's ear, "And you'd better remember exactly what you are. If there's a single complaint about you from anyone - anyone at all, for any reason - I'll whip the flesh right off of those saggy, ringed tits of yours."

	"Miss, yes, Miss," the slave replied, weeping softly. "We need to get you made up, first, though. Come with me," she said, hooking a finger through the naked girl's nose ring.

	They were already at the hotel where the prom was going to be held, cunt slime realized with a start. Kathy led her to her room, where she positioned the slave at a small vanity. Cunt slime saw that several photos from her school days were taped to the mirror.

	"We decided the boys would prefer you looking as much like the old Sheri as possible,“

	Kathy explained. "Of course, that won't be completely possible, since I don't recall seeing you with your current jewelry," she said, flicking the nose ring with a finger, allowing drop painfully against cunt slime's upper lip. "But I think we can manage. Just sit there, don't move, and keep that stupid fuck hole you call a mouth shut," she commanded.

	The next 90 minutes were spent slowly applying makeup to cunt slime's body, primarily her face, in an attempt to make her look as much like her old self as possible. It wasn't all that easy, as she seldom used makeup in her former life, and her face now bore very little resemblance to her appearance back then. The lack of food had given her features an almost harsh, angled appearance; the fat was gone, replaced with something more on the gaunt side. After a week of constant fucking, her eyes were sunken and red from exhaustion. Her eyebrows were gone, too, but replacements were painstakingly positioned and glued on. Finally, a brunette wig - almost, but not quite the same shade as her hair had been - was placed on her recently shaved crown, held in place with spirit gum. Cunt slime looked in the mirror and could recognize herself for the first time in months. Her eyes welled up with tears as she recalled the carefree days of her pampered life, when she could expect a full belly and a comfortable night's sleep in a warm, soft bed. Now it was enough to simply be permitted a few hours sleep, and maybe a scrap of food. Kathy smiled as she saw the slave stifle a sob.

	"Don't you dare mess up that mascara, slave!" she spat, emphasizing the last word.

	"Miss, yes, Miss," cunt slime answered dutifully. "Now, let's get you dressed...or should I say undressed, she said, holding up a set of plain leather restraints."

	- Later that evening -

	The prom was in full swing, the band playing and alcohol - which no longer had an age restriction - flowing freely. Couples were dancing under the not-too-watchful eyes of the teachers acting as chaperones; others were sitting against the darkly lit walls, necking and otherwise making out. Finally, after completing their last number before a break, the band stopped. The drummer let out a long, loud drum roll while Kathy came up to the stage. She was chairman of the prom committee, and received a loud ovation.

	"Thank you, thank you, all!" she said gaily. "I hope you're having a great time tonight!" Another cheer sounded from the audience. "We do have a special treat for you...something most unexpected." She waited while a hush fell over the room.

	"I'm sure most of you remember Sheri Brown? She used to be a student here, but unfortunately, got caught up in illegal activities." "That stuck up bitch!" someone shouted out. Cunt slime thought she recognized the voice of her former boyfriend.

	"Well, I have it on the best sources that our former classmate is now simply another hairless slave, currently called 'cunt slime.' What do you think of that?" she asked the boy who had yelled.

	"I think it suits her just fine, that slut. She was nothing but a cock-tease anyway! I guess those days are over for her now, though!"

	"Not only that, but I understand she's been whoring herself out for the past week,“

	Kathy continued. "As luck would have it, we - the girls on the Prom Committee - found her pimp and arranged to rent her for the weekend. Girls, you know how your boyfriends are always bothering you to put out, especially after they go to all the trouble and expense of a nice dinner and tickets to the prom? Well, now you don't have to...just send her over to our very own rented slave whore! And, of course, if any of you girls would like to get some relief, she's here for you as well. Ladies and gentlemen, I present our former classmate, cunt slime!" A spotlight suddenly shined on a previously dark corner of the room, next to the stage, illuminating a small cage containing the cowering slave. Kathy went over and opened the door, ordering the girl to crawl out and onto the center of the dance floor. Murmurs filled the air as the assembled class stared at her. Kathy had her stand and turn slowly, displaying her naked body to her former friends and classmates . Kathy had her spread her legs and show everyone the moisture visible on her hairless, unprotected cunt lips. Laughter erupted when those standing nearest heard the slave beg her Mistress to be allowed to cum. Coupled with her near pre-slavery appearance, she was the epitome of lust. "How much?" one of the boys asked, reaching for his wallet.

	"That's the best part, she's absolutely free," Kathy announced. "It's all included in the ticket price. As many times as you want, any hole, as often as you want. She's ours until Monday morning. And girls, I understand our former classmate has become quite the cunt-lapper, too. I admit I haven't tried her out - yet - but feel free."

	The one thing Kathy had failed to take into account was the need for some sort of order, a way to ration the slave out. Several of the boys rushed at cunt slime, knocking her to the floor. Others took a step or two, stopped by their angrily glowering girlfriends. Someone found an old, stained mattress and threw it on the floor next to the slave's cage. Chaining her collar to a nearby heating radiator, she became immediately available for everyone.

	What would have been the fond memory for a girl named Sheri, celebrating the end of her junior year of high school, quickly became a horror of abuses for the slave called cunt slime. Roughly thrown over her cage, she was subjected to repeated assaults on her cunt and asshole, both of which were soon so filled that semen was pooling up on the floor underneath her crotch. One of the girls she'd treated poorly in her previous life noticed, and shoved her face into it, forcing her to lick it off the dirty floor. This didn't stop the assaults, though, as she was now on her knees. The boys simply got on their own knees behind her splayed thighs and continued to thrust inside her, their semen simply being added to the mess on the floor as it squirted out of her overflowing holes.

	After the first forty or so had their way with her, someone noticed that her cunt was so cum-filled that he couldn't feel much of anything. He grabbed her nipple rings, pulling her to an upright kneeling position and eliciting a squeal from the sharp pain he was causing. She looked up at her abuser, blushing when she saw it was her former beau.

	"Get those fuck holes clean, cunt!" he commanded harshly. "I can't feel a fucking thing inside that sloppy cunt of yours. It's like I need a board tied to my ass to keep from falling in." Those around him laughed at his comment; the girls giggled as cunt slime cupped her hand under her cunt, letting the combined fluids of her own juices and forty cocks drip onto it. She quickly swapped hands, immediately taking the semen-filled one to her mouth, licking it clean. Even after cum stopped dripping, she kept going. She knew from experience there was much more still inside her raw, abused hole, and used her fingers to scoop it out, continuing the practice of alternating her hands until she'd pretty much eaten all the cum that she could reach. She was still sloppy, of course, as anyone would be after being fucked forty times, but there wasn't much to be done about that. The boys began to line up again.

	This time cunt slime was put on her back on the filthy mattress, and while two girls pulled her ankles back over her head, the boys resumed their abuse of her already battered holes. One after another they fucked her asshole or cunt, most timing their orgasms and pulling out just in time to shoot over her belly, tits and face. Another sixty boys took her this way, nearly the whole of what would have been, in another year, her graduating class.

	The orgy continued late into the night, when the some of the girls finally decided to throw caution to the wind and join in. The first was a girl who'd just fucked her boyfriend in the back seat of his car. She'd been a virgin until then, and when she lowered herself on cunt slime's face, the slave could clearly see the ripped edges of the girl's hymen and the streaks of blood on her thighs. While she had tasted her own virgin blood, this was different. Cunt slime began to gag, and as she did so, the girl bore down with her full weight, lifting her feet off the floor and nearly suffocating the slave. She began to bounce violently on cunt slime's face, beating the slave's nose against her own clitoris with each stroke, quickly cumming with a soft squeal and an accompanying tremor. That broke the ice, and soon the slave was being almost constantly double-teamed, a cock in either her cunt or asshole while she sucked and licked the parade of wet, swollen vaginas and puckered assholes as they took their turn sitting on her face. One girl, after sucking her boyfriend off, leaned over cunt slime and let the cum drip from her mouth onto the slave's face, carefully aiming so that it landed on only in cunt slime's open mouth, but her eyes, nose and forehead as well.

	After an hour of this abuse, cunt slime was once again so saturated with cum that it didn't matter what hole the boys used, there was so little friction it was like fucking a jar of mayonnaise. Rather than having the slave repeat her disgusting cum consumption of before, her former arch-nemesis Kathy came up with another idea.

	While the last few girls bounced up and down on her face, cunt slime's other two holes were given a short break while more beer was passed around. With the constant fucking and drinking, it wasn't long before most of the boys needed to urinate. When cunt slime felt the first cock enter her already-battered vagina, she assumed it was someone fucking her again; instead, she discovered, it was her cunt and asshole that were going to be used as urinals. Even with everything else she'd endured in the past months, there was nothing so degrading as having her single most important assets - her exquisitely trained fuckholes - used for so utilitarian a purpose. Boy after boy stuck his semi-erect prick in her holes, flushing them out with piss which soon flowed onto the floor. Thankfully, the squirming girls had ruined her makeup; the tears of shame would not be noticed over the cunt juice already drying on her face. The worst of it was having her bowels filled with urine; she'd never been able to hold an enema for long, and soon found herself begging to either be allowed to shit or have someone plug her. After nearly ten minutes of groveling, during which a tiny bit of shit-stained piss started seeping out of her abused ass, Kathy told her she could shit, just as soon as she got the floor cleaned up.

	Cunt slime went at her task with a gusto she'd never before displayed, sliding on her belly, using her breasts to push the waste into a small area, then almost rabidly slurping, sucking and licking the nasty fluid up. As she did, more of her piss enema seeped out; this, too, she was ordered to drink.

	When she was finally done, Kathy led her outside like an animal, a leash attached to her nose ring, finally allowing her to squat on the grass and expel her bowels in the full view of the passing cars. Cunt slime looked up when she heard tires squeal, shocked and horrified to see her own parents driving the family car. She quickly bowed her head, hoping they hadn't recognized her, but knowing in her heart just the opposite was true. Knowing that vindictive bitch Kathy, she thought to herself, they were probably told she was going to be here. Then she stopped; those thoughts were improper for a slave, and she needed to be punished for them.

	"Miss?" cunt slime asked softly, waiting for her dominatrix to acknowledge her. "Miss, may cunt slime speak, Miss?"

	"What is it, whore?" Kathy spat.

	"Miss, cunt slime had an improper thought, and begs to be punished, Miss," she said, bowing her head submissively.

	"What improper thought?" the teenager towering over her asked. Cunt slime trembled, almost afraid to tell her, but knowing she'd have to now.

	"Miss, cunt slime thought the word 'bitch' when thinking of you, Miss."

	"Oh, you did, did you?" Kathy smiled sadistically. "I'm a bitch, am I?" she yelled, kicking cunt slime in the belly, knocking her over. "Well, I may be a bitch, but do you know what you are? You're nothing but a shit-eating, bald-cunted, saggy-titted whore!" she bellowed, dragging the now-screaming slave by the leash over to the pile she'd recently left on the grass. "Eat it, you whore. Eat every drop!" Kathy shoved cunt slime's head into the gooey mess of piss, cum and shit, rubbing her face across it like a dog being chastised for messing the floor. Cunt slime opened her mouth and tried to fill it as her face was swiped back and forth, forcing feces into her nose, her ears, and under her eyelids. Kathy wasn't happy with this, even, and was soon sitting on the slave's back, pounding her fists into the prone girl's head even as she continued trying to comply with her Mistress's order. Someone finally arrived and pulled Kathy off, holding her in a bear hug until she calmed down. Cunt slime finished slopping up the mess, and quickly slithered on her belly - the most submissive thing she could think of - and after wiping her face off with her hand, began licking and kissing Kathy's once-impeccably clean patent leather pumps.

	"Miss, please forgive cunt slime, Miss!" she cried, slathering her former rival's feet with her tongue. "Please punish cunt slime for being such a stupid, cock-sucking, ass- fucking, cunt-licking whore, Miss! Cunt slime willingly accepts whatever punishment Miss deems appropriate, Miss!"

	"Tell me you're a whore," Kathy said.

	"Cunt slime is a whore!" the slave yelled at the top of her lungs.

	"No, use your other name, the one you were born with...all of it."

	"Sheri Ann Brown is a whore!" she screamed. "Sheri Ann Brown is a fat, useless, shit- eating, piss-drinking, ass-fucking, sloppy-cunted, pussy licking whore!"

	"You fuck dogs."

	"Sheri Ann Brown fucks dogs!"

	"You fuck horses."

	"Sheri Ann Brown fucks horses!"

	"You suck shit from monkey's asses."

	"Sheri Ann Brown sucks shit from monkey's asses!"

	"I'm glad you understand your status, slave," Kathy said, finally calmed down. "Now, let's go to the ladies room. I need to take a shit, and don't want to do it in front of everyone." Cunt slime looked up at her better, a smile of appreciation on her face, as she was led off to become a true toilet. Even her former greatest enemy had a use for her, and that was all that mattered.

	The pimp finally came back for her two days later, during which time she'd not only been fucked by everyone who attended her former school, but anyone else who had fifty cents to spend. The price was set by cunt slime herself. After Kathy told her that a regular whore usually got fifty dollars for a blow job alone, she was asked to place a monetary value on her own holes. She knew she wasn't a hundredth the value of a real whore, so that's where she set her price. Cunt slime felt a slight tremble of pride when Kathy told her the earnings were going to pay for copies of the videos and stills taken of her at the prom, and that everyone who attended would be receiving a set of each, free.

	And so it was that the pimp, after hearing the stories and viewing the tapes, contacted the Training Center and suggested that perhaps cunt slime had learned her lesson, and was ready to come home. As for her part, the slave made a vow to herself to never, ever believe she was better than anyone else, not even another slave.

	 A New World 11: Final Exams and a New Home

	Although most weren't aware of the specific details concerning cunt slime's experiences during her absence, virtually all of the center's cadre noticed a profound change in her behavior, attitude and demeanor after she returned. No longer did it appear she was paying lip service to her submissiveness, or was she being obedient simply to avoid punishment; now, it seemed, she was doing these things because she fully accepted her place in society, and understood that her sole value wasn't in her sexual abilities or the fact that she could prepare a gourmet meal, but simply in total, absolute obedience. It quickly became apparent as she performed her daily tasks that she willingly ignored her own needs, concentrating only on the desires and comfort of others - including the other slaves. Even in disobedience, serving others was her overriding thought. The staff recognized this, and often pretended not to notice. An early example occurred shortly after her return. Cunt slime, who had by now been renamed "hole," noticed the a young girl sobbing across from her at the feeding trough.

	The new slave couldn't have been even twelve years old; although she was completely hairless like the rest of the slaves, it didn't appear she'd been shaved. Her tits weren't even large enough to be ringed yet, just little puffy nipples. Hole couldn't help but notice the dried blood and semen on the girls thighs as she knelt there crying, mouthing the word "mommy" over and over again.

	Although speaking to another slave was prohibited, hole gently whispered to the young girl, trying to console her. The new slave whispered back, admitting that she was just eleven and had been a slave for only three days. Her virginity had been savagely ripped from her by a succession of law enforcement officers after she was discovered in the park with her boyfriend after curfew. The girl was exhausted, emotionally spent, but most of all, she said, she was hungry. Hole understood the other slave's plight, and unable to do anything else, slurped her own portion into her mouth, then spat it into the other side of the trough. The girl looked at her horrified at first that she would be expected to eat something another person had licked up, but reality hit when she realized the magnitude of hole's sacrifice. She knew they'd both broken several rules and would be punished if caught, but at least her belly wouldn't hurt quite as much. She returned holes smile, and after a furtive glance around, lapped up the tasteless paste as quickly as she could. Their secretive exchange was observed and duly noted, but a decision had already been made to simply wait for any further developments.

	Hole, of course, immediately reported her own transgression but could not identify the specific slave she'd given her meal to. She knew no name, and one hairless, naked teenage girl looks pretty much like another when you get right down to it. Hole's punishment, since she was apparently being overfed, she was told, was a week of half rations. She gladly accepted her fate, knowing that another person - even if it was just another slave - had received some small benefit.  The feeling of having provided a valuable service to another was more important to her than the hunger pangs that would follow her for the next seven days. The young girl, who was actually eleven years old, would also be punished, but that would be a more immediate, quick and somewhat more painful experience. Hole found herself unable to lie or deceive her Trainers, and discovered that just reporting whenever she violated a rule - whether intentional or not - made her feel a bit less guilty about it. The cadre understood, and most punishments from that point on were of a more symbolic nature, rather than truly abusive: a sound spanking, perhaps, or withholding of orgasm privileges for a day or two. These minor sanctions she accepted without complaint or hesitation, sometimes simply nodding but most often thanking her superiors for taking the effort to correct her. At this point in her transformation, though, she surely would have done the same if punishment were a whipping, a beating, or even something worse.

	After a short retraining period, there wasn't much new to teach hole. She'd attended and successfully completed every course her Owner mandated, and a few others besides. It was now time to decide whether she was ready for the final exam. . The first "no" vote came from the Trainer who's cock hole had bitten those months ago. Whether for revenge or a less nefarious purpose, he simply did not want hole to graduate. Rejection would mean a return to Day 1 of orientation training; back to the confines of the cages she'd already twice left. Fortunately for hole, as long as 90% of the votes were in her favor, she'd not be regressed. Hole held her breath as the other votes were revealed, sighing loudly when she heard the result. Eighteen for graduation, one for return to Day 1. She would not be sent back, and would now prepare for the final exam, to be held in one week. What hole didn't realize was that every slave who makes it this far automatically graduates; the final exam is simply one last opportunity for the staff to abuse the slave. Lasting four entire days - 96 consecutive hours - the slave is put through a rigorous routine of tasks covering the entire spectrum of her basic and advanced training. In hole's case, this included preparing and serving a gourmet dinner, repairing a broken sink trap, dancing seductively before an audience, and serving a succession of men with her exquisitely trained body. Beginning with a torturous 12 hour round of physical exertion which included a fifteen mile run, an agonizing 100 miles on the dreaded stationary bicycle (this time the dildos were set to a constant high), 500 consecutive sit-ups and an excruciating two mile speed crawl across gravel, the slave was physically exhausted and very nearly emotionally spent even before these warm-up events ended. Phase two - sucking off a line of 40 men in two hours - seemed almost like a rest stop, as did her next task, preparing and serving a meal of rosemary broiled salmon, steamed asparagus au gratin, Caesar salad and freshly baked rolls to an intimate party of fifty - followed by a desert of Baked Alaska. Hole didn't even notice the semen drying on her face and chest, nor the slight bleeding from her chaffed and chapped lips as she worked almost on instinct, removing plates and silverware almost before her judges finished their portions. Hole's task was made even more difficult by the eight inch spiked heels and short ankle hobbles she wore while scurrying from place setting to place setting. The shoes were a full two inches higher than anything she'd trained in, and caused her calf muscles to stretch painfully. She watched eagerly for signs of acceptance or displeasure, but the cadre members selected for this task were too experienced to let anything show. The only gestures they made were to order her under the table to provide oral relief while they ate.

	Phase four was another marathon fuck session, this one involving 144 men in groups of three, taking her constantly for 48 hours. The difference between previous marathons was that this was not a simple exercise in rape. This time, hole was expected to use all her abilities to provide the highest level of pleasure possible to those testing her; she would not be allowed to simply lay back as prick after prick used her as a semen depository. She would be given precisely 55 minutes to take each group to the level of ecstasy that only a perfectly-trained slave girl can provide, followed by five minutes to clean up and change the sheets on her bed. The sheets had priority, so it was only with great effort that hole was able to even begin to clean herself; she finally found that if she would forego the towels and simply wipe herself with the soiled sheets as she removed them from the bed, she could be slightly more presentable. The groups of men could take her as often as they could during their allotted time; the only condition was that a load of cum had to be deposited in each of her primary holes.

	Hole was nearly delirious when the final group of men finally finished with her, battered and bruised, the aches seemingly originating deep in her joints. In two days, she'd coaxed 441 loads of semen from the balls of her raters, with only two giving her a "barely acceptable" grade. If a mirror had been made available, hole would have seen that both her rectum and vaginal opening had been so abused from the constant friction that the skin was raw; her swollen and contused cunt took on an appearance not unlike a child's skinned knee. She was still, however, permitted no rest. Another full day stood between the slave and either graduation or a return to the orientation cages, or so she believed. She was given a bowl of milk and a small portion of slave gruel - the first food she'd consumed since the test began, though she had been receiving water every two hours - before moving on to the final segments of the exam.

	Exhausted by the physical abuses inflicted on her, the next six hour phase was completely mental - a comprehensive written examination covering virtually every topic she'd been taught. Placed in a warmly-heated room, the overhead lights were dimmed and soft, relaxing music was played as she sat in a comfortable overstuffed chair and answered question after question - all in essay format - on everything from personal hygiene to human anatomy and erogenous zones, from plumbing to feng shui, maintaining a household budget and nutrition. Struggling against the exhaustion that permeated her every sinew, hole finished the written portion with scarcely 10 minutes remaining, then used that time to review her answers. Her mind was so befuddled by this point that she had troubles making sense of the words, and when the buzzer announced the session had expired, she silently gave a blessing of thanks to whatever power had kept her awake and allowed her to complete her task.

	The end was in sight, though hole had no means of knowing that fact. Her mind wasn't sure if it had been one day or one week since her torture began; she instinctively knew feeding was twice a day, so perhaps it had only been a half day, she thought. Her shoulders slumped as she realized if this was true, she'd fail and be sent back to remediation, thereby denying her rightful Owner the use of her body for another...well, she had no true idea how long she'd been here already, and no concept of how long she might remain. However, the cadre had long ago recognized the symptoms of self- doubt, and were already prepared.

	Hole was subjected to another speed crawling session, her battered body complaining with every movement, as she was taken once more around the perimeter of the main compound. A short jaunt, really, barely a half mile but pure agony to the physically and emotionally beaten slave. While one staff member escorted her, an ad hoc meeting of the management overseeing her case met. Agreeing that this particular slave was one of the most obedient, submissive pieces of meat they'd ever seen, a final task was decided upon. One more step, one final painful degradation, and she will have proven herself.

	"Slave," the senior of the small group intoned once the panting, bloody girl returned to her starting place, "you will now prove your absolute obedience to us. On the ground before you is a butane torch. Light it."

	Hole did as commanded, using the built-in striker to ignite the flame after opening the gas valve. She was then told to adjust the flame to a fine, hot spear.

	"Use the torch to heat your nipple rings," was the next order. Without hesitation, hole touched the flame to the ring imbedded in her left nipple, holding it there until the skin began to scorch and she was told move to the other breast. A grimace appeared on her face as the heat attacked the sensitive nerve endings, but she never wavered, holding the flame in place until told to stop.

	"In your early days here, you were guided by your own sexual need," the man explained. "Slaves have no right to anything, including sexual release. You showed that you are an uncontrollable slut, undeserving of any pleasure. You shall, therefore, never achieve an orgasm again. Spread your legs and burn off your clit!" he commanded.

	Hole's body moved almost automatically, without conscious instruction from her brain. She'd been given an order and would obey. Her body jerked upright, her crotch rising and her legs spreading as the torch automatically began to move towards her groin. Her only thought was whether the pain would bring her to one last gigantic cum before they were forever barred from her. She could feel the heat on her thighs as the flame moved closer, her hand trembling slightly in anticipation, but a loving smile on her face directed at the man who was ordering her own self-mutilation. As the flame approached, she felt her cunt lips wither, drawing themselves in as though trying to protect themselves. She was barely an inch away from permanently preventing herself from ever having any sexual relief again.

	"Stop!" the man commanded. "Move the torch away and turn it off!" Hole automatically obeyed, but her brain wondered if she'd done something wrong. Quite the contrary, she had passed her final test, she was informed, and after a short period of recuperation in the infirmary, she would be sent to her Owner. Hole nodded submissively, thanking those who had so tested her before collapsing on the ground, unconscious.

	When she finally awakened, hole found herself in a comfortable bed, the filth having already been carefully washed from her body. Bandages covered the worst of her injuries, and her ankles and legs were strapped to the bed rails in order to prevent her from scratching herself. Liquid nutrients were being introduced intravenously, as her starved and shrunken stomach probably couldn't have handled much. As she laid back again, relaxing, she noticed the television monitor strategically placed above her head. While a video of slaves in a variety of sexual activities played, subliminals imbedded in the recording further ingrained themselves into hole's psyche. The videos continued around the clock, through hole's physical therapy and the changing of her dressings. Even when she slept, the tiny speakers on the sides of the bed constantly played the sounds of slaves being used, white noise covering the hidden messages designed to remind hole of her status, of her purpose in life.

	After a week, during which hole's body responded primarily by sleeping at least fifteen hours a day, she was deemed fit enough to begin a soft diet regimen. Slave gruel again, though as thin as it normally was, it was made even more so by the addition of real milk. Even sugar was added, a substance which would not only improve hole's health but made her anxious for her feedings. As the medical slave spoon-fed her, hole would lean forward eagerly, sticking her tongue out in an attempt to ensure not a single drop was wasted. It only took another two days before the bonds were released and hole was put on the same high-calorie, high-protein diet she'd had before. Although barely palatable - once again a mixture of various meats and vegetables fortified with additives - hole devoured each serving in record time. Soon she was declared fully fit and discharged from the infirmary, ready to go serve her true Owner.

	It would be several days before she could be shipped - her Owner having decided to not make the trip himself - so hole was assigned to transient status, and thereby available to any staff who wished to avail themselves of her pleasures. The difference now was that hole was granted free time - 8:00 a.m to 4:00 p.m., during which she could do virtually anything she wanted - sleep, shower, watch sex videos, sit in on classes, even luxuriate in a bubble bath if she desired - with one exception. While slaves were permitted, and often encouraged, to masturbate, she was not allowed to achieve an orgasm unless under the supervision of, and given permission by, one of the cadre. Hole followed this rule diligently, often bringing herself right to the peak just before her free time was over, knowing that someone would soon be using her. She still took her meals in the communal dining room, but other than that, her life was one of relative luxury for the moment. She took the opportunity to explore a bit, visiting the places and watching the events that she'd undergone happen to other slaves.  She even heard that a new batch of convicted females were arriving, and joined in as part of the crowd jeering and verbally abusing them. She didn't feel superior to these cowering, still unshaved women; she believed she was helping them in a sense, bringing them closer to the total degradation necessary to become a complete, proper slave.

	Finally, though, hole's stay at the Training Center came to an end. The weekly pick-up from the slave shippers arrived, and it was time for hole to accompany three dozen other girls being sent out to various locations. Although she'd not been able to read anything in a very long time, she hadn't completely forgotten how, and was able to make out some of the destinations on the shipping crates. Two of her fellow slaves were going overseas, to Paris. Hole envied them, vaguely remembering having read about the City of Lights. She saw others were going to medical schools and laboratories; she hoped they were going to be trained in those fields, but knew that the reality was that they'd be the subjects of various, oftentimes hideous, experiments. Then she saw hers. She was going back to her own home town, the place where both her greatest degradation and crucial revelation occurred. Hole was neither pleased nor sad to be returning to a place where she was so well-known, where virtually everyone of her age had sampled her body. She had no say in the matter, and the best she could hope for was a fairly kind Owner, one who would provide food and shelter, and if she were extremely lucky, allow her the occasional orgasm.

	Preparation for shipment was an unpleasant necessity. Some of the girls would be shipped thousands of miles, others would be dropped off just outside the gates. Hole was somewhere in the middle, several hundred miles away. It didn't matter how far a slave was going, however, because packing was packing. First came the enemas - two for each girl, the first to empty her bowels and the second to rinse the residue of the first away - followed by the oversized plugs that would make it impossible for any of them to soil themselves. Next came the vibrating egg, set on low to ensure the slaves would be delivered in a complete state of sexual need, followed by the diaper which would both keep the egg in place and prevent any urine or vaginal leakage. Finally, the ball gag and restraints. Since hole was only being transported a short distance - less than a full day's trip - she was bound on her knees, with a large ball gag painfully inserted in her mouth. The girls going longer distances - including the overseas shipments - were prepared somewhat differently. Rather than being packed kneeling, they were laid on their sides and bound in a fetal position. Their ball gags each had a small opening, through which a tube connected to a water bottle was inserted. With some effort, these slaves could bite down on the gag, which also served as sort of a pump, and thereby force water down the tube into their mouths. The entire process took some time. Hole was among the first, straining to look upward as the lid was lowered onto the sturdy wooden box, then nailed into place, leaving her in total darkness. A low rumble, followed by movement told her she was being lifted into the delivery truck; she'd already seen the forklift waiting.

	With three dozen girls being shipped out, the process was time-consuming. Each slave had to be prepared, then individually packed depending on her final destination and travel time. It took several hours before hole sensed the low rumble of the truck engine starting, then the slight jiggling as it began to move. By then, her body was already quivering thanks to the constant teasing of the vibrator inside her.

	The poor road conditions did nothing to alleviate hole's need, the shaking and bouncing as the truck rode over rough pavement and potholes causing her to bite down on her ball gag, trying to avoid the orgasm she so desperately needed. Hole knew she wasn't allowed to have one; that had been made quite clear to her, and she expected her obedience would be checked upon arrival. So she knelt in her dark box, trying to reposition herself in increasingly more uncomfortable positions so as to get her mind off the incessant buzzing going on inside her.

	The truck finally left the broken highway and hole felt it turning left and right as the driver negotiated city streets. Although the first to be packaged, her box was the last loaded and she would, therefore, be the first delivery of the day. She had been in the box for nearly eight hours now, and the slight swaying as the truck made its way through the city streets seemed to lull her to sleep. She awoke with a start when she felt the truck backing up, then stopping suddenly. She heard the cargo door open, and then her crate was being pushed out onto a loading dock. From there, another forklift picked it up and carried the box inside a warehouse.

	Hole fully expected to be delivered to her Owner immediately, but this was a mistake on her part. She waited in dark silence for several more hours, her crate sitting on the floor, until another delivery truck was finally available for the last leg of her trip. She could tell this was a smaller truck, not a diesel engine at all; she'd become familiar with such things as part of her training. Finally, though, after another thirty minute trip, she felt her box being lifted out of the truck and trundled up a flight of stairs. A few murmurs - she imagined the delivery person handing over a clipboard of papers to be signed, and the muffled sound of a door closing. Momentary quiet, then the creaking of nails being removed from the crate lid. Hole strained to lift her eyes upward, hoping to get a glimpse of her new Owner. Sunlight glared through a window, blinding her as she blinked her eyes, unable to shade them from the brilliance. "Position!" a woman's voice said. Hole responded automatically, lifting her body upright while spreading her knees as far as possible within the confines of the tiny box, her head bowed and eyes lowered, focused on her own knees. A leather hood was pulled over her head and quickly buckled into place, then the crate was knocked over, causing hole to tumble to the ground.

	"I said position, you disobedient little cunt!" the voice once again said, this time punctuated with sharp kicks to the slave's ribs. As soon as she was able to kneel properly, however, another blow - this one to her back - knocked her to the ground again.

	"You insolent piece of shit! When I tell you to do something, I expect you to do it and not move until I tell you to!" the woman screamed. "But since you're apparently not capable of kneeling properly, just stay down there like the bitch you are and get that fat whore's ass up in the air. I'm going to punish you like you've never been punished before, you...you fucking useless piece of shit!"

	Hole hadn't been treated like this since her first day of orientation, and was trembling in fear now. At the Center, it was a given that slaves would generally survive. In her case, she was already owned, so it was unlikely anything truly bad would happen. Now, though - assuming this abusive woman was her Owner - she could be maimed, even killed, and nobody would give a shit. These were the thoughts going through the terrified slave's mind when the toe of the woman's stiletto boot entered her.

	"Start humping my shoe like you love it, bitch! Shove that ass back and forth and show me how much of that cunt slime you can get on it. You'd better make me think you love it, too, because otherwise, it's going up your ass...and I won't be as gentle as I am now!" The woman punctuated her command by twisting her foot, the heel savagely brutalizing the terrified slave's vaginal canal.

	Hole responded the only way she could, by violently rocking herself back and forth on her knees, ass held high into the air, while the sharply pointed heel of her cruel Owner's boot scraped back and forth inside her cunt. Hole could feel the tender membranes tearing, fearful that not all the moisture she felt between her legs was natural lubrication. Suddenly, the woman lifted her other foot and placed the heel next to the first one, ripping into hole's cunt with both feet. The slave screamed, falling forward at the first painful entry, trying in vain to resume her position while the woman began to spread her own feet apart, her heels deeply imbedded inside the slave's cunt. Hole felt a burning sensation as she was ripped open, the membranes giving way. All she could do was scream, stuck as she was on her Owner's feet, unable to move. Then everything went black,.

	 A New World

	12: Welcome to Hell

	When hole woke up, she found herself hanging from a beam, her wrists chained over her head, while a spreader bar between her ankles kept her legs spread painfully apart. A chain attached between the spreader bar and the overhead beam lifted her legs so that her feet were above her head, folding her over like an envelope. Her mouth was kept open with a large ring gag, through which her tongue was pulled. While she was unconscious, a metal grommet had been inserted into her tongue, which was now tied to her nose ring with a short length of wire. "Oh, lookie, my new little pain fuck is awake!" hole's Owner said. She walked up to the slave and quickly shoved three fingers up the helpless girl's cunt. "I'll bet you're thirsty. Here, drink this," she said, sticking the straw end of a squirt bottle in the girls mouth. As the first squirt hit hole's mouth, her eyes got wide and she began thrashing around in her bonds.

	"Oh, it's not that bad," the woman said. "Just a little mixture I had fixed up specially for you. Habanero peppers pureed with dog piss." Then she put her face next to the squirming slave's and whispered, "Get used to it. It's going to be a regular part of your diet. Here, have some more!" She squirted the rest of the bottle into the defenseless girl's mouth, watching in amusement as she tried unsuccessfully to swallow fast enough to keep up with the flow.

	"Not bad, you little whore, but you'll be licking every drop off the floor. Now, no swallowing this last little bit," she told her slave, directing the last squirt directly onto the inflamed hole in the girl's tongue. "Just hold it there, let it soak in and disinfect everything. Don't you even think about swallowing, either. I'm going to inspect these useless holes of yours."

	With her tongue pulled out of her mouth the way it was, there was no possible way for hole to get the stinging liquid off the recently-made puncture in her mouth, and with ring gag in place, the only sounds she could make were guttural croaks. Even swallowing was almost impossible, with her jaws wedged open painfully as they were.

	Had hole been able to scream, she surely would have, as her abuser stuffed the habanero pepper-covered fingers of both hands in the bound slave's cunt, the fingers spreading the slit vertically while the hands themselves moved away from each other, turning her once-tight fuck hole into a gaping, pain-filled mass of bloody flesh. The damage from the stiletto heels was plainly visible, the tears in the tissue bleeding freely now, as the woman's fingers quickly became covered in blood. This neither stopped nor slowed her, though, as she continued to force three, then four fingers into hole's formerly tight opening. The woman grinned sadistically as began sawing in and out of the girl's tender cunt, the sharply manicured thumbnail scratching against her clitoris, rubbing it raw. Faster and faster the maniacal redhead pistoned her arm back and forth, her fingers coming out bloodier and bloodier each time. Then, without giving the agonized slave a moment of respite, she forced the fingers of her other hand inside the slaves cunt, and bending them outward, began spreading the bloody gas wider and wider, until she was able to peer inside. The damage was visibly evident, bloody streaks like those left by a bullwhip covering the girl's most tender tissues. She continued to spread her slave's cunt wider and wider, until both hands were in up beyond her wrists. Hole's Owner then clasped both hands together, still inside the girls flaming cunt, and began pistoning forward, punching against hole's cervix again and again until the bound slave began to gag and vomit.

	Not releasing her hands from each other, the woman roughly pulled them out of hole as one, the loud popping sound indicating the ripping of the slave's perineum. All hole could do at this point was howl the most unhumanly possible sound and fall mercifully unconscious. She awoke to the smell of ammonia and realized the odor was a piss saturated cloth placed over the nose opening in her hood. She was still bound as before, and could feel the blood dripping out of her ravaged, now cavernous cunt. In her semi-delirious state, she could barely make out the voices talking about her.

	"I want the bitch's holes to be so loose they'll be useless to anyone, except maybe as a trash container," hole heard her Owner say. A pair of hands began to explore hole's lower region as she slowly began to regain consciousness.

	"Well, you really did a number on it, I'll give you that," a male voice said. "If you leave her like this, she'll probably die of septic shock. The exterior of her rectum and vagina are basically one hole now. The first time she shits, bacteria is going to get into her uterus, and she'll end up dead."

	"So fix it," she said matter-of-factly. "But I still want her so loose that neither she nor anyone fucking her will feel anything.  As a matter of fact, I want you to fix it so she'll never feel sexual pleasure again. She's such a slut, if I don't have her clit cut off or something, she'll be humping the furniture."

	"Okay, I can do that," the doctor replied, "but you realize it'll cut down considerably on her resale value. Even the torture houses like their slaves to have their clits intact; their sexual need makes them more vulnerable. Rather than amputating it, may I make a suggestion?"

	"Okay, what?" hole's Owner asked.

	"Botulism toxin. You know, the botox treatment women were getting not so long ago, to remove wrinkles? Basically, it kills the nerve endings. New ones eventually grow, but re-application every few months would make her entire vaginal region virtually numb. The only real downfall is that it's painful as hell. Somehow, though I don't think you're worried about that."

	"I'm not," the woman answered. "As a matter of fact, whatever you do to her, I don't want anaesthesia used at all."

	"I guess that would be okay for most of the small stuff, but there are a few things we'll need to put her out for."

	"No anaesthesia, I said! I want the bitch to suffer, and the only relief she gets is if she passes out!" The woman punctuated her comment with a slap across hole's face with the quirt she was holding.

	"If you say so," the doctor replied, pulling his hands away from the slave's cunt and wiping them off on her belly.

	Blinded as she was by the hood, hole could hear the sounds of chain rattling, but was unaware that her Owner was unfastening her bonds until she came loose and fell three feet to the ground, landing on her back. Thankfully, her head hadn't first; otherwise, her skull would certainly have cracked like an egg on the concrete floor. Pain shot through the slave's tits as her mask was ripped off. Opening her tear-filled eyes was difficult, but when hole did, she saw a huge woman - her Owner, apparently - standing on her shoulders, sharp stiletto heels grinding into her nipples.

	Hole looked up in agony at the woman torturing her. Barely 5'6" tall, but topping out at over 300 pounds, the only way she could be described was "disgustingly fat." The black latex panties and bra did nothing but bring attention to the folds of fat covering her ample body. Her biceps were the size of most people's thighs, and her humongous tits flowed over her bra in sweaty bulges. Other than the pure obesity, the only other things hole noticed was the flaming red hair and the look of pure hatred on her Owner's face.

	"Hello, bitch," the woman said, grinning sadistically and grinding her heels into the supine slave's breasts. "You have no idea who I am, do you?"

	Unable to answer with her swollen tongue still attached to her septum ring, she could do nothing but wince and shake her head. The quirt slashed down, splitting her cheek open.

	"I can't hear the rocks rattling in that fucking empty head of yours, slave! Fucking answer me!"

	Hole tried, but was only able to let out a tiny, pitiful squeak.

	"Fuck, you're just like the rest of your stupid family," the woman said. "Can't do a fucking thing for yourself." She reached down and snipped the tiny wire, allowing hole to retract her tongue. "Now, answer me, cunt!"

	Barely able to move her swollen tongue, hole tried to answer. "No, Misthess,“

	she replied. Three times the quirt flew across her face, each creating a new slice, the final one across the slave's lips.

	"Get this fucking straight, bitch. I am not a 'Mistress.' I am not anyone's 'Mistress.' A "mistress" is someone who fucks married man in the hopes he'll divorce his wife and marry her. I am your fucking Owner, and you will refer to me as 'my Lady,' not as a fucking 'Mistress.' Is that fucking understood?" The quirt landed once more, this time across hole's nose.

	'M'lathy, yeth m'lathy."

	"As for you, you little tramp, you aren't worth of a name. You're just a thing, something I use when it suits me. A piece of property...not even that, since you have less value than a turd. You're not even a turd, just a thing, an it, you understand that?"

	"M'lathy, yeth, m'lathy, it unerthans, m'lathy."

	"Get this - this thing's - parents on the net. I want to speak with them. The bitch first, if she's available," it's Owner told someone out of the slave's sight.

	A few moments passed while the connection was made, and then an unseen voice said, "They're on the line, Ma'am."

	"Hi, Janet!" the obese woman greeted gaily. "How have you been? It's been so long!"

	"I'm sorry, do we know each other?" the slave's mother replied.

	"Aw, I'm disappointed you don't remember me, after all the fun times we had,“

	the woman said sarcastically. "Or rather, the fun times you had at my expense. Don't you recall the time you suggested I try out for the cheerleading squad, only to have you call me a 'fat pig' when I auditioned? And what about prom night, when your boyfriend asked me out for a date, then left me standing in front of the dance hall while the two of you drove up in a limo? I'm surprised you've forgotten. I sure as hell haven't."

	"Sheila? Sheila Hawthorne?"

	"That's right, bitch!" the fat woman spat. "The girl you humiliated all through school, come back to haunt your ass!"

	"Sheila, that was over 20 years ago," Janet replied, trying to seem calm when, in fact, she was more nervous than she'd ever been in her life.

	"Yes, it has been, Janet, and eighteen years of that was pure hell for me. Did you ever bother to find out what happened to me after that night?"

	"Well, no, actually. All I know is you stopped coming to school."

	"That's right. I was on par to become one of the honor graduates. I had full ride offers to three major universities, and because you humiliated me, I never went back to school. I ended up living under a bridge until some drunk raped me, then I went into a shelter where the same thing happened. I spent fifteen years running away, Janet, living with abusive men and fucking for a few dollars or a meal. Because of you, I didn't get to become a doctor or lawyer like I could have; I ended up a whore!"

	"I'm really sorry, Sheila, but I was just a kid, and it was just a joke."

	"Hey, no problem, kiddo. Guess what? I got my shit together finally, worked my way through college and then made a few investments that really worked out. Then I hit it big in the lottery, but I was doing well even before that. All the lottery did was speed up my plans. But you know what drove me to bust my ass and do all that? You and your husband, you bitch! Revenge. Say, speaking of revenge, I have something to show you."

	The picture panned out, and then to the left, until the bound, bleeding slave was in full view. "Recognize my latest toy?" she asked.

	"I'm afraid not, Sheila, I don't."

	"Aw...maybe this will help." The picture zoomed in on the girl's face."How about now?"

	"No, I still don't know who she is," Janet replied.

	"Take a closer look. Imagine her with light brown hair, without the ring in her nose or the stripes across her face. Imagine her bounding down the stairs for breakfast, or maybe crawling naked out of the courtroom."

	"Oh, my God...Sheri? Is that my Sheri?"

	"Gee, bitch, you're not as stupid as you look. As I once heard someone say, revenge is a dish served cold, and this one has been in the deep freeze for over 20 years."

	"What do you want, Sheila? What do we have to do to get our baby back?"

	"Oh, you're never getting her back," Sheila replied. "But here's what you're going to do. First thing tomorrow morning, you and hubby are going to the slave registration office and register yourselves as my slaves. All of your property, your belongings and your bank accounts will become mine. After that, you will report to the address the registrar will provide. You will walk there, naked, from his office."

	"You're out of your fucking mind, Sheila!" Janet screamed, the anger in her face visible on the vidscreen.

	"Oh, I'm absolutely sure I'm quite out of my fucking mind, just as I'm absolutely sure what is going to happen to your precious baby daughter if you aren't both kneeling naked on my doorstep by noon tomorrow." She held up two vials and zoomed the camera in on them. "This one is sulfuric acid. It will go directly into your daughter's eyes at noon tomorrow, on the dot, if you're not here. This second one is a particularly virulent form of HIV, one that isn't affected by the vaccine your daughter was given. I'll let you have one last chance to submit before I give her that. At noon, she goes blind. At 5:00 p.m., she gets AIDS. And you know what? You're going to get daily updates on her. You see, I own a goodly portion of the telecom net now, and every time you log on, no matter where from, the first thing you're going to see and hear is your sightless daughter's suppurating sores and her screams of agony as she slowly dies. So, I suggest you talk to hubby right away and make the right decision. Otherwise, your daughter will have a most unpleasant death. Oh, and if there are any doubts about my sincerity, well, I do hope you consider what I said as serious. If not, by the time you sit down to dinner tomorrow, your baby girl will be dying of AIDS, and there won't be a think you can do about it."

	With that, Sheila terminated the connection and sat back, smiling gleefully. At the other end, Janet slumped down onto the floor, crying uncontrollably. It was there that her husband, Bill, found her four hours later. Once he got the story out of her, he replayed the video.

	"We can't, Janet," he said, shaking his head slowly. "That bitch is going to kill her anyway, probably. All we're going to be doing is giving her three bodies to torture instead of one."

	"That's my baby, you asshole!" she screamed. "We have to do whatever we can for her, regardless of the consequences to me or you."

	"Honey, calm down. We went over all this before she went to trial, and decided that there was nothing we could do for her now."

	"If we don't do what Sheila wants, our baby is going to die of AIDS!" she wailed.

	"And what guarantee do we have that Sheila won't do it anyway, even if we do what she wants? I'm sorry, dear, but I can't do it. We have to get on with our lives, and Sheri has to spend hers paying for whatever crime she committed. She's a slave now, and it's better if we don't even think about her anymore." "You bastard! How could you even suggest that!" Janet screamed, beating her fists on her husband's chest, finally falling to the floor in a sobbing heap.

	"Can't you see what that bitch is doing? This was her plan all along. Hell, she probably set Sheri up in the first place, just to get at us!"

	"I don't care! I don't care! I don't care!" she cried. "I can't go on without her, without knowing I've done everything I could to protect her! I'm going tomorrow, with or without you." "You do what you want, then," Bill replied. "I'm going to go on with my life." With that last word, he walked out of the house, never to return. His mind was made up, and so was hers.

	Janet was frantic. Sheila had explicitly said if they both weren't waiting on her doorstep, her daughter would die in the most horrendous manner imaginable to her. Now her husband had walked out, and there was nothing she could do but collapse on the floor and cry. Hours later, she walked into the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were red and bloodshot, her hair stringy and wet from the tears. Seeing her own reflection, she knew what she had to do. She was waiting outside the slave registry office when it opened the following morning, having left everything but her identification at home. She knew she'd need it in order for the Registrar to positively identify her, and that it would be confiscated as soon as her tracking chip was installed. Everything else she left at home, not even bothering to lock the doors. If anyone wanted her things, they were welcome to them; as for her husband's crap, she could care less at this point. Whether it became property of the state or some thief, it didn't matter anymore.

	"Yes, I was told you'd probably be here this morning," the Registrar, and elderly gentleman, said. "However, I was expecting two of you?"

	"My, uh, my husband decided not to come," she said.

	"How unfortunate," the Registrar replied. "I've been led to believe Ms.

	Hawthorne was quite explicit in wanting both of you in her possession. Well, no matter; you're here, and I suppose that will have to do. Please remove your clothing," he said matter-of-factly, flipping Janet's ID onto the desk. "We haven't all day, come on," he prodded when she hesitated. "In a few moments you're going to be a slave, and you might as well get used to being naked in front of people now."

	"Yes, Sir," Janet replied in a resigned tone, fumbling with the buttons on her blouse. She'd known this was coming, and hadn't bothered with undergarments. All she had on were her blouse, a pair of slacks, and shoes. These she quickly removed and set on the Registrar's desk. He looked her body over, disapprovingly.

	"You should have known better," he said, pointing to her thick bush of curly pubic hair. "Now I'll have to take care of it for you, and it won't be nearly as nice for you if you'd shaved yourself. Follow me, please," he asked. She knew is wasn't a request, though, but an order.

	He led her into an adjoining room where a medical exam table awaited. The Registrar impatiently patted the padded table, indicating Janet should lay down on it. After her wrists were bound by leather straps over her head, he placed her feet in ankle stirrups and locked them in place with metal bands. Moving back to Janet's head, he had her open her mouth, then inserted a large red ball gag which he secured behind her head. Janet was now completely immobile and absolutely defenseless.

	"It will be necessary to first insert the slave chip," he explained. "Once you have it installed, there will be no turning back." With that simple statement, he placed a small gun-like device against Janet's neck and fired. She flinched at the loud pop of compressed air forcing the chip through her skin, but there was little pain or discomfort. It was now official; Janet was Sheila's property, her slave.

	"Next we need to shave you. This will probably be somewhat pleasurable at first, and then quite uncomfortable. I warn you that either having an orgasm or flinching would not be good ideas." Janet could do nothing but lay there, splayed out while the Registrar began his work. As promised by the Registrar, the vibrations caused by the heavy barber's shears during the initial shearing were arousing, causing her to twice clinch her leg muscles to avoid an orgasm. The Registrar did nothing to help her, pressing firmly each time the shears approached her engorged clitoris. Fortunately for Janet, she was able to avoid the orgasm - for now.

	This was followed by the careful scraping of the remaining stubble with a straight razor. It was a dry shave - no warm water or soap, only the little moisture left by Janet's leaking cunt used as lubricant. She dared not even breathe as he carefully pinched her labia, pulling the skin taut so he could get the last of the tiny hairs. Satisfied with his work, he released the newly denuded slave from the bonds. Her entire crotch was raw and inflamed from the scraping, but her allowed her neither lotion nor respite before giving her the first command she would receive as a slave. "All fours, bitch, legs spread and ass in the air," he commanded, quickly moving behind her and raping her as a slave for the first time. He did this without any further comment, but simply because she was now a slave and he had the ability to use her as he desired. As he pumped into her, Janet felt her body begin to respond, and was both humiliated and ashamed of this. He came quickly, pulling out slightly to ensure his semen was not only in, but also on, her cunt.

	While the thick froth dripped down Janet's thighs, he locked a metal collar around her neck. The leather restraints on her wrists were attached to the collar lock, rendering her unable to move her hands to protect herself. Then, after locking Janet's feet into a pair of six inch heels, he placed an 18“

	hobble around her ankles. Finally, he took a felt marker and wrote "FREE FUCKS“

	across Janet's belly.

	"Well," he said, "You'd better get going. You only have two hours to get to your Owner's house, and I have a feeling you may get delayed a bit." With a cruel laugh, he tossed the helplessly bound mother out the door onto the sidewalk before making a quick phone call.

	"She came alone," he said into the receiver. "Yes, she just left here, in exactly the manner you instructed."

	At the other end of the connection, Sheila hung up and motioned to one of her assistants, a young, muscular blond man, handsome in a sort of surfer way..

	"Have them keep an eye on him, but don't pick him up yet," she instructed. "Make sure they understand what will happen if they lose him. I want constant surveillance."

	"Yes, Ma'am," he said politely, quickly exiting the room to attend to that business. "Start raping the new cunt," Sheila said into the intercom on her desk. "I want cum flowing out of her when mama bitch arrives. Let everyone have a turn with her, especially the slaves on restriction. Today, everyone gets to cum as often as they want, as long as it's in or on the new cunt."

	"Yes, Ms. Hawthorne," a female voice replied, sounding tinny coming from the nearly antique speaker.

	Sheila returned to working at her computer, a small window in the corner of the screen tracking her new slave's progress as she teetered down the street towards her Owner's residence, the scene changing as she passed each surveillance camera. The city-wide camera system was ostensibly for law enforcement use only, but when you happen to be the contractor who installed most of it...well, there are ways around restricted system access.

	Sheila didn't actually pay much attention to Janet's progress, though, just occasionally glancing to see yet one indignation after another be forced on her slave. No, she had other things on her mind. Although the Brown residence and bank accounts were jointly held, and technically not Sheila's property due to Bill's failure to sign himself over to him, the reality was that with Janet's submission, all the access codes had been provided to her anyway. With a few clicks of the mouse, the bank accounts were emptied, Bill's credit accounts were closed, and the electronic locks on the house reset. Bill was now both penniless and homeless. Sheila wondered for a moment what she would do with the house, and decided not to sell it; at least not immediately. Although it wasn't suitable for her personal use, perhaps she would use it as a party location, or maybe permit some of her staff to live there. She smiled, thinking that it would be funny to have Janet and Bill serve as maid and butler - or better yet, sex toys - in their own home. Maybe she'd use it as a vacation home for her employees, let them fuck the two former owners while they stayed there. Well, that was something to deal with later. The important thing was that it was hers now.

	She clicked the camera icon, maximizing the current surveillance camera view. Ah, yes...the park. Not quite halfway to her destination, Janet made the unfortunate decision to take a shortcut through the park, not realizing several teenage boys were spending the day there with nothing better to do than "hanging out." Until they saw the naked, hobbled, defenseless slave, that is. Sheila zoomed the camera in, amazed at the ingenuity of these young men; she'd never thought five boys could fuck a woman all at the same time, but they were: ass, cunt, tits and two in her mouth, all at once. She watched for a few moments, but she wasn't much of a voyeur and shut the computer down. She much preferred a more active role. She flexed her bare feet, enjoying the feel of the tongue massage they were receiving.

	"You may cum now," she said, and began a count down from the number ten. Just as she said "two," she heard a low moan from under her desk, followed by a quiet plopping sound.

	"Ma'am, thank you, Ma'am," the naked male slave panted as he crawled out from under her desk. He lowered his head and planted gentle kisses on her stocking-covered feet.

	"You may clean up now," she commented, pushing him away with a foot to his shoulder. The slave lowered his face to the hardwood floor and carefully licked up the semen he'd spent.

	"Ma'am, is there anything else I may do for you, Ma'am?" he asked when his task was completed.

	"Not right now. Just go back to your cage and leave me alone." she replied.

	"Ma'am, yes, Ma'am," he said, a disappointed tone in his voice. He'd hoped for more; perhaps another orgasm, or at least an opportunity to lick his Owner's hairy pussy. Sheila made a note to ensure he paid for not showing eagerness in responding to her. Two months without an orgasm would probably do, she thought, leaning back in her chair, watching the slender man's ass as he minced out of the room, prancing on tiptoes as he was required. She closed her eyes for a moment, a smile on her lips as she thought about what was going to happen soon. She dozed for about an hour, her mind filled with wonderfully vengeful dreams.

	"Ms, Hawthorne? Ms. Hawthorne?" a voice softly called. Sheila opened her eyes to see her petite personal assistant - an employee, not a slave - standing politely in front of her desk. "Ma'am, you asked to be informed when your new slave arrived?"

	"She's here?" Sheila yawned.

	"Yes, Ma'am," the PA responded, nodding her head.

	"Well-fucked?" she asked, cocking an eye at her employee.

	"Oh, yes, Ma'am!" the young assistant giggled. "It's dripping out from everywhere, Ma'am!"

	"Good. Have her taken to the training room and put on the Sybian. Tell the trainer to play with her. I want her taken to the edge without being permitted to cum, twenty-four - no - make that forty-eight hours of suffering once she starts begging to cum, and then twenty-four more hours of constant orgasms. I want her so fucked out begs me to not make her cum again. Oh, and before anything else, give her to the dogs. I think a twelve hour stint in the kennels should soften her up."

	"Yes, Ma'am," the girl replied, quickly departing to attend to her tasks.

	While Janet knelt in front of the front door of Sheila's estate, semen pooling up on the warm concrete as it dripped out of her bruised body, the slave now known as "it" was receiving a relatively new and experimental form of hormone injections which would, within a week, transform her breasts from their current 36B to 48DD. A side effect of the treatments, originally developed for the bovine milk industry, was that it would increase the sensitivity of both her nipples and clitoris, as well as her sexual need. For the moment, though, "it“

	thrashed violently back and forth against its bonds, strapped to a medical exam table, while a full liter of the burning liquid was injected directly into its boobs. The doctor hired by Sheila was pleased to note that the treatment began to take effect almost immediately, increasing its bust size by a full two inches in just fifteen minutes. He realized, though, that most of this was due to the liquid itself; nearly as much increase would be expected with simple saline injections.

	While waiting to see more results, the doctor began the other modifications Sheila had directed he perform on the slave. The simplest of these were collagen injections into its facial lips and nipples, causing both to swell with considerable pain. No anesthetic was used for this or any of the other surgeries, ensuring it was in constant agony. After spreading its damaged vagina wide open with the largest speculum he could find, the doctor made two quick incisions which completely disabled its ability to use its cunt muscles at all. Sheila also originally wanted its ovaries removed, but the doctor reminded her that its resale value would be affected, and someone might want to purchase it as a breeder some day. Tests did show, after all, that it was in the 90th percentile for fertility, and even completely disfigured as Sheila expected it to be, the slave could have some use as a baby factory.

	For the slave, the worst was when the doctor spread its anus open and used the scalpel there, cutting its sphincter muscle in five places. From now on, it would never be able to keep from shitting on itself, and anyone using it for anal sex would find its asshole loose and unresponsive. If it could screamed, it would; the oversized penis gag imbedded in the slave's throat allowed it to only bulge its eyes out as its body was tortured.

	 A New World

	13: In the Bowels of Hell

	Nine days later, a haggard, filthy and bruised Janet looked up, cowering in her tiny cage on the hard concrete floor, to see her Owner - a girl she once tormented in school - towering over her. Dressed in black leather and carrying the same riding crop used to beat Janet's daughter, Sheila was an imposing figure. While only five and a half feet tall, she weighed nearly 300 pounds. The flab carried at her belly and hips belied her strong, muscular arms and legs; her true strength, however, came from her sadistic, vengeful nature.

	"I'm actually rather surprised you made it this far, skank," Sheila said calmly. "Spread your legs and show me." Janet moved her knees apart as far as the tiny cage would permit, displaying her swollen, raw holes. "Nice," her Owner commented, reaching between the bars and scraping a bit of dried semen off the slave's battered thighs with a fingernail.  "All full of dog cum and cunt juice like a slut should be. Now, do you still want to be defiant? Do you need another session in the kennels, or perhaps with Master Sybian?"

	"No, please...I'll do whatever you want," the defeated woman said softly.

	"Fine. Catch!" she said, tossing a large penis-shaped vibrator to her former competitor. "I've never seen a slut like you cum before. Show me."

	Already sore and numb from previous abuse, Janet carefully worked the massive tool to her groin and began working it over her swollen and chaffed clitoris. She quickly reached beyond the pain and brought herself to a mind-numbing orgasm, but before she could turn the device off, she heard her Owner speak a single word.

	"Again!"

	Fifteen times Sheila made her slave cum, until she was begging deliriously. "Please, no more," she said behind cracked lips.

	"Again, skank!" Sheila commanded.

	"No more, please," she babbled. "No more."

	"Are you begging me, saying you don't want any more orgasms, skank?"

	"Yes, please, no more!" she sobbed.

	"Okay," Sheila said with an evil smile as she slid a tiny metal device between her slave's splayed legs. Janet's screech of agony reverberated off the cinder block walls as her swollen clitoris was snipped off at the base, an electrical charge in the snip's capacitor providing the impetus necessary to cauterize the wound. There was very little blood.

	"Now you don't have to worry about cumming anymore," Sheila said gaily, watching her property writhe in torment.

	"You know, because you failed in your first task, there was really no reason for you to show up at all. Since you did, though, I thought it might be nice to let you witness the beginning of your slut daughter's death. She's getting prepared right now, so come on and let's go see it. Hell, I might even let you drip the acid into her eyes."

	"Please, Sheila!" the naked woman begged as her Owner dragged her out of the cage by the hair. Sheila's immediate response was to slam the slave's face into the concrete floor, immediately breaking her nose and cracking one of her front teeth.

	"You fucking skank!" Sheila screamed. "How dare you use my name! You're nothing but a slave, a piece of dogshit, not worthy of even speaking to me!"

	"I'm sorry," Janet sobbed as the blood from her nostrils flowed down into her mouth. "If you want to address me, skank, you will refer to me as "Beautiful Owner." That's your name now - 'skank' - got it?"

	"Yes, Ma'am," the cowering woman mumbled, then let loose a blood-curding howl as Sheila's crop repeatedly lashed down across her face.

	"You really are a stupid fuck, aren't you skank!" she screamed. "I just told you what my fucking name was to you, and you can't get it right?" She continued to beat the supine woman until her face was covered in bloody stripes from the leather-covered wire whip. "Now, answer me correctly, skank! Do you understand?"

	"I understand, Beautiful Owner!" skank blubbered, blood running down her thrashed face.

	"NO!" Again the crop beat down, this time across the slave's shoulders and back of her neck. "You are not an 'I,' you are 'skank.' Try it again, you stupid fuck!"

	"Skank...skank understands, Beautiful Owner!" she cried.

	"Just so there are no misunderstandings, exactly what is it that the skank understands?" Sheila asked sarcastically.

	"Skank understands that skank is skank's name, and that skank's Owner's name is 'Beautiful Owner," skank replied, weeping.

	"Good. You seem to understand a few simple things. Perhaps I won't need to waste the money training you like I did your slut of a daughter. Come on, I have something to show you. Heel!" Sheila commanded, slipping a metal choke chain around skank's bruised neck and leading her off at a fast pace. Skank struggled to keep up, twice falling to her belly as her tortured knees gave out as she was crawling up and down the marble stairs and into a dark, narrow hallway. The sound of her Owner's heels reverberated off the walls, the only other noise being muffled moans from behind the locked doors lining corridor.

	Finally, Sheila stopped and unlocked one of the heavy metal, jail-like steel doors, swinging it open, then took skank's chin in her hand and forced to her to look.

	From her position on the floor, skank examined the sight before her. Bound to an X-frame was a naked, obviously distressed man, his shaved body covered with welts from recent whippings. Kneeling on the cold floor before him, a similarly naked female bearing distinct signs of physical abuse herself, slowly worked her mouth over his bright red, painfully swollen cock while he moaned; whether in agony or ecstasy, skank couldn't tell.  A masked woman dressed from head to toe in black leather stood by, watching intently. "Recognize anyone, dear?" Sheila asked sarcastically. That was when skank realized the beaten, naked man was her husband - and then with a shock of horror, recognized her own daughter as being the girl teasing his cock.

	"He hasn't cum in three days, ever since he got here," Sheila explained matter-of-factly. "The slave has instructions to keep his cock hard without letting him have an orgasm, and every time he comes close, my assistant squirts him with pepper spray. Sometimes in the face, sometimes on his pathetic little pecker, but no matter, if he cums all three of them will be punished. I want him to work up a good load of froth in his balls; I have use for it later. Okay, enough lollygagging, skank. We have other things to do." Sheila yanked on the leash, pulling skank off balance and causing her head to strike the heavy metal door as it slammed shut.

	"Let me explain what is going on, skank," Sheila stated, yanking the slave's leash and forcing her to crawl, talking as they moved down the hall. "You weren't willing to do what I asked, so I had to make other arrangements as far as getting your husband here. I've decided to spare your slut daughter's life - for now - but only because I'm going to make all three of you suffer even more. But if any of you fuck up, one of the others will get the treatment I promised to your daughter. Got it?"

	"Skank understands, shank's beautiful Owner," the cowering woman mumbled through broken teeth, her head still pounding from hitting the door. Her mind was in turmoil, the fatigue from managing only a few hours sleep in nearly a week and a half causing her to tremble in exhaustion. Her mind was unable to comprehend the difference between reality and hallucination at this point; Sheila understood, and was prepared.

	"Would skank like a nap now?" she asked sadistically. Skank wasn't aware of much at this point other than exhaustion.

	"Yes, please, Beautiful Owner," she said expectantly.

	"One more task and you can have your nap, then. Come on, don't dally!"

	Sheila tugged on the leash, leading her new slave further down the corridor and outside into a fenced yard. It was bleak, without grass or trees for shade, simply a dirt courtyard adjoining the slave cells.

	"When slaves are obedient, they are allowed exercise out here, thirty minutes a day on their free time. Unfortunately, I've had to close the yard because I'm having the kennels refurbished and needed a place to keep the dogs. You know how those slaves are; if I put them out here together, they'd be fucking the dogs all day long. We can't have that at all, so it's been closed for the past four months. The other problem I have is that so many of the slaves think they're being starved that they'll eat anything. That's why there's no grass here, because they'd graze like little naked sheep. So, before I let them come out again, I need the yard cleaned. I figure there's about ninety piles of dog shit scattered about," she said, waving with her hand. "You're going to crawl to each turd, pick it up in your mouth and drop it in the bucket over there. When the yard is clean, you can sleep."

	Skank looked up at her Owner in horror, shaking her head.

	"I can't!" she cried mournfully.

	"Oh, you can and you will! Otherwise, someone close to you gets that little acid and AIDS treatment that I promised, and I have a special punishment already decided for you if that happens. I understand a couple of the dogs took a special liking to you; I think a marriage ceremony might be nice. We could rename you Fido's Whore. Haha...it might be funny seeing a litter of pups sucking at those saggy tits of yours, thinking you're their mama!"

	Skank lowered her head in shame, then slowly crawled to the first small pile of dog crap. Thankfully, she thought, it was old and hard. She bent her head down and carefully took it between her teeth before crawling back to the bucket and letting it drop. The second and third piles were similarly old, though the fourth wasn't quite as hard. As she carefully bit down, her teeth broke through the thin crust, the softer inner portion - the consistency of peanut butter - coating her lips. Skank gagged and quickly spat out the turd, then glanced over at where Sheila was sitting, watching with a grin on her fat face.

	"Acid and AIDS, skank, acid and AIDS," was all she had to say to convince the woman to return to her disgusting task.

	It took skank over an hour to clean the yard, but she finally accomplished it. Several of the dog turds were fresh - just minutes old - with flies swarming over them, and she very nearly vomited when she had to pick up an older one crawling with maggots. She knew the consequences, and as a mother, still had the instinct to do whatever she could to protect her offspring - even though she realized Sheila would do as she wished with all of them anyway, regardless whether she was docile or rebellious. Finally, though, she was permitted to curl up in a corner of the dirt yard and fall quickly into a stuporous sleep.

	While skank spent her time filling her mouth with dog crap, things were a little better for the other slave and its father, though not much. Their incestuous oral copulation was performed under the watchful eye of a particularly sadistic member of Sheila's work force. Whenever either of them appeared to be slacking off, or whenever his dick started to droop even slightly, one or both of them would be subjected to painful electric shocks. In his case, the torture was administered through a large metal-studded butt plug at one end and a steel ring squeezing his scrotum at the other. In the case of the female, sharp alligator clips on its clitoris and both nipples ensured solid contact. It had been nearly 50 hours since the slaves had been given any respite; his cock was raw and swollen, just as her lips were. Neither had been permitted anything to drink other than a few swallows of cold piss, but at least the daughter had been able to suck several drops of its father's pre-cum before pulling back to prevent him from having the orgasm he so desperately wanted. Even the knowledge that this was his own daughter kneeling between his legs did nothing to prevent him from thrusting his hips forward, silently begging for that one last touch which would send him off into its mouth. Each time, though, he was rewarded with an increasingly painful jolt of electricity flowing between his burning rectum and swollen testes. Finally, though, even this was becoming ineffective; the father's cock was constantly dripping fluid now, and even the highest setting on the torture device failed to affect the swelling. The two slaves were separated.

	The male left hanging where he was, the plug in his ass unceremoniously ripped out and presented to his mouth for cleaning. Resistant at first, several raps on his still-throbbing cock with a crop quickly convinced him to open his mouth and allow the plug to replace the penis gag. Locked in place, the unnamed slave formerly known as Bill could do nothing but accept the shit-covered tool, closing his mouth over it as it was secured with a strip of duct tape.

	As bad as things were for Bill, they were becoming much worse for his daughter. A quick medical examination revealed that it would be another two weeks before it was fertile - this was important for the next segment of Sheila's plan - so a decision was made to accelerate the schedule for further modifications to its body. That it wouldn't be completely healed by then was of no concern. Surgery would begin immediately.

	The first step was simple; its Achilles tendons being shortened and ankles modified so that when it was permitted to stand upright, it would find it impossible to do so in anything less than a six inch heel. Sheila had actually given thought to having the tendons behind the slave's knees severed so that it would only be able to crawl, but decided this would further limit the fun she could have with her new teen slut. This modification, like all the others, was done without anesthesia; in fact, it was given amphetamines in order to ensure it remained awake and fully aware of the pain being inflicted. The next phase was just as simple, but considerably more painful for the slave. While being subjected to suction treatment, its clitoral hood was carefully split open and then removed, exposing its most sensitive body part. After injection of a latex fluid designed to keep it erect, causing the slave's swollen button stood out nearly a full inch, a titanium ring was pierced through it. Through the coming weeks, weights of increasing size would be hung from the ring, causing its clit to eventually extend past its cunt lips. While the slave was able to stifle itself during the ankle operation, it screamed silently behind the ball gag while its clitoris was being worked on.

	Finally, a concoction of growth hormones combined with the slave's own fat - it had been removed during her initial medical examination at the training facility - was injected directly into the slave's breasts, which began to immediately swell. Within a week, it would have a chest to put a professional stripper to shame, at least 52EE according to the laboratory projections. Once the growth was completed, the same fluid used on its clitoris would be injected into the slave's nipples, ensuring they would be constantly erect. Along with its 28“

	waist, nobody would think of this slave as anything but a sexual playtoy, with tits made for fucking, sucking or just slapping around.

	During the ensuing two weeks, a sort of monotonous routine set in for all three slaves. "It" remained bound to its bed, a mirror on the ceiling above it allowing it to see the mockery of the female form that its body was rapidly becoming. Watching its breasts continue to grow, feeling the pain as the swollen tissue stretched the skin nearly to the breaking point, the slave could only lay there, its naked body on display. Only the daily, humiliating medical examination and twice daily feeding interrupted the boredom. Regular manipulation of its now-healing clitoris kept it hot and wanton, and had the penis gag not been fully in place, it would have begged for release. Immobile and fed intravenously, all it could do was lay motionless and pray for an orgasm.

	Its father was going through his own personal Hell, too. He discovered that the frame to which he was bound was adjustable; every few hours, he was bent double. Male after male would then assault his until-then virgin ass, filling his bowels with semen. A devout homophobic, he refused to open his mouth when the first shit-covered cock was placed at his lips; a painful squeeze on his testicles quickly changed his mind. The only nourishment he was permitted was that he was able to suck and lick from the dicks of his abusers.

	In retrospect, skank probably had the easiest go of it, though it's doubtful she would have thought so. Shackled and chained by the ankle to a bed, she serviced customer after customer while under the supervision of a particularly sadistic Overseer. If she failed to make the right sounds at the right time, if she displayed any reluctance or hesitation and doing anything demanded of her, she was beaten. Nor was she permitted to simply lay there and accept the abuses; no, she was required to participate, to take an active role. The shock collar assured that regardless what her abusers wanted, she accommodated them without compliant. They arrived at a constant flow, one after another for the entire two weeks, her only reprieve being two breaks per day of two hour each, during which she was fed, rinsed off and permitted a few minutes of restless sleep. By the time the ordeal was over, she'd been fucked more in that two weeks than in her entire life up to that point. Finally, the time arrived. "It" was at the most fertile point in its cycle, and testing showed it had not one, but two, eggs ripe for impregnation. Preparations for the big event were complicated, but not overly so.

	Still bound tightly to its hospital bed, the young female slave was wheeled into a large, sterile-looking room. The walls and ceilings were covered in mirrors, hiding the recording equipment not so much from those inside the room as from the other cameras; it simply wouldn't do to have cameras and recorders visible in the edited version, which would be made available to the paying public. Though a full fifty cameras were positioned to record every nuance of the coming event, not a single one would be visible in the end product.

	The performance itself began when the physician who had been treating "it“

	entered the room and provided a single numbing shot to the bound slave's groin. Although it would feel nothing and be completely numb between its legs, the injection also ensured a copious flow of vaginal fluids, as well as periodic muscular spasms which would serve to entice orgasm from the male about to impregnate it.

	The male, of course, was its very own biological father, wheeled in on his own bondage frame, his body covered with angry red welts and cuts from the frequent whippings he'd received during the week. It looked at him in horror, staring at the immensely swollen member sticking out from between his legs. It appeared to be much larger than it had been when it had been forced to suck on it, and seemed to be drooling clear fluid from the head. It could see where dry cock juice glistened and cracked on his thighs; what it wasn't aware of was that much of that was from other men.

	The triad was made complete when skank crawled in, being led at the end of Sheila's leash. She, too, appeared beaten and broken, her eyes deep sockets surrounded by huge black rings of fatigue. She crawled slowly, stuporously, her mind still not comprehending what her tired eyes were seeing. Sheila bent down and whispered something into skank's ear; she nodded in a resigned sort of way.

	The male slave - still without a name - was positioned with his ankles and wrists bound to his daughters, a leather strap around his waist keeping his midsection hoisted. Carefully he was positioned until the head of his throbbing cock was mere millimeters from the entrance to his daughter's womb. A thin wire noose was placed loosely around his testicles, loose enough to not interfere with the violation of his own daughter, but tight enough that it wouldn't fall off. The end was attached to a ring in the bed between his daughter's knees, which was further connected to a small but powerful electric motor. Once thus prepared, the strap was released and the man's belly fell onto his daughter's, his cock penetrating her cunt as easily as a butterfly through the spring breeze.

	Although it was unable to feel any sensations from that part of its body, the contractions of its cunt muscles were unlike anything its father had felt before. To him, it felt as though his daughter was milking his cock like a farmer would a cow, and after almost three weeks of constant stimulation without relief, he quickly exploded deeply inside her moist sheath with the largest, most intense orgasm he'd ever felt. As his semen shot inside his daughter's fertile womb, he saw nothing but stars amidst the blackness, first from ecstasy and then from intense pain. The order Sheila had whispered to skank was carried out; as she saw her husband cum, she counted to five and then pressed the button activating the motor. The thin wire tightened and then sliced through his scrotum, causing his testicles to fall with a soft plop to the table between their daughter's legs. His brief scream of suffering was interrupted almost immediately, as he fell into pain-filled unconsciousness. He was quickly removed by two large attendants, one of whom placed a compress on his bleeding groin.

	Skank was led from the room, docilely crawling as her mind battled among the two conflicting thoughts: that she'd just performed the most despicable act on her own husband, and actually received some little bit of satisfaction from knowing he'd paid for his earlier reticence through the sacrifice of his most prized possession. Strangely, any thoughts of her daughter were absent.

	It instinctively knew it was pregnant, even before the lab tests came back positive. After its father gave it the last semen he would ever produce, it was repositioned on its knees, face down and ass elevated, in order to allow the sperm to use gravity rather than fighting against it. It somehow sensed when the coupling of sperm and egg occurred - twice - she understood. Perhaps it was some sort of psychic power that told it, or a type of inborn instinct, but it knew there were two lives within its womb now.

	From that point on, its life was slightly better. Every the businesswoman, Sheila knew the value of slave babies and had no intention of having it deliver anything less than healthy twins. It was placed on a nutritious, albeit tasteless diet of the same slave gruel it had been fed at the center, and its duties were primarily light housekeeping. It had three two-hour exercise periods each day, but other than that and occasional use for oral sex, it was left alone.

	Its father - renamed "dickless," though that wasn't entirely true - was sold to a discounter. He was, of course, useless as a breeder (not that he was all that particularly virile when his balls were attached anyway), and as someone used to working in an office, there wasn't much he was suited for. It soon became apparent there wasn't going to be a rush at the door to buy him, so the shop owner offered him out on a rental basis. For a few dollars a day, dickless could be rented out for whatever task was desired. There wasn't much interest, other than from a couple of bars who wanted someone to clean cocks and cunts after fucking, but didn't want the expense of upkeep. After two years, the discounter gave up and simply set him free; he'd never officially been registered as a slave anyway, and now he was homeless, penniless and without identification. Unable to work legally, he ended up working in an underground gay leather establishment, serving drinks while wearing a tiny pink tutu, and taking the occasional dick in his mouth or ass for a few extra dollars.

	Skank fared little better, though Sheila kept her around just for amusement, at least until the babies came. Each week, it seemed to skank, her Owner would have a new idea, something even more diabolical than the previous week. First it was having her teeth yanked out, ostensibly because someone had complained about them; in reality, skank hadn't been used orally by the supposed complainer. Next was the hysterectomy - totally needless, since she'd already passed menopause - followed by having her gash sewn closed. Sheila even loaned skank to a tattoo and piercing school, to be used for practice by those hoping to excel at the trade. When not recovering from one of these excruciatingly painful events, skank spent her time on hands and knees, scrubbing floors, showers and even the sidewalk in front of Sheila's mansion. Skank particularly hated scrubbing the sidewalk, as anyone passing by was permitted - even encouraged - to use her for their sexual gratification. Unable to obtain any pleasure herself, yet forced to display wanton delight at being used, was the most humiliating factor in skank's life to date.

	As it's belly began to swell, the pregnant slave's name was changed once again, this time to "fat piggy fuck," though Sheila and the others usually just called her "piggy." As degrading as the name was, piggy was happy just to have a name, rather than just being an "it." A name was something she could hold on to mentally, something that was almost hers even though it could be taken away at any time. Her demeanor even brightened somewhat, to the point that she was almost - not quite, but nearly - content and perhaps even a bit happy as she toiled at her daily tasks.

	As the babies inside her grew, those tasks began to change. No longer was she required to ride the stationary bicycle - it's dildo seat imbedded in one of her holes - twenty miles a day. No longer did she eat off the floor like an animal, but while seated in a hard metal folding chair, using a spoon for the first time in over a year. The only real hardships she endured were sleeping on the hard cage floor and being constantly in ankle restraints. It was the leg shackles that she disliked the most; with only ten inches of slack, walking from one point to another only accentuated her pregnant, barefoot waddle. By now, according to the doctor, the two babies weighed in at nearly 20 pounds between them; the boy was over eleven pounds, and the girl just under eight. He'd recommended a Caesarian procedure to Sheila, but she was adamant.

	"The brats will be born vaginally, and there will be no anaesthesia," she directed.

	A few weeks after her pronouncement, they were. Piggy panted heavily as the contractions washed over her, screaming in agony as the first child's head, then shoulders forced their way to freedom. Fortunately, the girl was born first, allowing piggy's body to prepare for the larger boy. Still, she could feel no difference as the second twin was born. Laying bound wrist and ankle to the sterile hospital bed, all she could do was gasp for air while blood soaked the sheets under her.

	"Did you get a chance to look at them?" Sheila asked, her face directly above piggy's.

	"No, Ma'am," the slave panted. "May I, Ma'am?"

	"Aww...I'm sorry, little piggy," she grinned. "Those two little brats you've been carrying in your cunt were just sold to a pedophile. Maybe after they're all used up...say in five or six years..." Piggy began to sob uncontrollably. Regardless of the means by which she'd become pregnant, these two babies were a part of her. She knew she'd never be able to hold them now, to touch or comfort them; it was as though a large part of her soul had just died.

	After being permitted three days to recover, piggy resumed her regular duties. Everyone could tell she was changed, though, that her heart wasn't in it. She was no longer living, but simply existing. Whenever she was used for sex, it was purely mechanical with no passion whatsoever. When she ate, there was no emotion, whether she was fed a bit of steak or a bowl of rabbit droppings, she did it automaton-like. The other aspects of her life were the same. If one were to look into her eyes, they would have seen nothing but empty holes staring back. Finally, with skank fully broken and Sheila was having no fun at all with piggy anymore, she decided to sell them both.

	 14: Renewal

	Neither of the slaves, of course, were told where they were going or who they were being sold to. As a matter of fact, they weren't even being told they were sold. All they knew is that they were being crated up for shipment somewhere, and for all they knew, it could have been to anywhere, for any reason. Instinctively, though, they both knew. Sheila had stopped tormenting them some time ago, and had pretty much ignored them for several weeks.

	For piggy, the crating process was a virtual copy of how she'd been shipped to Sheila's estate; for skank, it was an entirely new, frightening experience. There were a few significant changes; this time, strong duct tape (rather than normal transport restraints) were used to bind them. Each slave had her arms bound behind her back, several loops of tape around the wrists, forearms and elbows, causing immense pain that would only be exacerbated by the long wait until arrival at their destination. Pneumatic ball gags were used this time, placed in their mouths and slowly inflated until their jaws reached the maximum possible angle. Here their treatments differed. One of Sheila's many female assistants forced fat piggy fuck's legs apart and began tormenting the slave's clitoris, scraping it with a sharp, manicured fingernail. Once piggy was showing clear signs of arousal - sharply deepened breathing, and erect clitoris and wet vagina - an electronic egg was shoved inside her cunt. Receiving input from the slave chip implanted so long ago, it would alternate between a soft, humming vibration designed to keep piggy close to orgasm, and a painful electric shock administered each time it detected her reaching the brink. Once in place, piggy's legs were taped together in several places. Sheila watched in amusement while the young slave squirmed on the floor in pleasure, then silently screamed behind her gag as the shock was administered.

	Since skank no longer possessed a clitoris and a vibrator would accomplish nothing, a different sort of torture was necessary. In her case, after a two quart enema (which she was not permitted to expel), her asshole was filled with a butt plug and then her legs were taped similarly to her daughters. The jalapeno oils in the enema fluid ensured a most uncomfortable journey.

	Once both females were prepared and bound, they were each placed in separate galvanized steel shipping containers, which were then securely locked closed, leaving them in complete darkness. Piggy and skank both noticed a sickly sweet odor just before they both fell unconscious.

	When piggy arrived at her destination, she was alone. Her mother had been delivered to another purchaser already, though she was unaware of this fact, still bound inside the steel shipping box, aware only of the soft humming of the vibrator and the puddle forming on the floor of the box beneath her swollen, torturously aroused cunt. She laid there for several hours, the box resting in the hot sun on the front porch of her new Owner's home. Finally, as the sun began to set - she could tell it was turning to evening, because the sides of the crate were beginning to cool as the sun set - she heard muffled noises, then a slight jarring as a furniture dolly was slipped under the crate. It was wheeled inside the house, and the motion stopped. Piggy could hear the rattle of keys as someone began unlocking the padlocks securing the box, and then the lid was lifted. Piggy grimaced as the bright light blinded her momentarily, the change from the absolute darkness of the box actually being somewhat painful. She kept her eyes closed as a pair of hands reached under her shoulders, lifting her out and onto a soft, carpeted floor. Unable to kneel bound as she was, she toppled over to her side, panting as she breathed in the fresh air and carefully began opening her eyes.

	What she saw at first was puzzling, and a curious frown crossed her face. Initially, it was just a blur, a blob that slowly began to take on facial features, directly in front of her face. As things began to focus, she could make out a mouth, with a wide grin on it. She shuddered involuntarily, believing the grin to be a sadistic one and cringing at what tortures might be in store for her. The person unfastened the gag, allowing her to exercise her jaws while she tried to focus her eyes better. She blinked her eyes again, and the vision became clearer and clearer, until she could finally identify the person looking at her.

	"Billy?" she gasped. "I mean...Master?" Billy Peterson, two years younger and a year behind her in school - when she attended school, in her previous life, that is. She always thought of him as cute, but in an annoying way. Whenever they had classes together, he'd try to sit as close to her as possible, and she often caught him staring at her - particularly her legs, whenever she wore something short. She almost giggled at that thought; she used to worry about Billy trying to get an eyeful of her panties, and now she was laying at his feet, naked and helpless, with a vibrator stuffed up her pussy making her hornier than she ever remembered! Remembering...oh, my God, she thought...Billie is Kathy's brother!

	Kathy's younger brother. Kathy, who had so abused her at the class prom!

	"Correct on both counts....uh...'fat piggy fuck,' the papers say your name is. I don't think a name like that will do, but we'll worry about that later."

	"Master, this slave belongs to you?" she exclaimed, still in a state of shock.

	"No, not really...uh...piggy. God I hate that name. Okay....fuck it, I'm just going to call you 'Sheri.' I want you to know I didn't have anything to do with what happened at the prom, or making you a slave. I know everyone involved in that, though, and they're all going to pay for their conspiracy."

	"Master, sheri doesn't understand, Master."

	"That's okay, you don't have to. But the name Sheri...it's not going to work, either. Sheri was a girl I was in love with, only I don't think she noticed. Even when they brought her back to the school that night, I couldn't bring myself to use her like that. She probably didn't even notice that I was there, did she?"

	"Master..uh...no, Master," sheri answered. "This slave was a bit...uh...busy,“

	she replied, blushing. "It's a little difficult paying much attention to anything other than the prick inside you when something like that is happening. Uh, Master, could you please...uh..." She motioned towards her groin, her legs starting to spasm uncontrollably again as she started to reach orgasm, another electrical jolt causing her to stiffen and bite down on her lower lip, breaking the skin.

	"Shit, I'm sorry!" he exclaimed, thinking she was talking about the uncomfortable position she was bound in. He took out a penknife and quickly cut the duct tape, allowing her to gingerly remove the sticky tape from her own body.

	"I can understand that you wouldn't have seen me at the prom," he laughed, gently massaging his slave's wrists. "Would you believe someone was there keeping a tally? 210 different people used your body that weekend, and between fucking, sucking and pussy lapping, you were used almost 600 times? "

	"No, Master, this slave did not know, Master," she replied, blushing even more now, realizing her Owner had a complete record of who she'd fucked, in what manner, and how they rated her abilities. He was still two years younger, so his knowledge of all this embarrassed her greatly.

	"What's this?" he suddenly asked, noticing the wire hanging down from the vibrating egg inside sheri's vagina. She explained quickly, telling him that all he had to do was flip the switch to high and she'd go off like a rocket.

	"Really?" he said. "I've never seen a girl cum before." Sheri lowered her submissively, hoping he would take advantage of her current state. Then she knew she had to ask.

	"Master, please forgive your slave for asking, but are you a virgin? Please...if I have offended you, please punish me, but I'd like to know," she cowered, almost not believing she'd blurted the question out.

	"Um..." he hesitated. "Well, you probably know I've had a few girlfriends." Sheri nodded, remembering. "But to answer your question, no, I've never had sex with a girl."

	"Oh. Master, may this slave beg to be your first?" she asked, welling in pride at the notion that this boy, who she'd hardly noticed before, thought to much of her to not only save her from whoever her original Owner was, but offer her his virginity.

	"Yes, but later, I think. Right now, it looks like you have a problem, and I'd like to see you take care of it," he grinned.

	"Master?"

	.

	"I've decided I'm not going to take the egg out, and you're not going to be permitted to turn it up. I want you to sit there on the floor and use your fingers to get yourself off," he said, giving his new slave her first true commands.

	"Master, yes, Master!" Sheri had never been more pleased to obey a command in her life, hesitating only to ask what position he'd like her to be in.

	"I think sitting with your legs spread apart," he told her. "I'd like to see your face when you cum."

	Sheri immediately spun her legs out from underneath her butt, positioning herself with her ass flat on the ground and her legs spread as far as she could get them, facing her Master so that he was right at the apex and able to look directly into her wet, gaping cunt. Leaning back slightly, she put her left hand on the floor behind her, using her arm as a prop to hold her torso fairly upright, and began using the fingers of her right hand to attack her swollen gash. For his part, Billy sat back, amazed at the view in front of him, never imagining he'd have a slave of his own - let alone the girl of his dreams - masturbating so wantonly in front of his eyes.

	"Master, sheri is going to cummmm..." she said through clenched teeth. "Do you want her to be quiet or loud?" she gasped.

	"I don't really think you're going to have a choice," he replied with a sadistic grin on his face. Sheri looked up wide-eyed as he reached over and flipped the egg - still imbedded deeply inside her - to high. Now it was Billy's turn to become wide-eyed, watching in amazement as the naked teen's ass bounced frantically on the floor, fingers rapidly flicking her visibly swollen clitoris, as she screamed out with the most tremendous orgasm of her young life. He let her go on for nearly three minutes, watching her go through spasm after spasm, before finally flipping the machine off. Still, sheri continued to work her sopping slit over, rubbing the pad of her index finger over it in small, quick circles, occasionally flicking it with a fingernail. Billy watched his slave have two more, albeit smaller, orgasms.

	"Master, please?" sheri gasped.

	"What?" he answered.

	"Master, may the slave please stop?  It hurts!!" she whined.

	"Oh, I'm sorry...I didn't realize," he stammered. "Yes, of course, by all means. I thought you were going on because you liked it so much."

	"Oh, Master," she cooed, "I do like it, but when a slave is told to do something, she continues until she's told to stop. You told me to get myself off, so that's what I did, Master."

	"Thanks for explaining. I'll be more careful next time," he replied.

	"Oh, please don't, Master. I loved it!" she admitted.

	"Okay, well, it looks like I have some reading to do," he said. "Some sort of "owner's manual" and your training records, I guess. It's getting late, so why don't you go see if you can whip up something for dinner?"

	"Master, yes, Master," sheri said, almost disappointed that he wasn't going to ravage her right then and there. "Master, what would you like your slave to prepare?"

	"Oh, I dunno," he replied offhandedly, thumbing through sheri's record. "Whatever we have enough of for both of us." Sheri blinked in amazement.

	"Master, oh, thank you, Master!" she exclaimed, wrapping her arms around his feet as she pronated herself before him.

	"Huh?" he asked, surprised at her outburst.

	"Real food for me, Master? It's been so long." At his query, she explained how she'd been fed little but the paste-like gruel, and little enough of that to make sure she was always hungry.

	"That really bothers me, sheri," he said contemplatively. "Someone like you shouldn't be starving. It's not like you're fat or anything, and as long as you live with me, you can eat whenever you feel like it."

	"Really, Master?" she asked, astounded.

	"Really. Now, go find something for us while I read."

	"Yes, Master!" she said, scampering happily into the kitchen to find something for their dinner while Billy perused the two manuals that had accompanied the shipping documents.

	"Master! Dinner!" sheri called barely a half hour later. Billy got up from the couch and walked into the dining nook.

	"I hope you don't mind, Master," sheri explained, "but it's been so long since I've had any of this."

	"No, it looks fine," he laughed, "but don't you think you overdid it a bit?" He looked down to see not only the table set, but both meals already served. Each of them had two large slices of ham steak, two cobs of corn, a huge portion of macaroni and cheese, peas, green beans, sliced tomato and cucumber salad, and a large, ice-filled glass of cola. "I'm not sure either of us is going to be able to finish this!"

	"Well then, Master, I guess you'll just have to make me eat the leftovers for breakfast!" They both laughed. Sheri sat down after her Master, and began attacking her food with her fingers.

	"What are you doing, Sheri?" he asked.

	"Master, I'm sorry...you know how we at ate the center, don't you?" He nodded, having seen the pictures. "I guess I'm not used to eating like a human being. Master, may I be excused to go sit in my crate as punishment, Master?"

	"What? No," he answered surprised. "Just go into the kitchen and get yourself a place setting, then come back and eat. I meant what I said. You will never go hungry again."

	Sheri scampered into the kitchen and quickly back, sitting back down and awkwardly working the utensils. It took her a few minutes to regain her skill, and at first she reminded Billy of a toddler learning how to eat with a spoon. Soon she had it well under control, though, and to Billy's amazement, completely cleaned her plate.

	"You sure you're okay?" he asked as she shoveled the last fork full into her mouth. Unable to talk with her mouth full, sheri simply nodded, looking at her Master adoringly.

	"Yes, Master," she answered after wiping her mouth with a napkin. Then she realized why he was so concerned. "Uh, Master...permission to use to toilet, Master?" she blurted urgently.

	"Huh...yes, please...and you don't have to ask!" Before the last words were out of his mouth, his slave had already bolted down the hall to the bathroom. He almost gagged as he heard the sound of her bowels violently expelling itself into the porcelain fixture. He waited a moment, then walked down the hall and closed the bathroom door.

	"Master, did I do something wrong, Master?" sheri asked from behind the door.

	"No, I just thought you might like some privacy. You were in such a hurry, you forgot to close the door."

	"Oh, Master...that's so silly!" she giggled. "Slaves don't have any right to privacy. Didn't they tell you that in the book? "

	"Yeah, well, I still can't think of you that way," he answered, walking back. His appetite was ruined now, so he sat down to read some more. Sheri returned from the toilet momentarily, quickly cleaning the table, then washing the dishes and straightening the kink. Billy's reading was interrupted only when he would occasionally mutter a quiet, "Damn!"

	"Master, I'm done," sheri announced, coming out and kneeling naked at her Master's side, awaiting is next command.

	"They really made you fuck dogs?" he abruptly asked after a few minutes.

	"Yes, Master," she answered.

	"Damn."

	"I guess you got fucked a lot, didn't you?"

	"Yes, Master," she replied quietly. "Probably five or six times a day on average, sometimes more. When I was a prostitute, I guess maybe 40 times a day maybe?" He just whistled, continuing to read.

	"According to this, you've had at least 1,200 different men in a little over a year, not counting the time you were sent to that pimp. It says you took over 5,000...well, it says 'loads of cum' in the totals box. That's like...what...“

	he said, quickly calculating, "...a little over ten a day?"

	"I don't know, Master. I wasn't required to keep count, but that number wouldn't surprise me," she admitted. He put the book down and looked down at her, a smile on his face.

	"So, you any good?"

	"Is Master implying he'd like to find out?" she asked with a coy grin.

	"No, Master is implying he wants to take his slave into his bedroom and have her fuck his eyeballs out." Both of them laughed.

	"Master, how many this slave please you, Master?" she replied, returning the smile.  With that, Billy took his new slave by the hand and led her into his bedroom.

	"Wow," Billy commented, seeing his property splayed out in front of him. "You know, you've been naked ever since you got here, but I never really noticed how beautiful you are." The comment elicited a deep blush from the slave, currently laying on her back with her legs spread, allowing her Master full access to her body as he explored it. She flinched slightly as his finger found her erect clitoris among the folds.

	"I'm sorry...did that hurt?" he asked, concerned.

	"No, Master, it was wonderful. That was my clit. I'm sorry if you already know this stuff, but when you touch it - especially when I'm all excited and wet - I can go off like a rocket."

	"That's what you were playing with before, wasn't it?" he asked, peeling skin back and peering in for a closer look. "Smells wonderful."

	"Oh, Master, you shouldn't do that!" she squealed as his tongue lapped a stripe from her perineum to the tip of her slit. "It's not proper for a Master to go down on his slave!"

	"You mean you've never had a man lick your pussy before?" She shook her head.

	"No, Master, only other slaves," she panted as he gave her another licking.

	"So that means, at least in one way, you're still a virgin...and I'm going to be the one to take that from you! Your first cum from being eaten out by your Master!"

	Sheri wanted to laugh, but found herself simply trying to hold on as her Master gave her the oral ride of her life. After he discovered how she responded to having her clit sucked on gently while being flicked with his tongue, he tortured her to ecstacy. She came even more violently than before, saturating both her Master's face and the bedding beneath her with her juices. When it was over, she was nearly unconscious. She lay there, panting, until she realized her Master was about to enter her.

	"Master, not yet!" she squealed, squirming out from under her.

	"What, you're not ready?" he exclaimed with a laugh. "What's wrong?"

	"Master, the slave is so wet, she's afraid her Master won't be able to feel anything. Please allow her to dry out a little, please, Master? Your slave wants her Master's first time to be...well, the best he'll ever have!" He thought that one over for a moment, watching the fluids literally seep out of Sheri's distended lips.

	"Okay, but do you think you can do it with your fingers?" he asked. "You know, stick a finger or two inside, then lick them off, and keep doing that until your kinda dry?"

	"Yes, Master, of course, but I think I'll just keep getting wetter and wetter if I do that, Master."

	"Okay, wait a minute," he said. "Just lay there and air dry until I get back." Billy scrambled off the bed, coming back a few minutes later. "I found them!“

	he announced. "A pair of my sisters panties!" He reached between his slave's splayed legs and started wiping the wetness away, then twisted the cloth into a cylindrical shape and slowly pushing it into her vagina like a dildo. Sheri lifted her hips to help, bearing down on the cloth phallus, her cunt walls spasming uncontrollably.

	"Dry enough?" he finally asked, stopping momentarily.

	"I think so, Master," she replied. "May I check?" A nod from her Master, and Sheri checked herself. Billy thought it looked like she was checking a temperature or tire pressure, so intent was the look on her face. "Yes, Master. I'm wet enough, but not too much so. Please fuck your slave, Master!" she begged.

	Billy raised himself over her quivering body, carefully positioning his still rock-hard member at his target. As he lowered himself into her, it felt like his cock was being swallowed whole. He could feel the mouth of her cunt open and close like a mouth trying to devour him, and then sheri's legs wrapped around his waist. He was lost in ecstasy, the throbbing of her well-trained hole as she tightened it around him causing his penis to respond in kind, throbbing for bare moments before his ejaculate came spewing out, filling her. As Billy came, so did sheri, timing her own climax with the first spurt of her Master's cock, knowing that even if she were punished for having an orgasm without permission, it would make her Master feel even more superior knowing what his cum did to her.

	"Wow, that was great," Billy panted, rolling off the girl. "What next...after I recover, that is?"

	"First, Master, let me clean you up, please," sheri replied, crawling between his legs. Billy gasped as sheri's lips touched the tip of his prick, licking at the droplets still bubbling out of the hole. He moaned as she licked the shaft, working her tongue clear down to his pubic hair, where the sticky remains of their coupling was most apparent. Using her tongue, she lovingly lapped away until it seemed most was gone, then went back to the top, engulfing his cock and making sure he was rock hard again before stopping.

	"Master, would you like to try another of your slave's holes, Master?" she asked gently, noting that her oral ministrations had relaxed him to the point of light slumber.

	"Huh? What?" he responded groggily.

	"Master, your slave has three holes to fuck, and you've only used two of them...and really, only one counts. Master, please fuck your slave in the ass, Master!" she begged.

	Six hours later, after a marathon fucking session, a short nap and a shower together, the two were back in the living room again. It was late, but they were both hungry, so Billy called out for pizza. Sheri waited in the living room, out of sight of the front door, while it was delivered. She couldn't remember the last time she'd eaten pizza; probably after that last winning track meet, she thought. She wanted to tear into it, but remembering her last episode with real food, quietly nibbled two pieces.

	"Master?" she asked when they were finished eating.

	"What is it?" he answered.

	"Master, why are you so nice to your slave? I mean - I'm a slave. I'm supposed to be treated like one, and you're treating me like...well...almost an equal. You let me eat whatever I want, whenever I want it; you told me I don't have to ask permission to use the toilet; and you didn't even make me beg for those wonderful orgasms you gave me."

	"I guess I'm not a very good Master, am I?" he asked by way of an answer.

	"Oh, no, Master. You're the most wonderful Master a girl could ask for!" she exclaimed. "It's just that...well...like I said, you're treating me like an equal."

	"Sheri," he said seriously. "I never wanted to own you, I just wanted to be your boyfriend. The only reason I'm even doing this is to be near you. If I could, I'd grant you your freedom right now, but you know the story on that." Indeed she did - once a slave, always a slave. "So if I can't really be your boyfriend, I still want to act like I am.  God, I wish there was someplace where we could go so you could just be a normal, free person."

	"Master," she sobbed, tears flowing freely now, "that was the most beautiful thing anyone has ever said to me. I love you!" she wailed, throwing her arms around his legs again, slathering his bare feet with kisses.  "But I AM a slave, and nothing can change that. Please, Master, use me as your slave, please?"

	"Sheri...I...I can't. I just can't."  It was his turn to cry now. Sheri didn't see it as a sign of weakness as he would have thought, but as a symbol of the love and caring he had for her. Then it hit her.

	"Master, maybe if you thought of me as something other than 'sheri.' You're still thinking of me as that girl you grew up with, only she doesn't exist anymore. Look in my training book, you'll see how many names I've had. I can't remember them all. Change my name to...I don't know," she said, looking around. "Sofa or armpit or snot, anything you want, anything but sheri. They used to call me toe, and fuckbunny, and radish, and toilet, and bitch...and a bunch of other names...before I was fat piggy fuck, Master. Find a name that won't remind you of someone who died the day she was sentenced, Master. Sheri has been dead for over a year now, and she's never coming back!" Her statement of fact hurt sheri nearly as much as they hurt Billy, but she knew it was the only way.

	The words burned through Billy like the flames of Hell, but he knew she was right. Sheri was long gone, and in her place was an exquisitely trained, totally submissive slave, who he was quickly falling in love with. He nodded through tear-filled eyes.

	"What's your favorite flower?" he asked.

	"Huh? Um...chrysanthemum, I guess," she replied.

	"No, you need a name I can actually spell," he laughed, the sadness over for both of them now. "What about...I don't know...how about 'blossom?' That way you can be whatever flower you feel like at the moment." The slave nodded eagerly, happily accepting her new name. They christened blossom's new name with another round of sex, this time intertwined on the soft carpet in front of the fireplace.

	Life went on for several months, just the mundane everyday things that happen to people. Billy still had a year of school left, but because he was now a slave owner, he rated a monthly stipend from the government that paid for his apartment and food. He wanted to take on a part-time job, but blossom said she was well-versed in financial management - a claim borne out by her training records - and they were even able to put away a small amount once in a while. Billy went to school and studied, while blossom took care of the house and finances. Billy was still unsure of himself as a Master, but he was a quick learner. He studied all sorts of books and manuals, even belonged to a couple of online support groups for new Owners. He learned a lot about not only his slave, but himself as well. He began to understand blossom better, why she was willing to risk everything and break the rules by giving her own meager breakfast to the terrified eleven year old. He realized blossom's entire psyche revolved around the desire to help others, even at the risk of her own health or safety. That was one reason he was concerned about his next step, but he knew it was necessary for blossom's emotional health. He'd even discussed the issue with a psychologist, who agreed with his plan. Then the day finally arrived.

	"We're going downtown today. I want you to see something," Billy told his slave, tossing her a silk slave gown. Similar to the garment she'd worn in the fields, this one was more comfortable, and so thin as to be nearly transparent. The material extended nearly to her knees, and there was a small silk tie attached at the waist, which she cinched up quickly, padding behind her Master as he went to the door, grabbing blossom's leash and waited impatiently for the girl to kneel so he could snap it to her collar. It was still considered a breach of protocol to allow a slave out completely naked in public, thought the skimpy attire didn't really cover much.

	"Do you remember when I told you everyone who conspired to make you a slave was going to pay for hurting you? You didn't believe me, did you?" he asked as they walked down the sidewalk, blossom two steps behind and one to the left of her Master.

	"Yes, Master, Blossom remembers. No, Master, Blossom did not believe her Master at first. She apologizes for her thoughts, Master, and begs to be punished." Billy replied with a loud laugh, "No, there's no need for punishment, my beautiful, obedient slave. The reason I asked is that I did some investigating and discovered who was the primary culprit. It wasn't Sheila after all, though she had a part in it. I can't do anything to her, but the other one, who lied under oath to make you a slave, I was able to do something about. Had it not been for her, you'd still be free, getting ready to attend college in a few months. Of course, if that happened, I'd not have the most beautiful girl in the world as my own."

	"She, Master?" blossom asked incredulously.

	"Yes, and I reported her misdeeds myself almost a year ago. I arranged for her to become a breeder," he said, "and I understand she's just about ready to whelp her first litter. We're going to go watch."

	A breeder was about as low as a slave could be. Selected for neither intelligence nor beauty, but their fertility, breeders spent their early adulthood being artificially inseminated, giving birth to slave babies, and then repeating the process over and over again, until menopause finally resulted in the end of their usefulness. Other than food and infrequent medical attention, breeders were low maintenance, needing neither the basic nor advanced forms of training blossom herself had undergone. Quite often - actually, in the majority of cases - a breeder would have her clitoris removed completely, and often had the vaginal opening surgically enlarged for no other reason than to ensure there was absolutely no pleasure involved during impregnation. Breeders were truly the lowest of the low, bred only to perpetuate the species. As blossom thought about what life must be like for a slave such as that, they arrived at the breeding facility. Walking down the glass-liked walls, blossom was surprised to see that the breeding slaves hadn't even been divested of their hair, like she and her colleagues had. Most still had a full head of hair, though most of the crotches she could see were scraped bare - probably a hygiene issue, she reasoned. Blossom reached up and ran her hand over her own hair, pleased that her own hair was growing out into something more...well...more feminine. Master Billy told her he wanted it to grow back. She wondered if she'd ever grow hair like she had before, when she was free. She realized, though, that she didn't really care. It wouldn't be an even trade, giving up slavery for something as mundane as that, no matter how badly she wanted long hair.

	Billy took blossom into one of the delivery rooms, where a breeder lay splayed out on her back, her naked body covered in sweat as she trembled with her fifth hard contraction in the past half hour. Taking little notice of anything else, blossom saw how the girl's bare pussy seemed to be bulging, her swollen belly oscillating spasmodically.

	"This is the person who set you up, blossom," Billy told her. "Look at her and see what has become of her."

	That was when blossom's eyes moved up the table, to the straining breeder's face. "Kathy?" blossom exclaimed. "It was Kathy, Master?"

	"Yes, it was, little one. I'm sorry for everything that has happened to you. I would have enjoyed dating you, perhaps marrying you some day, but my bitch of a sister had to fuck things up. I set her up to be raped - I was the first, by the way," he said sadistically, "though she'll never know that. The cops found her drunk and naked in the city park, so she was jailed on a prostitution charge. So now she'll be the one getting fucked...by a cold metal tube, every nine months. They say the tests indicate she could pump out as many as thirty brats before her womb goes cold; that's a baby every nine months for the next 25 years. After that, I've already optioned her to a whorehouse in Asia."

	"Master," blossom said quietly, dropping to her knees. "Master, blossom doesn't need revenge, Master."

	"I know, my love...but I do. That bitch took my girlfriend away from me, and all I have to show for it is a slave," he said, reaching down and patting the kneeling girl's head just as his sister let out a blood-curdling scream. They both looked up and saw the baby's head crowning.

	"Master, can we go now? I think I would like a baby some day, if it pleases you, but before that happens, could we go home and practice making a baby first?!"

	~ Fin~
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Synopsis: A young girl's tale of how she became a high school sex slave and her life afterwards.

	The day I met my future husband was the day he took my virginity and made me his slave.

	I can still remember even the tiniest details about that day, even though it was over 30 years ago. I was early spring, just before what was then known as “Easter Vacation.” I could describe the weather, the exact hue of blue in the sky, the sounds, even the smells in the air. But you wouldn’t be interested in that.

	I was a sophomore in high school, not a particularly outstanding student, nor a popular one At 4’8”” tall and just 90 pounds, I had scrawny, thin arms and legs. My hair was either a dark blonde or light brunette, depending on the lighting, and was always cut shoulder length and straight. My parents dictated my appearance, just like they did my clothing Always “sensible” shoes (some would just call them clunky), a shirt, blouse, and knee socks. In warmer weather, the skirt would be replaced with a jumper, but always the same shoes, knee socks and blouse. My bra and panties? Nothing but plain white cotton; even something as innocent as undies with the days of the week embroidered on them were considered too risqué’. My parents wouldn’t allow me to wear makeup of any kind, saying I was still too young. It didn’t matter that the few friends I had wore it, or that every girl in school did…even those several years younger. They’d just look at me and give the old, “If your friends jumped off a cliff” speech.

	A “good girl.” That’s what I was, though you’d never know it now. I always did exactly as my parents asked. I did my chores, kept my room tidy, helped Mom with the housework, and paid studious attention in class. I don’t think I even missed turning in a homework assignment, though I admit I wasn’t really very good, at least in academics. My forte was in Home Economics classes…cooking, sewing, and the like. In retrospect, I can see that my upbringing and educational interests were merely preparation for what my life would eventually become. Puberty arrived over summer vacation. Although I’d been menstruating since the seventh grade, nothing else really changed until the end of my freshman year of high school. On the last day of school, I was still wearing a training bra. By the time school started again in September, I was wearing a D cup. This lead to a lot of rumor – the hateful, spiteful kind – about whether I stuffed my bra, had implants, or was taking some sort of hormones. If only those were true. My new breasts bothered me immensely, getting in the way all the time and causing my back to ache from the extra weight. I also noticed that my hips were getting wider, and my ass larger. I didn’t like what was happening to my body, but the worst was the hair that began to sprout everywhere. I hated it, and it grew so fast that I had to shave my legs and pits just about every day to avoid that itchy, uncomfortable feeling. There was a forest between my legs, but I never even thought about doing anything with it. Like I said, I was a “good girl,” never even touching myself except accidentally.

	In short, I was the stereotypical Plain Jane, the only attributes immediately noticeable were mammaries overly large for my age. They were extremely sensitive, too, but I knew that giving myself pleasure like that was something no “good girl” would ever do. Just like that patch of hair between my legs; I knew things were changing “down there,” but except for the washing necessary in the tub, I never even considered touching myself. I was so virginal that I’d never even had an orgasm.

	I guess that’s why I was so surprised – shocked would probably be a better description – when HE noticed me. HE was Robert Tanner, student body president, four sport jock, and although I didn’t know it yet, my future Master.  I was standing next to my open locker when he walked up behind me. I didn’t even realize he’d approached until he grabbed my hair and spun me around, his hand forcing my head back so my eyes were fixed on his.

	“This afternoon, behind the locker room. If I’m not there by five, wait for me.“

	 Those were the first words he spoke to me, and I realized later, the first command to his slave. He released my hair, and my head automatically fell forward, my eyes looking down at the ground in front of me. He didn’t even wait for a response, and I didn’t think about disobeying. Even if I’d had other plans, HE had just given me an order and knew I would obey it.

	School got out at 3:30, and even though I knew I’d have at least a 90 minute wait, I didn’t want to be late. I took my books with me and sat down against the cinderblock wall of the gym, using the time productively by working on my homework. My only worry was that my parents expected me home immediately, but the choice I made wasn’t much of dilemma. I’d just tell them I stayed at school to work on my homework and meet with a friend. It wouldn’t really be a lie, would it?

	Robert – Master – was on the track team. He played football, basketball and tennis, too, but track was the seasonal sport at the moment. He competed in several events, but the pentathlon was his specialty. The team usually practiced until six or seven, but because the state tournament was in three days, they were taking it somewhat easy and concentrating on form. That’s why he told me to be waiting for him at five. It turned out he was late, but I didn’t mind. I saw the team depart the field, and was standing there waiting for him when he walked out of the locker room door, dressed in his practice uniform. My heart skipped a beat when I saw him, but when he pulled his jersey off and tossed it at my face, my body went limp as the scent of the damp, sweaty shirt filled my nostrils. His torso was sculpted like an Adonis; he was the stuff of the romance novels I secretly read in my darkened bedroom, hiding them under my mattress so my parents wouldn’t find them. I started to stand as he approached, but he put his hands on my shoulders and forced me back to the ground.

	“You look good on your knees. Stay there until I tell you otherwise.”

	I just looked up at him, all doe-eyed.

	“Someone said you stuff your bra, but I told him you were too much of a prude. I think if those tits weren’t real, you’d be trying to show them off rather than hide them, so I bet him ten bucks he was wrong. So, are those your real tits or what?” The way he looked at me, I knew I had to answer truthfully. He’d know if I lied, and besides, I was a good girl and good girls didn’t stuff their bras.”

	“Ye, Sir,” I mumbled. I could see the satisfied grin on his face as I felt blood rush to my face.

	“Prove it,” he commanded.

	“”Huh?” I replied, startled and not believing what I just heard.

	“I said prove it, slut. Show me your tits.”

	My hands trembled as they worked at the buttons of my blouse, my entire body flushed with…well, I’m not sure what. Fear? Anticipation? I’m just not sure what it was. Eventually, though, my top was completely unbuttoned, and I opened the front of the blouse to expose my bra-covered breasts. I looked up at him expectantly.

	“I said show me your tits, dipshit, not your fucking bra. Take all that crap off,” he said. I hesitated only a moment, taking a deep breath and gathering my composure first, before quickly shedding the blouse and then unclipping the bra straps, letting them fall down my arms, exposing my chest to a boy – a man – for the first time ever.

	“Not bad. Looks like I win ten bucks,” he chuckled. “Should have brought my camera, but I guess if he doesn’t believe me, you’ll just have to show him. You’ll do that, right?” he half asked, half commanded.

	“Yes, Sir,” I replied, mortified that I was probably going to have to display myself just like this for someone else. Well, at least there weren’t any photos…yet.

	“So let’s see the rest of it,” he ordered.

	“Sir?” I asked, not wanting to believe he was asking what I thought he was.

	“Get the rest of the crap off, bitch. It’s time I decide whether or not you’re worth my time, and before I do that, I want you naked.”

	I nearly peed my pants right there. From the expression on his face, I knew it was either take off my remaining clothes or have them forcibly removed. At least if I took them off myself, they’d probably still be in condition to be worn home. “I knew you were a hot little bitch,” he said laughingly when he saw the damp spot on my panties. I was mortified when he took them from my hand and held them to his face, inhaling the scent. How gross! Of course, I had no idea how many formerly gross things I’d be doing in the next few days. I could only watch as he took the rest of my clothes and tossed them into the dirt several feet away.

	“Hands and knees,” was his next command. “Legs spread and ass in the air. A slut’s first time should be like a bitch.” Oh, God, I thought…he’s really going to fuck me! Again, though, my body obeyed almost without thought as I turned away from him, spreading my legs and raising my ass for him. I’d read all the romance novels and had dreams of a husband gently taking my virginity on our wedding bed, me dressed in white lace, but at that moment, I knew the fallacy of this fairy tale. Instead, I was on my hands and knees in the dirt behind a high school gym, about to be raped like the bitch I really was. I could feel the wetness dripping from my cunt, the swollen lips feeling like they were flapping in the wind. Even Robert noticed, commenting that he’d never seen a bitch so ready to lose her cherry.

	I felt his hands between my legs, the first time anyone had ever touched me down there. I’d never even masturbated; not really, though I’d once taken a mirror to see what I looked like. The sensations I was feeling as he opened me and played his fingers over my slit was overwhelming. I gasped when he positioned the head of his dick at my untouched opening, waiting for the pain I’d read in those romance novels. I wasn’t disappointed in that respect, as he grabbed my shoulders and thrust himself fully inside me, tearing my hymen with a force that I never even thought was possible. It was all I could do to keep from screaming; afterwards, I discovered that I’d managed to bite through both sides of my lower lip, experiencing my first ever orgasm as he pummeled my virgin hole. He was far from gentle, pounding relentlessly at me without apparent concern for anything except shoving as fast and hard as possible. I felt him harden – something I wouldn’t have believed was possible – and then heard a moan, feeling for the first time in my short life the wonder of a man’s semen spurting deeply into my womb. I barely had a moment to catch my breath, though, before he pulled out of me and swung me around.

	“Clean it, slut!” he commanded, waving his turgid, blood-streaked cock in my face. Again, I didn’t even consider disobeying, simply opening my mouth and allowing him to shove his slime-covered member into it. I must have sucked and licked for a half hour before he was finally satisfied.

	“You need some practice, but you’re trainable,” he said, looking down at me as he pulled his clothes back on. “From now on, no panties or bras – ever – and whenever we’re together, you’re barefoot. Got it?”

	Oh, God, I thought for at least the fifth time that afternoon…”Whenever we’re together,” he said! My thoughts were teeming, but a sharp slap to the side of my head quickly brought me back to reality.

	“Did you hear what I said, cunt?” he demanded.

	“Yes, sir,” I responded meekly, staring at the ground as befitted my new position.

	“Tell me what I said, then,” he ordered.

	“Um…I have to be barefoot whenever we’re together, Sir?” Though I’d heard everything he said, those were the only words that my brain processed.

	“Concentrate, bitch,” he said, a fist to the side of my head. “What else did I say?’

	I thought hard for a few seconds before it came back. “I’m supposed to be naked when I’m with you?”

	“Close enough,” he laughed softly. “Oh, and one more thing. I want to be able to actually see your cunt tomorrow. The forest goes,” he said, reaching out and grabbing a tuft of my pubic hair, causing me to squeal in pain as he pulled them out by the roots. “I plan on seeing how sweet you taste tomorrow, and I don’t want any rug burns on my face.”

	“Yes, sir,” I replied automatically, not realizing until I looked up that he was already walking away.

	I crawled to where my clothes lay, picking up the blouse and skirt – ruined, I saw – and tried to clean them off as best as I could. I struggled into my shoes and knee socks, my body battered and bruised, my knees bleeding from the gravel I’d been kneeling on for over an hour. I finally stood up, my legs shaking, and took one last glance at the undergarments laying on the ground. As I turned my back for the long walk home, I didn’t realize I’d never again wear such garments.

	I managed to sneak into the house without being spotted, rushing into the bedroom to clean up. I was usually quite fastidious about being clean, so nobody thought anything about the mid-afternoon bath I was taking. They knew I didn’t like using the showers in the girls’ locker room.. As I stripped my filthy, ruined clothes off, I looked at myself in the mirror. There was a faint red mark on my face where he’d hit me, and I could still see handprints on my tits. They weren’t breasts anymore, I thought to myself. Only good girls have breasts; sluts have tits, udders or milkbags. There were bleeding scrapes on my knees where the gravel had dug into the skin while he was fucking me, but most of all, I could clearly see drying semen in my pubic hair and on my thighs. I started the tub, sitting on the toilet while my mind went over all the things that had happened today.

	I was so confused. I was a good girl, but being used like a slut was so exciting for me, like I was alive for the first time ever. I knew I could never be a virgin again, but did I really want to be a slut, or worse? I climbed into the tub and carefully washed my abused body, knowing that if I didn’t do as he’d told me – if I showed up at school with undergarments on and my pubic hair intact – one of two things would happen. Either he’d never see me again, or I’d be beaten and then raped. At this point, I was so confused that I wasn’t sure which eventuality was worse.

	In the end, of course, I did shave. I had to use a pair of scissors first, dumping the clumps of hair into the toilet so they wouldn’t clog up the tub drain. Then I took my razor out, lathered up, and carefully scraped away what hair remained. It was difficult since I couldn’t see what I was doing and was afraid of cutting myself – how would I explain it if I had to go to the hospital? But after three tries, I finally got it to the point that I couldn’t feel any stubble anywhere. Just for good measure, although I’d just done it the day before, I re-shaved my pits and legs. That way, if there was any hair remaining in the tub after I rinsed it out, I’d have an excuse.

	Dinner that night was uncomfortable for me, to say the least. I’d been forbidden from wearing panties or bras, so I ate quietly, wearing a knee-length skirt and a blouse with a heavy sweater over it. I checked myself in the mirror before going downstairs, and unless you knew I wasn’t wearing undergarments, you couldn’t tell. Still, I was unusually quiet during the family meal, so preoccupied that even my dad mentioned it. I shrugged his comment off, saying that I was thinking about my homework and a fictitious test the following day. He seemed to believe me, though.

	After dinner, I went back up into my bedroom and fired up my computer. I needed to understand what was going on inside me, and did a few web searches. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, but one thing I knew was that Robert had decided to make me his sex slave. So that was the fist term I entered. I found a lot of stuff, primarily fictional stories, but as I read them I realized maybe this really was what I needed. I found a couple of other sites that talked about power exchange, submissiveness, and other terms I’d never really paid much attention to. It was almost midnight when I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, so I quickly clicked on the school’s web site, their front page loading just as my door opened. “Young lady, it’s way past bedtime,” my mother scolded. I told her okay, shut down the computer, and went to bed. For as long as I could remember, I’d worn pajamas to bed. Tonight, I just hung up my clothes and climbed between the sheets naked, tweaking my nipples and fingering myself like a slut until I finally fell asleep.

	I awoke the next morning exhausted, having fingered myself all night long. I knew I’d had at least four or five orgasms, but none were like the one Robert had given me the day before. The dried vaginal fluids left a sticky, shiny residue on my hand and between my legs, and I knew I had to bathe again before getting ready for school. This wasn’t unusual for me, as I often perspired at night. My family wouldn’t be surprised that I’d taken a bath after school yesterday and another this morning.

	While the tub filled, I inspected my carefully denuded body. My knees were still pretty scraped up, but the bruises on my breasts – tits, I reminded myself – were nearly gone. My bare vagina (I couldn’t bring myself to call it a cunt or anything else yet) showed a little redness and swelling, but that could have been from the fucking I’d received, the shaving, or the fact that I’d spent the night diddling myself. Or, most likely, a combination of all three.

	At any rate, it was a quick bath, followed by all the normal morning stuff except brushing my teeth. I would save that for after breakfast. Returning to my room, I picked out one of my many “sensible” skirts, one that went to mid-calf this time to better hide my damaged knees. All my blouses were white cotton button-fronts, so the only decision I had to make there was sleeve length. I figured Robert would want as much skin exposed as possible, so I picked out a sleeveless one. On top went the obligatory sweater, hiding the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra. My usual white knee socks and black shoes finished off the ensemble, but as I put them on, I thought to what he’d told me about being barefoot. I wasn’t sure how I could do that, since I had to wear shoes at school. I’d have to find out, I guessed.

	After breakfast, I went back upstairs and brushed my teeth before leaving for school. I only had to walk about six blocks, but it felt strange to be doing so with everything under my skirt exposed to the air. I knew I’d done the same thing the day before, but now that I was able to think, I noticed sensations that I hadn’t felt before. Perhaps it was the fact that there was no hair to sop up the juices; I could feel that I was getting wet just walking down the street like that. I only hoped that I wouldn’t be leaving a visible stain on the back of my skirt when I sat down!

	Although I looked for him, I didn’t see Robert until just before lunch ended. I was standing in front of my locker, searching for a lost homework assignment among the books, old lunch bags, and assorted trash. The front of my head was actually inside the locker, when I felt a hand slip between my legs.

	“Steady, slut,” I heard Robert’s calm voice order as I jerked forward, my head banging against the inside of the locker. I took a deep breath and spread my legs for him, as his thumb wormed its way inside my newly-shaven hole. His other hand reached under the bottom of my blouse, feeling its way upward until it found my naked breast.

	“Good girl,” Robert purred into my ear, taking his hands off my body. “I want you to skip your last class today. Go to the back door of the boy’s locker room – right where we met yesterday – and get undressed. You can hide your clothes behind the bushes if you want. Once you’re naked, slip in the back door and go to the middle toilet stall. After you go in, lock the stall, squat on the toilet so nobody can see your feet, and wait for me. Understand?” he asked, grabbing my chin and forcing my face to look up at his.

	“Yes, Sir,” I mumbled, my mind a jumble of emotions.

	“Just remember to keep quiet while you’re in there. If you get caught, you’ll probably end up gang raped, and there won’t be anything I’ll be able to do about it.” He made it sound like a gang rape wasn’t exactly what he intended.

	I did just what he told me, my own concerns set aside by my desire – need? – to obey. As soon as sixth hour was over, I scampered out of the building and hid, crouching down behind some shrubs, until I was relatively sure I wouldn’t be seen. Quickly, I slipped around to the back of the school building, arriving at the rear entrance to the locker room just as I heard the last gym class of the day starting their warm-up exercises. The bushes Robert had mentioned were quite thick and close to the door, so I was able to wiggle behind them, quickly divesting myself of the few clothes I was wearing – carefully hanging my skirt and blouse on the branches this time – and slipped into the locker room.

	The first thing I noticed was the odor. It was definitely unlike the smell of the girl’s locker room, in which the mixed scents of soap and perfume filled the air. The boy’s locker had a more heady aroma, one of sweat and humidity. I didn’t have time to really pay much attention, though, as I entered the restroom area. There were five toilet stalls; I quickly tiptoed into the third one, and as instructed, locked the door and then stood on the toilet seat, squatting precariously so my head wouldn’t be seen over the top of the stall. I braced myself against the left and right walls with my hands, only momentarily glancing down to see that whoever had last used the toilet had failed to flush. Three large turds were floating in the yellow water. Whether it was my imagination or not, the odor of urine and fresh shit soon seemed to fill my nostrils.

	I squatted there for what seemed like hours, naked and vulnerable, the knob on the stall door my only protection. Eventually, I heard the boisterous sounds of boys coming back from the P.E. field, their yelling and shouting as they looked forward to the coming weekend. Over the sounds of the showers, I could clearly hear the sounds of urine splashing in the urinals just across from my hiding place, as boys voided their bladders mere feet from me. I tensed as the stall immediately to my right opened; grunts and farting noises were followed with the sound of solid objects hitting water. Perspiration covered my body as I crouched down in my hiding place, the muscles in my thighs trembling with the extended exertion of remaining in place.

	The noises finally tapered off, eventually becoming low murmurs and bangs, the sounds of lockers and the spring-loaded locker room doors slamming shut. Still, I remained silent and motionless, knowing anyone out there could hear me if I so much as coughed or sniffled. Then I heard footsteps approaching my hiding place.

	“Kneel on the floor, facing the toilet,” Robert’s voice said softly. I breathed a sigh of relief before climbing down to the floor. I painfully lowered myself to my knees, the muscles in my legs screaming after the prolonged immobility. I turned, my face inches from the shit-filled toilet. Strong hands grabbed my ankles, and I felt something firm yet soft being fastened around them. Then, without warning, my feet were jerked backwards, pulling me rearwards under the stall door. A bare foot was planted on the back of my neck, warning me without a single word not to move. I lay there, naked, while my wrists were bound behind me. The foot moved to my back, pressing down between my shoulder blades, as a metal choke chain was slipped over my head. A leash was attached to it, and then as the foot was removed, a sharp jerk pulled me to my knees. As I looked up, I saw that I was surrounded by naked boys, all with their hard dicks pointing at me.

	“You’re right, she does have big tits for a young skank,” one of them commented, reaching down and grabbing one of my breasts, squeezing it until I winced in pain. “I can’t wait to see them all marked up. You gonna have them ringed, like that last cunt?”

	“No, I have other plans for these milkbags,” my Master, Robert, answered. “But let’s get this part going, okay?” Then he turned to me. “Cunt, today you’re going to earn the title of slut. The first thing you’re going to do is suck each and every one of these cocks, then you’re going to let my friends use any hole they want to finish off in. And when they’re done, you’re going to use that slutty little oral fuckhole of yours to clean those cocks off. Got it?” he said, pulling on my hair.

	“Yes, Sir!” I screamed, a burning pain in my scalp.

	I’d seen most of the boys around school, but only knew a few by name. The first one to walk up to me was a huge – probably 6’5”, 250 pound black guy who played on the football team. His cock was just as big as everything else, and he wasted no time in cramming himself into my mouth. Without warning, he grabbed my ears and pulled me into his groin, his cock causing me to gag and wretch as he forced it into my throat. The other boys just laughed as he rammed my nose into his curly black pubic hair again and again while my face turned red, then blue from the lack of oxygen. He finally pulled away, allowing me a few seconds of coughing as I tried to fill my lungs.

	“You’re going to have a rough time if you don’t learn how to breathe around a hard cock, cunt,” Robert said, slapping me in the face. “You’re going to be sucking cocks every day for the rest of your life, and you’d better learn quick!” He then turned to his friends. “She’s obviously not worth a damn as a cocksucker – yet – so what say we get on with the main event?” A chorus of voices in agreement was all the answer he needed.

	I gasped as I was lifted into the air, Robert’s firm grip on my elbows causing the metal handcuffs to tear painfully into my wrists, while someone else grabbed my legs. They carried me into the locker room itself, laying me face-up on one of the wooden benches. Robert lifted me into a sitting position so he could release the restraints, then pushed me backwards, the back of my head smacking against the bench. My arms were pulled over my head, and the cuffs reattached so that my hands were secured around the metal pole supporting the bench. My legs were draped over either side of the bench and then each tied to a locker on opposite sides of my body, leaving me widely spread and completely helpless.

	One by one, the athletes took their turn with me, ramming their hard cocks deeply into my swollen, tender cunt, then shoving their cum-covered members into my mouth and forcing me to suck them clean. By the time the sixth or seventh person used me, I’d experienced several orgasms and was completely unaware of my surroundings. My cunt was numb by this point, but I could feel the warm semen sloshing around and flowing down my naked thighs. At some point, my ankles were released and someone forced my legs over my head, holding them there so I was even more exposed. I barely noticed the bright flashes of light as several cameras were used to record my abuse. Held in that position, even more “customers” plunged into me, so many that I lost count. By now I was completely delirious, covered in sweat and cum. I barely noticed when my legs were pulled even further back and spread even more widely until I felt the pain in my thighs. It was like someone was trying to rip me apart, like a turkey wishbone at Thanksgiving. The sharp pain caused me to open my mouth to scream, but before I could get a sound out, some stuffed a sweat-covered jock strap into it, forcing my mouth shut with a sharp smack to the underside of my chin. I started to wretch and gag as the acrid, salty taste assaulted my throat, but a strip of duct tape – I had no idea where it came from – was slapped across my mouth, forcing me to either deal with the foreign object in my mouth or choke. It was then that I felt fingers pawing at my ass, spreading my ass cheeks apart. Someone started slathering something cold and slick up and down my butt crack, stopping momentarily to slide a thumb or finger into my rectum. I tensed the first time, getting a slap across the face as my Master registered it as a lack of enthusiasm on my part.

	“It’s going to happen whether you want it or not, cunt, but it’ll be a lot easier on you if you just relax and take it. But if you want more punishment, go ahead and try to close that anal fuckhole of yours.”

	I just moaned in embarrassed anxiety from what I knew was going to happen. Just like he said, whether I wanted it or not, I was about to get butt-fucked. A thought ran through my mind at that moment, something I’d heard somewhere that went, “If you’re going to get raped, you might as well relax and enjoy it.” I doubted if I was going to enjoy it, but I was going to try to relax as much as I could.

	At the time, I didn’t realize who my Master had selected to take my anal virginity, but when I saw the muscular black torsi, I knew it was the same football player who’d nearly killed me when he forced his huge cock – I found out later it was 11” long and five inches in diameter – down my throat. Now he was going to stick it up my ass, which had never taken anything larger than a thermometer…and not even that since I was three years old!

	I gasped as I felt his warm fingers grab my ass cheeks and spread them apart, his thumbs forcing their way into my ass. His thumbs prodded, moving in and out as he slowly opened me up, soon replaced with two and then three fingers as he entered further and further. I finally felt the tip of the lubricant bottle entering again, squirting its contents deeply into my bowels.

	“Ready, cunt?” Robert asked, grabbing my hair and forcing me to look at him. All I could do was moan in reply. “It’ll be easier if you make like you’re trying to shit when he puts it in you, but it really doesn’t matter to me either way.”

	The cameras came out again as the huge, black cock prodded at my asshole, slowly forcing itself past the rubbery ring protecting my bowels. I tried to bear down as much as possible and felt my sphincter expand a little and cause the pain to ease a little. But when my rapist decided it was time to complete his task and shove himself fully inside me, I screamed – or would have, had my mouth not been full of rancid jock strap – in agony. The pain was incredible, and I felt as though my insides were being ripped through as he sawed his huge cock in and out, slamming the tops of my thighs into my swollen breasts with each forceful thrust. It was as though he was taking his whole race’s revenge for centuries of white abuse out on my poor ass. My eyes couldn’t focus, and filled with tears as snot began pouring out of my nostrils. I grunted and moaned in agony, the only thing I could do, as he pummeled my body into submission. The abuse seemed to go on forever, and then with one final, thrust, I felt his hot semen shooting up into my intestines. He pulled out, and again the cameras recorded for all posterity my naked, beaten body, this time showing my swollen, open ass, with cum dripping out of it.

	My abuse was hardly over, though, because before I could even catch my breath, I was pushed to the floor and dragged by my hair to a kneeling position. The duct tape was unceremoniously ripped from my face, causing me to squeal in even more pain and cough the filthy undergarment onto the floor. When I looked up, the turgid black cock was waving in my face, streaks of blood, shit and cum clearly visible. “Clean it, cunt!” my Master commanded, and without hesitation, I opened my mouth and let the monster invade me once more. The taste was even worse than the sweaty underwear that I’d just taken out of my mouth, the combination of feces and lubricant particularly foul. It was all I could do to keep from gagging, but I’d learned from my earlier experience that coughing or retching would just cause further punishment. This time I was fortunate, as he didn’t try to impale himself into my throat, preferring to allow me to lick and suck his dick, balls and thighs until he was clean. As a finale, he sat down on the bench where I’d just been fucked, and ordered me to clean his bare feet the same way.

	The one thing I’m still thankful for was the opportunity to use the shower before I was sent home. In future weeks, I’d often not be allowed to bathe for several days – one time it was a full month – regardless how many times I’d been used.

	When I was finally somewhat clean, I found a pile of dirty clothing on the floor next to my dress, which someone had retrieved from behind the bushes. That’s when Master advised me that one of my duties from now on would be to wash the gym socks and jock straps of each of his friends each weekend, returning them before school on Monday. I was then dismissed, and limped slowly home, barefoot and clutching an armload of boy’s gym underwear in my arms, praying that nobody would notice. On future Fridays, I’d be sure to have a book bag or backpack in which to secrete them. Fortunately, the house was empty when I arrived, and I was able to stuff the sweat-coated undergarments under my pillow before changing into something more presentable. As much as I wanted to, I refrained from wearing any undergarments, afraid that Master would find out somehow, and I’d be punished even worse. How anything could be worse than what I’d undergone that afternoon, I had no idea. But I was still extremely naive.

	I didn’t hear from Master all weekend, but the memories of what had transpired over the past few days kept me wet and excited. My parents must have wondered what I was doing with all the time I spent in my room. If they’d only known I was laying naked on my bed, splayed out with some boy’s dirty jock strap over my face, inhaling his scent while I diddled myself to seemingly endless orgasms. In just two days, I’d gone from good girl to wanton slut!

	I managed to get all the undergarments washed over the weekend, thanks to laundry being one of my normal chores. I had a couple of heart-stopping moments, though, when my mother walked in; once while I was dropping a handful of jock straps in the washer, and another while I was sorting out everything (they had their names or initials on the socks and jock straps, so I was able to fold them all together).

	Monday morning finally arrived, and I left for school in my normal attire – skirt, blouse, sweater, knee socks and clunky shoes. I was told to be waiting at the locker room again, an hour before school started. I made up some excuse for my parents – I can’t remember what, but they must have believed me – and headed out.

	I wasn’t sure what Master would want, but I wanted to please him, so as soon as I arrived, I stripped my clothes off and knelt in the dirt, waiting for him. I wasn’t sure if that’s what I was supposed to do, but I figured he wouldn’t punish me for it. I’d had a chance to examine myself in the mirror several times over the weekend, and although they weren’t as noticeable now, I knew my body was still covered with bruises. Fortunately, none were visible when I was clothed, but kneeling there naked, I could look down and see the marks where my tits (I no longer thought of them as “breasts”) had been mauled, and splotches on my thighs.

	I was lost in my own thoughts when the door to the locker room opened. I looked up and saw Master standing there. He looked back at me, smiled, and motioned for me to get inside. I gathered the book bag full clean, folded gym clothes, and crawled in after him. Crawling wasn’t anything he told me to do, but it just felt like the right thing. The entire group of boys who’d taken me so forcefully on Friday afternoon were all there, sitting on the benches, all naked from the waist down. Master whispered instructions to me, and I obeyed, crawling down the line, stopping at each athlete to offer him his freshly-laundered clothing and then showing my thanks for allowing me the privilege of doing so by lavishing kisses on each bare foot. From the odors emanating from some of them, I was willing to bet that quite a few didn’t bother to bathe over the weekend, but that didn’t matter to me. I was obeying, pleasing my Master, and humiliating myself all at the same time. My thighs glistened with the juices my body was producing. I was, for the first time in my short life, in that place known as “sub space.”

	When I was finished, Master had me crawl back up the line again, taking each cock into my mouth for a moment, savoring the different sizes, textures and tastes. I wasn’t allowed to suck anyone off, though; it was almost time for school to begin. I was allowed to retrieve my clothes and got dressed just in time to get to my first class.

	Nothing happened that morning, though several of the boys from the locker room made moaning noises or grabbed their crotches while staring at me. I went from class to class as though in a daze, thoughts of my morning session racing through my mind. I was still wet, and could only hope that nobody else could smell the odor coming from between my legs. Between each class, I rushed to the restroom to dry myself off as well as I could. I made a mental note to bring tampons to wear to classes from now on.

	I didn’t see Master until lunchtime, when he accosted me as I was walking with my lunch bag to the cafeteria.

	“What’ja bring me for lunch, cunt?” he asked, ripping it from my hands. He pulled each item out, looking them over before casually tossing them in a nearby trash can. He kept the apple my mom had so thoughtfully packed, taking a couple of bites out of it before asking me if I was hungry.

	“Yes, Sir,” I replied meekly. I’d only had a small bowl of cereal before school.

	“Tough shit,” he laughed. “Get used to it…and make sure you start bringing something edible. Like, make some excuse tomorrow to get out of class early, and go pick me up a Quarter Pounder meal from McDonald’s, got it?”

	“Yes, Sir,” I responded automatically.

	“Come on, we have places to go,” he ordered, grabbing me by the arm and leading me to the parking lot, where we got in his car. He made me pull my skirt off and spread my legs so he could finger-fuck me while he drove. I wasn’t sure where we were going, but at that point, I only hoped he’d fuck me when we got there. All thoughts of the hunger pangs in my belly had been replaced by the pressing need between my legs.

	As it turned out, I wasn’t going to get fucked, at least not the way I hoped. After driving across town to an area I’d never been, we pulled up in front of a dingy strip mall. I could see a liquor store, a thrift shop, and an adult bookstore. I was told to put my skirt back on and get out of the car. The parking lot was strewn with trash, cigarette butts, and a few broken bottles. My shoes were left on the floor of the car.

	“There’s a package waiting for you in there,” he said through the rolled-down window. “Just tell the guy at the counter your name is ‘cunt,’ and he’ll get it for you. Put everything in the package on – or in – and then thank him with a quick blow job. Oh, and from now on, whenever you have a dick in your mouth, you’re naked. Got it?”

	“Yes, Sir,” I replied, my body shaking even though it was warm out. He motioned for me to get on my way, and I began carefully threading myself through the asphalt lot, avoiding the broken glass as I slowly walked barefoot towards my destination. Arriving at the door, I glanced back only to see Master sitting in his car, a cigarette in his hand as he patiently waited.

	The first thing I noticed upon entering the bookstore was the smell. An odor of some aerosol disinfectant permeated the room; I’d never smelled it before, but it would become a familiar scent before long, as I would be dragged from establishment to establishment and forced to humiliate myself in front of strangers. I had no idea what my life would become at this point, however, so after taking a deep breath to steel my nerves, I approached the counter. Fortunately, except for the clerk, the store was empty.

	“Yes, can I help you?” he asked, grinning sadistically at me. The clerk was a tiny man, perhaps 5’2” tall, even shorter than me, with a balding head and what looked like three days growth on his face. He was dressed in some sort of silk-like shirt, which was open to mid-chest; he wore no undershirt. His trousers looked like something from the ’70’s disco era, pale blue double-knits. On his feet were white athletic socks and a pair of well-worn brown sandals. Around his neck were three or four gold chains. “Um, I was told you had a package for me?” I stammered.

	“Name?” he asked. For God’s sake, how many packages could he possibly be holding? “Um, it’s probably marked, ‘cunt,’” I answered softly.

	“I’m sorry, I couldn’t hear you,” he said with a lecherous grin. “Too many rock concerts, you know. What did you say your name was?”

	“Cunt! My name is cunt, okay?” I answered angrily.

	“Actually, it’s not okay, bitch,” he spat back. “If you want your package, try speaking with some respect in your voice.” I took a couple of breaths to calm down before answering.

	“I’m sorry I snapped at you. I’m here to pick up a package addressed to ‘cunt.’”

	“And your name is…?” he asked again, that same lecherous grin on his face.

	“My name is cunt,” I replied. He just stared at me, not saying anything. “My name is cunt, Sir,” I tried after a few moments. He suddenly feigned comprehension, taking a bag out from under the counter.

	“It comes to $54.25 plus tax,” he said, still grinning. “I…I wasn’t give any money,” I explained.

	“Oh, I’m aware of that, sweet meat,” he answered. “That’s why we have an alternative payment plan around here, just for sluts like you.”

	I didn’t think of myself as a slut, but I wasn’t about to argue.

	“Alternative payment plan?” I asked, assuming correctly that it would involve bartering my body for whatever was in the bag.

	“Yup, you work your debt off at minimum wage. Hell, I’ll even give you a raise up front…five bucks an hour to get your cute little ass fucked off. How’s that for a sweet deal?”

	I didn’t think it was a sweet deal at all, and if I’d had any option, I’d have walked out right then. I didn’t though, and even though I was still pretty naïve about things, I knew hookers made a lot more than that. Still, I didn’t have a choice, so nodded in agreement. Then I remembered that there were still two things I needed to do: put on whatever was in the bag, and give this pervert a blow job.

	“Sir,” I asked as politely as I could, “I’m supposed to wear whatever is in that bag. Is there someplace I can change?”

	“Hell, we don’t have no dressing rooms, sweetie. You can just do it here,” he answered, taking the bag and emptying the contents out on the counter. I recognized the dog collar and the tube had to be lubricant, but I wasn’t sure what the third thing was. The clerk saw my confusion.

	“It’s a butt plug. It goes in your ass. That’s what the lube is for, dummy.” I began to understand Master’s cryptic remark…”put everything in the package on – or in.” It didn’t register at the time, but it sure as hell did now. I picked the item up and inspected it, rolling it over in my hands, feeling the texture. It was constructed of a fairly hard latex, but hollow, to give it some flexibility. It looked like a cone of sorts, but graduated with ridges. It took me a moment to understand that the ridges are what held it in; my sphincter would rest around the indentations, keeping the invader from falling out. I blushed, amazing myself that I still could, with all I’d been through in the past five days.

	“So you just gonna stand there like an idiot, our do what your Master said and put everything where it’s supposed to go?”

	I blinked, returning to reality. I was going to have to put the collar on and shove this piece of plastic up my own ass! I took the collar first and carefully fitted it around my neck, then picked up the plug and tube of lubricant. My hands were shaking as I unscrewed the cap.

	“Tell you what,” the clerk said, grinning as he took the items from my hand. “You get yourself ready for that little tip you’re supposed to give me, and I’ll take care of this for you.”

	Almost as if in a trance, I pulled the blouse off and let the skirt drop to the floor, standing naked in front of this gross, disgusting man. He just continued to grin, licking his lips.

	“Okay, get that cute little ass over here and bend over nice for me. Get those legs spread,” he commanded, kicking my feet apart as I slowly complied. He made me use my own hands to spread my cheeks, only increasing my embarrassment. I felt him run the cold rubber phallic object up and down my ass crack, rolling it around to spread the lubricant. Then he positioned it right at the entrance to my ass, and with one violent shove, forced it completely into me. My feet hopped forward from the powerful thrust, my mouth letting out a short, high-pitched squeal.

	“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” he asked. “Or maybe it was,” he said lecherously. “It doesn’t matter to me…or anyone else for that matter. Oh, your Master said you’re to wear that all the time except to shit, understand?” He grabbed my hair and twisted me around so that his face was in mine. I could smell the odor of stale beer and cigarettes on his breath.

	“Yes, Sir,” I gasped.

	“Good, now how about that tip?” he demanded more than asked, forcing me to my knees in front of him. I could clearly see the outline of his hard cock through his trousers; the wet spot where the head was told me he wasn’t wearing any undershorts.

	“Keep your hands behind your back. Take it out with your mouth,” he demanded.

	I struggled at the zipper, taking it in my teeth and pulling it down. The stench of his unwashed body filled my nostrils as soon as his fly was open, but I still had to release the button at his waist. This proved more difficult than it appeared, taking me several minutes to accomplish. I carefully peeled his trousers down his legs, the powerful odor even more rancid now. He just stood there with his hands on his hips and grinned sadistically.

	“Get to work, bitch,” he said when I looked up. I really wasn’t going to like this, I knew, and it was all I could do to keep from gagging as my lips touched his cock. It tasted horrible, like he hadn’t bathed in a week, but there was something else, too. I managed to hold the bile down and breathed through my mouth, trying to get it as clean as possible as quickly as I could. It wasn’t easy to keep from vomiting, but after a few minutes, all I could smell was body sweat and saliva…and my own secretions, which were now dripping down my thighs. I sucked and licked, licked and sucked, and was finally rewarded with a loud grunt, a pair of hands on the back of my head, and a mouthful of cum. I swallowed dutifully, then gently licked his cock and balls dry.

	“Tasty snack, wasn’t it, cunt?”

	“Yes, Sir,” I mumbled, trying to keep from showing my disgust.

	“Glad you liked it. I guess you ought to know that I’m bisexual, and what you tasted was my boyfriend’s ass. I knew you were coming this morning, so after he and I fucked, I left his shit on my cock for you.”

	With all I’d been through, that was one thing I wasn’t prepared for. I felt my stomach heave, and I fell to the floor, emptying stomach contents on the floor. He just laughed.

	“It takes a slut to do ass-to-mouth, but only a skank would take a cock coated with someone else’s shit and suck it. Get the fuck out of my store, skank!” he yelled, kicking my clothes across the room. I grabbed them and was still trying to finish pulling my dress down over my naked body as he unceremoniously shoved me out into the glass-strewn parking lot. Master just laughed as he drove off, tossing his cigarette butt out the window, and leaving me to figure out how to get home on my own.

	I looked around and realized the strip mall was just off a main street which ran through town, which I would be able to follow until I was closer to my own neighborhood. Barefoot and nearly naked, with the filthy taste of the clerk’s shit-covered cock still in my mouth, I set out. I only had two real concerns – getting home safely, and not having anyone I knew see me in this condition.

	It was nearly four miles, I discovered later, when I finally got home and checked mapquest out of curiosity, but at least nobody spotted me. I was sore all over, particularly my ass from the rubbing of the butt plug as I trudged along. Several times I must have moved the wrong way, because I was stopped short with a sharp, almost electrical stabbing pain shooting through me. I grabbed some fresh clothes from my bedroom and went into the bathroom to take stock of myself. My feet were numb, but I noticed the soles were raw but just a little bloody. There was dried semen on my face (again), and what I think was a thin streak of what might have been shit on my cheek. My nipples were hard and erect, but also very sensitive and painful to touch. I ran my self a tub and climbed in, nearly screaming as the hot water scalded my skin. I needed it hot, though, to help with the bruises and muscle pains I was feeling.

	After I got out of the tub, I had an urgent need to empty my bowels. I remembered what the clerk said about only being allowed to take it out in order to shit, but those instructions didn’t come directly from my Master, so I wasn’t sure what to do. I had to take it out, but would he beat me if he expected me to keep it in? Then I realized that, to this point, anyway, he’d cause me very little in the way of physical pain, apparently preferring to humiliate me. So, I thought, what could I do that was humiliating? I thought about shitting on myself, but I’d just gotten out of the tub, and doing that would create a mess. Do it outside, in the back yard? It was still daylight, and our fence was chain link. Then I realized what I was supposed to do.

	Getting down on the bathroom floor on all fours, I spread my knees and pressed my naked tits into the cold, hard tile floor. Reaching back, I fucked the latex toy in and out of my ass a couple of times before slowly pulling it out, squeezing my muscles to make sure nothing else came with it. I looked at the butt plug for a moment, inspecting it and seeing not only lubricant, but the hoped-for smears of fecal matter. Smiling, I opened my mouth and inserted it, closing my lips around it and washing it with my tongue. I stood up and raised the toilet seat, climbed up with my feet on the bowl, and squatted as deeply as I could. Bracing my hands on the tank, I lowered my ass as far as I could before letting loose, almost giggling to myself as the sound of my own shit hitting the water bounced off my ears. As soon as I felt I was done, I reinserted the plug – it was much easier now, because my anal passage was not only stretched, but smeared with warm feces. What was left between my cheeks would dry there, irritating my skin to no end, but I wanted my Master to know I was willing to do these things to please him.

	Over the next couple of weeks, Master and his friends used my body every day. I was even introduced to what being a human urinal is like, willingly taking their piss into my stomach directly from the source. I never felt so degraded (and as excited) as when they pissed in me like that. I didn’t even mind when they’d piss in my other holes, but I craved being permitted to drink it.

	Eventually, of course, the inevitable happened and I missed my period. Nobody ever used condoms, and I’d taken at least five loads of cum up my cunt every day for over a month, so it shouldn’t have really come as a surprise. The only miraculous thing was that I wasn’t afflicted with any of the many sexually transmitted diseases! When I told Master, he said if anyone asked – including my parents – I was to tell them I was a nigger-fucking slut, and certainly hoped so.

	Two months later, my parents finally figured it out, and I told them everything. Yes, I was pregnant. No, I didn’t know who the father was, because I’d fucked over a hundred different people by then. No, I didn’t care what their friends – or anyone else – thought, just as long as I was fucked regularly. Then I asked my dad if he wanted a crack at what everyone else had been sampling. That’s when they kicked me out, literally. He grabbed me by the hair and threw me off the porch, yelling that neither of them ever wanted to see me again. All I could think was that I was finally free, and could live my life the way I craved it to be.

	Master, of course, took me in. I became a full-time slave for him and his father. When neither of them offered to share their bed with me, I spent my nights in the laundry room, curled up on a pile of soiled clothing, a chain wrapped around my ankle and locked to the wall. My waking hours were filled with housework, from cooking and serving meals to cleaning toilets and scrubbing floors. Master’s father was retired and stayed home during the day, so not only was I constantly supervised, but subjected to sexual use regularly. When he found out I was a willing toilet slave, he would often sit on his recliner drinking beer, calling me over when he needed to relieve his bladder. The only time I was allowed to bathe (usually a lukewarm shower) was when either of them intended to use me for sex, and I was never allowed to clean up until the next time they wanted to use me. While I was pregnant, they made sure I was well-fed (usually from a bowl on the floor), and had regular medical checkups (paid for with blow jobs). My first baby was a mullato girl, so it was pretty clear the father was probably the black linebacker who’d been the first to take my throat and my ass. She was taken from me after three days, sold to an agency that resold babies to barren couples. At least that’s where I hoped she went, rather than to someone with less than a loving home in their minds.

	Over the next twenty-plus years, I’d have many more children. Master’s plan was to have me reimpregnated as soon as possible after I delivered, To that end, he kept me on a steady diet of fertility drugs and never allowed anyone to use any form of birth control on me. I’ve finally reached menopause, though, so my baby-making days are over…after 31 children and nine stillbirths or miscarriages.

	About fifteen years after kicking me out of the house, my parents were killed in an automobile accident. They must have still cared for me, though, because I inherited everything, which by then was worth a little over a million dollars. Master flew me to Las Vegas for a quick wedding, which was celebrated afterwards by renting me to one of the numerous whore houses just outside of town. Our nuptial night consisted of him fucking a couple of young, teenage hookers while I was used by a succession of men in the next room. The next day, after I signed all my worldly possessions over to him, we were divorced. He used the photographs of me fucking all those other men on my wedding night as “proof” that I was unfaithful, and I knew better than to protest.

	Master has several other slaves in his stable now, mostly young, all fertile. I’ve been relegated to taking care of the housework, though he or his friends still use me on occasion. Sometimes I wonder what things would have been like if I’d just not shown up after school that day; then, I think, I couldn’t imagine my life having turned out any other way.
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Synopsis: Something I've dusted off from the dark recesses of my hard drive. The recollections of a middle-aged man preparing to retire from a successful career as a white slaver.

	CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVER: PART 1  I am a purveyor of female flesh. It’s really the only work I've ever done. I learned it from the ground up, on my own, and eventually became a major player in the procurement and training of slaves. Male and female, though I do prefer the thrill of turning a haughty, college educated, snobby female into a quivering mound of obedient, submissive slave meat willing to do anything for an orgasm. Breaking males is also rewarding, just not as much fun for me, personally. Now that I am preparing for what I hope to be a relaxing and enjoyable retirement, I've decided to put my life history into words. Perhaps others will enjoy my story, and perhaps even learn something from my successes and failures. Paraphrasing the old ADragnet“ series, the story you are about to read is relatively true. Only the names have been changed to protect the not-so-innocent...which may include a few well-known politicians, businessmen and news makers.

	 I somehow instinctively knew, even as a child, that my destiny was to hold dominion over women; that I was bred to rule them as much as they were deigned to serve me. Some of my earliest memories, in fact, involved thoughts of domination. In those early years, accessibility was the main issue, and the female most accessible to me just happened to be my twin sister.  Although my actual sexual use of Carolyn didn't begin until around puberty, some of my earliest recollections involve my power over her. We were really complete opposites; I had brown hair and eyes; she was a light blonde with bright blue eyes and fair skin. I grew to over six feet tall, but she stopped at five two. I was demanding, but she was quiet and demure. As long as I can remember, she always deferred to my wishes. Whether it was deciding what movie to go see on Saturday or what to have for dessert, it was always my choice. I always got the last of the ice cream, the best piece of fruit, the largest cookie, and the best seat in front of the television. Whenever I wanted something, she simply complied without argument or hesitation. No matter what the issue was, she always did whatever I wanted. In retrospect, if there ever was such a thing as a born dominant or a born submissive, we were defined by those terms.

	 When we were younger, I didn't understand her natural submissiveness, and often used coercion to get my way. I’d threaten to destroy one of her favorite toys, or that I was going get her into trouble with some outrageous lie if she didn't comply with my wishes. I never had to actually follow through on any of this, though, as she always acceded to my wishes. The need for intimidation gradually disappeared with time, as my domination over her became a natural condition for us both. Simply put, it was my place to command, and hers to serve.

	 By the time we entered the third grade, she was completely obedient to me. At home, she followed me like a puppy, eager to do my bidding. If I wanted the television channel changed, or a sandwich or drink from the kitchen, she took care of it while I relaxed on the couch. I never lifted a finger I didn't have to. Carolyn picked up my dirty clothes, cleaned my room, did my chores around the house. I never washed a dish, swept a floor or mowed a lawn unless I wanted to. The only task I kept for myself doing my own schoolwork. Even as early as elementary school, I understood that education was important to success, and in order to learn, I’d need to do my own work. With Carolyn to do my chores, though, I had more time for study and quickly established myself as an outstanding student. She, on the other hand, didn't.

	 Up until high school, there was absolutely nothing truly sexual about our relationship. Sure, I required that she dress as I wanted her to, but I did that only to display my power over her. Punishment usually consisted of me laying a belt across her ass, or sometimes, making her stand in the corner with her dress pulled up over her head. She didn't really seem to mind either, though.

	 Ninth grade was the real changing point in our relationship. Towards the end of the school year, I began exploring her budding body in great detail, tweaking, prodding and poking at all her various folds, nooks and crannies. What I’d previously thought of as just a puffy slit between her legs was much more complex...a hole, some flaps of skin, a thing she peed out of, and a little nub at the top of the slit. I discovered how she would shudder if I wiggled my finger inside her; she seemed to like it, so I’d do it from time to time. Sometimes I’d have her play with herself for me. I’d tell her to do whatever felt best, and I would watch and learn. I saw her bring herself to her very first orgasm, splayed out on the kitchen floor. I’d read about orgasms, had even had my own, but this was the first time I’d seen a girl have one.

	 I wanted her to learn about men, too, so I allowed her to explore my body as well. This, however, was only in the manner of my choosing. I let her look, sometimes touch, but always made sure whatever she did was neither unpleasurable or painful to me. I let her inspect my cock and balls, to inhale the odor of my ass, to kiss and lick me, but tit-for-tat didn't apply in all cases. For instance, I regularly stuck a finger or thumb up her ass, but would never, ever let her do that to me.  She had a few fine, silky strands of pubic hair, which I thought looked kind of nice, but decided against allowing her to keep. I somehow knew keeping her hairless would enhance her submissiveness, so I made her lay on the floor with her legs spread, while I pulled them out as they appeared. It sounded painful, and I suppose it was. She flinched a lot and even let out a couple of squeals, but she took it without any real complaint.  Later, I’d have her shave daily, and eventually, I’d have it all removed permanently.

	 I wanted to keep her in her place, submissive and subservient to me, and I thought that one way to ensure this was to humiliate her whenever possible. I began by not allowing her to wear any clothes when we were alone at home. I don’t know whether it had any effect on her submissiveness, but my plan to humiliate her in this manner was an utter failure. Nudity became her natural state, and she was often more comfortable naked than clothed. At times, I even had to remind her to put something on before leaving the house or answering the door. I know that even today she would still prefer to remain naked than wear even the skimpiest of clothes.

	 The following year was when I really started training and treating her as a slave. At home, she wasn't allowed to make any decisions of her own. I would tell her when she could eat, drink, go to the bathroom, speak, stand or sit. If she wanted to ask permission to speak, she had to indicate that desire by holding her hand in front of her mouth...and this only gave her permission to vocalize a request to speak, which I often did not grant. A request to pee was made by squatting with her legs open and her hand cupped under her cunt; to ask permission to shit, she assumed the same position and grunted. I still punished her, only now it was usually with a belt or switch directly on her cunt, or shoving something painfully up her ass.  Everything she did had to be in my presence, whether it was using the toilet, getting dressed for school, or taking a drink of water. If she felt the need to itch, she had to come to me and get permission. Other than those acts necessary for her to do at school, every aspect of her life was now being controlled by me.

	 I extended her toilet training, too, having her hold my penis for me while I peed, then licking the head clean after I was done. Of course, if her aim was off at all and I splattered on the toilet seat (or anywhere else), she was required to clean that up, too. Towards the end of the school year, I also started making her kneel at my feet while I defecated, setting as one of her chores the wiping of my ass afterwards. Eventually, she became my personal urinal, swallowing my piss as I deposited it in her mouth, but that wouldn't happen for a couple of years yet.

	 With the start of the tenth grade, I denied her the use of undergarments altogether, even at school. She was allowed to wear nothing but knee-length or shorter dresses, white ankle socks and shoes. Anywhere except school she went barefoot, unless shoes were required. She had only one pair of socks, and I let her hand-wash them just once a week, on the weekend. At bedtime, I would stuff the smelly socks into her mouth and tie them in place, then bind her hands behind her back. She slept completely naked, of course. Sometimes I’d tie her ankles to the bedposts, other times not. She had neither linen nor pillow on her bed, just a single Army surplus wool blanket, and her bedroom door remained open at all times. If I’d not let her pee before bed, I’d lay out a rubber sheet under her before laying her down to protect the mattress. Carolyn knew she was expected to wet the bed early, and spend the entire night laying in the puddle of urine on those nights. She also knew she’d not be bathing in the morning, either. Oh, the looks she got when she showed up at school smelling like piss was so degrading for her!

	 Now, being a fairly intelligent person, you’re probably asking yourself why our parents weren't noticing all this. The answer is quite simple: We had very little adult supervision. Our mother left when we were four; Dad owned his own business, and worked very hard to provide for us. A child of the Great Depression, he valued the dollar more than anyone I ever knew, and to me it seemed like making money was more important to him than spending time with his children. I understand now that having been raised poor, he wanted better for his children. Just because he wasn't always there didn't mean he didn't care about us, but based on what I've learned about his own childhood, I think he may just not have known how to relate to children. After all, he had to quit school in the fifth grade in order to help his family out; his education didn't resume until he entered the Army during World War II.

	 When we were younger, Dad would arrange for someone to be there when we got home from school. Most of the sitters he hired tended to spend more time watching TV or talking on their boyfriends on the phone than looking after us, though. The average sitter would last a few weeks at most, but that all ended when he came home early one day and found the new one passed out on the floor, a baggie of drugs on the coffee table next to her. I was finally able to convince Dad that we were old enough to take care of ourselves. He was always there when we got up in the morning anyway, so he could make sure we got off to school, and we had homework that usually took us until dinnertime in the afternoon. Surprisingly, he agreed, and suddenly I had the opportunity to extend my domination over Carolyn to nearly full-time.

	 We both received small allowances each month; Carolyn always turned hers over to me, and I never spent a penny of it. Now, though, it was time for her to start buying things. Each month, I’d give her a shopping list of items I expected her to purchase. First on the list was her new after-school outfit: a pink dog collar, a matching leash, and a pair or cheap plastic 6" costume heels I’d seen at the dollar store. The following month, it was a supply of makeup and a tag for her collar, which ASlave Carolyn“ on one side, and AProperty of“ followed by my name on the other. She couldn't wear makeup at school yet – it was against the school dress code - but I had her practice every day at home. I’d have her slather lipstick and eye shadow on her face until she looked like a street corner whore, then make her clean it off and start all over again. I took pages out of men’s magazines, and had her practice looking like the centerfold sluts.

	 This was also when I started using her sexually, as well. I found a book on oral sex in the bargain bin at a thrift store; it had apparently been place there by mistake. It didn't really contain all that much detail, but the photos were invaluable to me. I poured over it, made Carolyn study it, then tried out the techniques. It took her some time, but she was eventually able to take my entire cock mouth. I usually fucked her mouth three times a day - one in the morning, one after school, and another at bedtime. At first I let Carolyn have an orgasm for each of mine, but quickly discovered that she’d be more eager to please me if I let her go without for a few days. So I started rationing her orgasms and limiting her to just a couple a week. Sometimes, though, if I wasn't particularly pleased with her, I’d make her go without for a longer period of time. Since she had little to no privacy from me, restricting her ability to cum wasn't all that hard. After three or four days, she was usually even more compliant than normal, and after a week, would offer to do the most outrageous things just for the privilege of a single orgasm. Sometimes I took her up on her offer - once time she French kissed the neighbor’s dog - but even then, I seldom gave her the release she so desperately needed.

	 Because she would be required to dress out for gym class each day, it would be necessary for her to wear undergarments. The day before school began, I took her to the scrungiest second-hand store in town and picked out a pair of threadbare cotton panties and a bra with worn-out straps for her. Carolyn was only allowed to wear them for P.E., so I had her keep them in her gym locker. I never let her bring them home, so by the end of the year, they were torn, filthy and stiff from the accumulated sweat and other body fluids. Since she had gym right after lunch, she usually had time to get into the locker room before the other girls showed up. Every so often, though, I’d delay her - usually by getting a blow job in the bushes behind the shop building - so that she’d have to risk the other girls seeing her. Most of her classmates already had their suspicions about her, so I don’t think her not-so-secret becoming common knowledge would have changed much.

	 I added a new twist to her dress code that year, making her wear a red scarf around her neck during her period. It took a while, but some of the girls finally figured it out, and soon word was passed to the whole school...Carolyn is wearing red...she's on rag!. It was deathly embarrassing to her, and totally amusing for me. Other than the scarf and being able to wear undergarments for gym, her dress code remained the same. She wore nothing but above-the-knee dresses, socks and shoes.  There were a number of other rules I instituted, as well. First and foremost, she was not allowed to speak to any other male except a teacher or faculty member, and then only in response to a question. When spoken to by me or a male teacher, she was to keep her eyes lowered submissively (the teachers thought she was just shy) and respond in a soft, demure voice, with Asir“ being the first or last word out of her mouth. Her knees were never allowed to touch each other, and she had to sit with her bare ass on her chair seat. She was not allowed to use the toilets at school. If there was an emergency, she would come to me and I’d let her squat on the dirt behind the shop building. If she changed tampons at school, she had to keep soiled one with her until she could dispose of it at home. I can still remember the first time I made her walk home, carrying the wet, bloody tampon in her mouth. She wretched the entire way, finally vomiting on the back steps of the house.

	 Because of the way she dressed and acted, she quickly became a pariah. She had no friends, and not just because I didn't permit her to have any. The boys and girls both considered a freak, making her the butt of jokes and many rude, often obscene comments. My friends would talk to me about her, but I’d just dismiss their comments with a shrug. They knew I was one of the best students in school, while Carolyn lagged at the bottom of the class. It wasn't because she was stupid; she was just as intelligent as me. No, the reason she did so poorly in school is because I forbade her from doing any studying, and punished her for every test in which she scored a B or better. She also knew each D or F would mean I’d grant her one favor - her favorite thing was for me to give her oral sex - so she tried her best - or least - on her tests. Her future was going to be as someone’s property, and she didn't need to know much more than wash, clean, cook and fuck. Reading a cookbook was important; being able to recite the Preamble to the Constitution, understanding Siddhartha, and knowing how to graph an inequality, simply were not things she needed to be skilled at.

	 It was about this time - just before the end of our sophomore year - that Dad found out what has going on.  The day that happened, I just knew my life was going to come to an end.  CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVER: PART 2  It was late on a Saturday morning when Dad walked in on us. His normal routine was to spend the morning working, then coming home early to take us all to dinner. He'd been gone for a couple of hours, and neither of us expected to see him again until at least 3:00 that afternoon. We were wrong.

	 I'd just finished watching Carolyn bring herself to orgasm - she was being rewarded for getting a D on a term paper - this time by pressing herself onto the dining room table, rubbing her wet cunt up and down over the pointed corner, until she came, screaming. She'd just fallen to the floor, exhausted, her swollen, abused gash fully exposed, when I heard the front door open.

	  Understandably, the first words out of Dad’s mouth at seeing his 15 year old daughter splayed naked on the floor, panting from an explosive orgasm, were, "What the fuck?“

	 I, of course answered in a typically intelligent and coherent manner.

	 "Uh, hi, Dad. I...uh...didn't know you were coming home." Life as I knew it was coming to a quick end.

	 "Well, that's sure as Hell obvious. Care to tell me what the fuck is going on here? Why the fuck is your sister naked?"  This was no time for lies or bullshit. I took a deep breath. The truth, the whole truth, nothing but the truth.

	 "I don't let Carolyn wear clothes when you're not home, Dad," I began explaining.

	 "You 'don't let her wear clothes?' Just what does that mean?" he cut me off. "Why the hell would she do what you say, anyway?

	 "She's my slave, Dad."  He didn't say anything for several seconds, just moving his eyes back and forth between the two of us.

	 "Slave," he finally said.

	 "Slave,' I affirmed.

	 AYou force her to do this, then.“

	 ANo. She does it willingly, Dad. It’s just the way she is. Me, too, for that matter. Not a slave, I mean, not me. I’m the other way,“ I tried unsuccessfully to explain.

	 "And you want this, Carolyn?" he asked, looking at her.  I looked at her nodded, signaling for her to answer.

	  She averted her eyes before softly responding, "Yes, Sir.“

	 "Why? How long? Shit, I don't believe any of this," he said, shaking his head.

	 Carolyn placed her hand in front of her mouth, indicating a request to be permitted to speak. Again, I nodded.

	 "Sir," Carolyn started, "I can't remember a time when it didn't feel right to not do what he says. I guess you could say I've really been his slave as long as I can remember. I don't think I can really explain why, other than to say 'because it's what I am, because it feels right, because this is what I'm supposed to be.“

	 AI suppose you've been fucking her regularly, too? Peddling her ass to your buddies, maybe?“ he asked venomously, his eyes focused angrily on me.

	 ANo, Dad, not yet.  She wants me to, but I’m not sure I want to do that. Eventually, I’m going to fuck her, and I might even whore her out after that, or maybe even sell her cherry, but she's not ready yet. She does give pretty good head, though.“ I cringed inwardly after blurting that last part out, wondering if my life would end now.

	 He mulled my comments over for a moment before responding. ASo, my daughter is a cock sucker and a slave to her brother, but still a virgin, huh?“ he commented.

	 AThat’s about it, Dad,“ I answered. The room fell silent, the only sound that of the clock tick-tocking on the mantle.

	 AI see," he said, returning his attention to his naked daughter, kneeling now, knees spread wide and her cunt visibly dripping. "You say she has a decent mouth? How long have you been using it?“

	 "About a year," I answered. I could tell he was giving the concept of his daughter being a slave some thought. It was more the change in attitude than the obvious hardness in the front of his pants, but the change was quite clear.

	 "May I address your slave, then?" he asked, much calmer now.

	 "It's your house, and she’s your daughter," I shrugged. "You have as much right as anyone.“

	 "Get up on your feet, you little bitch!" he suddenly yelled, grabbing her by the hair and wrapping one of his huge fists in it. "You want to be a sex slave, fine, but your days of ignoring the man who gives you food and shelter are over. If you want to remain in my home, you'll be my slave just as much as you are your brother’s. Understand, cunt?“

	 'Y...yes, Sir," she stammered, shocked by the change of events.

	 "Is that all right with you?" he asked me. "I don't have a problem with your relationship, but if you want to live here, you'll both abide by MY rules.“

	 "No problem at all, Dad," I replied. "Consider it rent if you want. Carolyn, from now on you obey your father as you would me," I told her.

	 "Yes, Sir," she answered, dropping to her knees at Dad's feet.

	 "Good. I'm glad we understand each other. Now, it's been over a month for me, so how about you wrap those slutty lips around my cock and start sucking!“

	 That day marked a major change in our lives - mine, Dad's, but most of all, Carolyn's. We transformed her bedroom into something out of a sexual sadist's dream.  First, we stripped it completely - no carpet, no draperies, no furniture. The heat and air conditioning vent was permanently shut, and the window locked. We replaced the door with a heavy-duty, fire rated one, and installed twin keyed deadbolts to secure it. Carolyn could now be locked in or out at our choosing. For ambiance, we Awallpapered“ the room with cutouts from skin magazines showing naked women being abused - whipped, ass-fucked, sucking off dogs, just about everything imaginable - and later, supplemented these with photos of Carolyn’s naked, abused body. A heavy eye bolt secured to the floor gave us a place to lock our slave to when we weren't using her. The only furnishings were an old, filthy mattress on the floor, her water and food bowls, and a bucket she could use as a toilet. We seldom let her empty it more than twice a week, so she was careful to use it only when absolutely necessary.

	 She didn't spend much time in her room, though. Her days were filled with chores, and at night, she would be chained by the collar to the foot of either my bed or dad’s. Wherever she spent the night, she served as an alarm clock, gently sucking on cock until her Master of the morning awakened, spewing his load into her eager teenage mouth, then following up with his morning piss. Once that was over, she crawled into the other bedroom and repeated the process.

	 With her normal breakfast of two loads of cum and urine consumed, she was expected to prepare our breakfasts. The fare varied day-to-day, but was always served hot and cooked to perfection. Anything less, she knew, would result in a beating she'd not soon forget.

	 Once breakfast was over, Dad and I would go get dressed for our day, while Carolyn would hurry through her morning chores - washing the dishes and making sure the house was spotless. If she had done an acceptable job, we’d allow her an orgasm once every few days, usually by pressing herself into the palm of our hand or the tip of a shoe. She usually had about five minutes to get dressed, including putting her makeup on, before school. The privilege of orgasm had a price, however; she never had enough time to get cleaned up before school, and would end up attending class with cum and piss on her breath.

	 Dad thought up all sorts of nasty and humiliating things to make Carolyn do, too. For instance, since she was already wiping my ass after I shit, Dad decided we didn't need to spend money on toilet paper; she could just use her hand. From that, it was just a small step to having her clean our assholes with her tongue. It was Dad who suggested tying fishing weights to tiny flat metal clips, then clamping them on to her inner labia. She screamed the first time we did it, but we just ignored her and continued adding weights. It wasn't very long before her inner lips hung down below the outer ones.

	 It was also Dad who set up her diet: breakfast for Carolyn was a bowl of dry dog food, usually moistened with her own piss; dinner consisted of scraps tossed onto the floor for her to scramble after. Lunch, if she had any, was usually a cold stew of vegetable trimmings, and perhaps, if she'd been exceptionally obedient, a few little chunks of fat trimmed from our steaks. On school days, she just went hungry – unless I decided to fill her belly with a couple of shots of semen. We were careful to make sure she stayed healthy, though; a sick slave is just a burden, so she got a daily megadose of vitamins, antibiotics at the first sign of illness, and she got a normal meal every two days.

	 Dad and I both used her mouth each the morning, being very careful to resist the temptation afforded by her wet pussy. We did finally break in her asshole, Dad suggesting it as an alternative hole for us to use, while allowing her cherry to remain intact. It soon became normal for her to walk to school not only with piss on her breath, but cum dripping out of her abused rectum.   Once in a while Dad would bring a date home - sometimes obviously a hooker - that we'd share. If the date seemed like she'd be okay with it, we'd have Carolyn "fluff" us, then clean everyone up afterwards. A couple of times - usually with some whore Dad rented, but once with a regular date - we'd have a girl-on-girl show to get things warmed up. We both noticed how much Carolyn didn't like to eat another girl’s pussy, so we started doing that regularly.

	 Dad and I decided it was time to change Carolyn's dress code again. Frilly socks and patent leather shoes were out; in were mini-skirts, stockings and spiked-heel shoes. Her blouses always showed plenty of cleavage, enhanced considerably by her lack of a bra. On the few occasions when she was permitted panties (usually only when her skirt was so short that she'd be exposed when standing), they were nothing but the tiniest of g-strings. She was still required to wear red during her period - a not-so-fashionable red leather choker, which embarrassed her even more than her scarf had.

	 Carolyn's attire pushed - more often than not exceeded - the school's published dress code. Her skimpy attire resulted in being sent to the Principal's office nearly weekly, but she soon learned that detention could be easily avoided. All she had to do was crawl under the Principal's desk and open that sexy mouth of hers. The Principal was the only person in the school who knew Carolyn for the slut she was; to everyone else, she was a cock-tease who showed off, never dated and never, ever put out.

	 Her becoming a cock tease was an intentional move on my part. No longer completely prohibited from talking to male classmates, she could now respond if they initiated the conversation. However, she was required to speak in a seductive, sexy voice, filled with sexual innuendo. She could fondle boys through their trousers, rub her own crotch and squeeze her breasts while they talked to her, but that was as far as she was permitted to go. Nobody was allowed to touch her, and she was not permitted to be alone with anyone but me or dad. By the end of the first semester, she’d pissed of and frustrated nearly the entire male student body - exactly what I wanted.

	 Though certainly no stranger to cock, Carolyn managed to keep her cherry intact, and was still a virgin on her sixteenth birthday.  Now, you might think it strange that a teenage boy with readily-available and willing pussy wouldn't avail himself of it, but keeping Carolyn's cherry intact was always foremost in my mind. Besides, between Dad's whores and my own dates, I was getting plenty of snatch. As a middle-schooler, I was already taking classes at the high school level, and even tutored a couple of high school girls - both juniors on the cheerleading squad - who paid for their weekly sessions by spreading their cute little tanned legs for me.

	 Dad and I decided that sixteen would be the magic age for the true slut in Carolyn to be permitted to appear in public. Fifteen was the age of consent in our state back then, which meant nobody could be prosecuted for statutory rape, as long as she was willing. We'd also quietly discussed the precise manner in which she'd lose her virginity; I knew she wanted something romantic and loving; she'd asked me several times to be the one to do it, but I wanted her to be humiliated and totally degraded. Needless to say, my wishes took precedence over hers.

	 A rumor - initiated by yours truly - quickly circulated by whispered word that Carolyn wanted to sell her virginity so she could buy designer clothes for herself. Not a car, not money for college or anything that might be considered marginally acceptable, but expensive, slutty clothes. Many of the girls already wondered aloud whether she bought her outfits at "Sluts R Us," and the comments became even cruder when “her” desires became known.

	 Of course, they weren't her desires at all, and none of the money would be going into her pocket anyway. Carolyn was quite content to continue servicing Dad and myself, and if one of us wanted her pussy, that was fine with her. The only thing was, her own wishes didn't matter a bit. So, a cherry auction was arranged. The school cock-tease was going to be transformed, at least in the eyes of her classmates, into the school whore. What she didn't realize was that's exactly what she was going to be - the school's whore.

	 By now - her sophomore year - she'd outgrown the prepubescent baby fat that had caused her such consternation and worry. At 5'5" and 96 pounds, though, she was a still a pedophilic dream - particularly with her shaved, untouched gash. Her wavy brunette hair hung in light wisps down to the middle of her back. I found it very handy to be able to grab a handful of hair and force her head onto my cock, or to tie it to the headboard. With her hands secured tightly behind her back, she was totally helpless and completely available whenever I wanted a midnight blow job, or just felt the need to amuse myself by molesting her young body. Of course, as light as she was, she didn't have much in the way of tits, just a 32B, but based on photos of our well-endowed mother, I figured she'd soon grow upstairs. Besides, her height coupled with her 22 inch waist made her tits seem larger than they really were. I’d recently heard of hormones to make breasts grow, and wondered what she’d look like as a 48DD.

	 Her body was unmarked, except for the occasional bruises or welts from her latest whipping. For her "cumming out" party, she had neither; we'd been careful to allow the bruises and welts to disappear, giving her an even more innocent, virginal appearance. She was neither pierced nor tattooed (except for ear piercings, such things weren't fashionable yet), and didn't have a single permanent blemish on her body. Even her teeth were perfect, straight and ivory white, without a single filling. She was fastidious about her hygiene when permitted, and as I insisted, clean shaven.

	 We'd used Carolyn regularly over the two weeks leading up to her 'devirginization," but had allowed her no release of her own. By now, her need was apparent, and she was desperately docile and compliant in the hopes that she'd be allowed to cum. She, of course, didn't know anything of our plans, other than that she was going to have her virginity taken by the highest bidder.

	 The night of our fifteenth birthday, we sixteen year olds celebrating a "grown up" birthday; I wore a suit, and Carolyn wore a cute lacy party dress, stockings, heels, and a moderate amount of makeup. It was what wasn't readily visible that differed. Under Carolyn's dress she wore nothing but a garter belt. The heels, barely visible under the dress, were six inches high. Little rubber bands at the base of her nipples made them poke out, long and erect, and the butt plug in her ass kept the copious amount of lubricant from dripping out. Her cunt was swollen and wet, thanks to the several hours of self-abuse we'd made her inflict on herself, never allowing her to cum.

	 Carolyn sat quietly through dinner, picking at the plain dinner salad (no dressing) and sipping at her water while Dad and I gorged on prime rib and baked potatoes, with large slices of ice cream-covered pie for desert. Carolyn had tasted neither pie nor ice cream since she was twelve years old, and audibly whimpered when the waitress bought our portions out. While we enjoyed our desert, Dad whispered to Carolyn that the only cream she'd be getting be what she sucked from cocks. The teasing and fear she had of the unknown degradations she'd be experiencing finally brought tears to her eyes.

	 Once back in the van, Carolyn was outfitted with the final parts of her outfit for the evening: a restraint set consisting of a thick red leather collar and matching ankle and wrist restraints. Heavy chains connected her ankles and wrists to each other, and a third chain ran from the collar to her wrists, terminating at the center of the hobble chain between her ankles. Finally, a large red ball gag topped her outfit off.

	 Our destination, though Carolyn didn't yet know it, was the high school we both attended. The Principal - who Carolyn had been regularly offering her sweet mouth to - eagerly provided us access to the school's theater. It was a fine theater, on par with those found in many medium-sized colleges. Perfect acoustics, unobstructed seating and a complete sound and lighting system were all going to make for a memorable evening.

	 Carolyn looked horrified when she saw that Dad was pulling into the school parking lot. The realization that her virginity was going to be taken in front of her classmates struck, her like a hammer blow to the abdomen. She'd assumed this event would be restricted to a few select men, but now it might well be the whole student body!

	 Well, I did nothing to quell her fears, but there were nowhere near that number of people. Certainly more than the select few she'd prayed for, but 200 attendees was small in comparison to the total enrollment at the school. Among this group, each of whom had paid a $50 entrance fee just to be here, were more than a few teachers and administrators. Even without the auction - or the other activities I had planned - my sister’s cherry had already earned me $10,000.

	 As I led my chained and gagged sister out onto the stage, a hush fell over the audience. With the spotlights blinding her, of course, Carolyn had no idea how many people were present, nor who they were. Her only hint was the quiet murmurs and rustling of papers - each attendee received a souvenir portfolio of photos, of the cock-tease herself in a variety of obscene poses. Each picture was captioned with some lewd yet totally fictitious comment allegedly from my sister, just to whet their appetites.

	 I led Carolyn over to the four-poster bed strategically placed in the middle of the stage, a leftover from the Drama class’s recent performance of AA Christmas Tale,“ and used a padlock to secure her collar to a short chain at the footboard. I then walked to the microphone at stage right, leaving her standing alone in the glare of the spotlights pointed at her. She certainly had no idea what was coming next, probably expecting that bidding would start, she'd go lay down on the bed, and her virginity would go away. Well, bidding would start, but not quite the way she expected.

	 "Gentlemen - and ladies- welcome to tonight's activities," I announced. Carolyn glanced fearfully at me.  She hadn't expected any women or girls to be present! To get fucked in front of a bunch of men was one thing, but to have other girls watch? Her face glowed bright red in the light of the spotlights. "I know you're all anxious to see my cock-tease of a sister turned into a slut, but here are some preliminaries to take care of first." A groan rolled from the audience, and I waited a moment before continuing.

	 "First of all, since this is all Carolyn's idea, and since she asked me to help, she wants to pay me back for my time and effort in getting this going. What she's asked is that before her cherry is auctioned off, she’d like to make souvenirs of her clothes. We'll auction off each item she’s wearing. Whoever wins an article will then get to remove it from her him- or herself, and then get five minutes of doing whatever you want to whatever parts of her body are uncovered. The only restriction on that is no serious harm, as defined by me, and her cherry remains intact for the winning bidder of that item. You can poke, prod, pinch, tickle, slap, whatever, but when I say time’s up or you’re going to far, that’s it. Anyone exceeds those limits, the auction is over and she goes home with her cherry intact.“ I let them mull that over for a moment before I continued.

	 AThe grand prize will be her panties; the winner will have the option of taking her virginity right here on the stage, or later, in private. Then after she’s fucked for the first time, she’d like to make >sloppy seconds’ available to anyone who willing to spend ten bucks for a crack at one of her holes. And yes, I mean exactly what I said. Any hole at all. Except for her pussy, the cock-tease you've all been lusting after is quite experienced with both her mouth and asshole. Consider it your contribution to her clothing fund, if you wish.“ Carolyn looked horrified, while a cheer erupted from the room.

	 I only got fifty dollars for the dress, considerably less than it cost me, but the pimply-faced freshman who won it had been one of those kids Carolyn had denigrated since the third grade. He took great pleasure in having my sister kneel in front of him and suck on his cock. Her face was, after all, uncovered. Bidding picked up after that, and by the time by the time she was standing in nothing but white spiked heel shoes, lace-topped stockings and skimpy panties, I was nearly two thousand dollars to the good. Her face and nipples had taken the brunt of the action, the two boys getting sloppy blow jobs, while the girl who won her slip taking her disgust out on my sister’s nipples with her long, manicured fingernails.

	 I was about to continue with the stockings, figuring wearing almost nothing but her shoes would be good for business, when a voice rang out from the audience. "I want to fuck her the way she is!“ Another voice agreed, and as more joined in, I thought it over quickly.

	 "Okay," I announced, "The next bidding will be for the lot...panties, shoes, stockings and cherry! You can have her wear whatever you want when you fuck her!“

	 The wagering went hot and heavy, starting at a full thousand dollars. I'd figured I’d get three or four hundred at the most, but I'd underestimated both the funds available to my clientele and their the interest in untouched cunt. Standing on the stage as I was, I could make out little more than shadowy figures. As the bidding progressed, it narrowed to a contest between two; what no one knew was that it was all a setup. I’d made these arrangements months ago, and everything from this point had been carefully choreographed.  My gavel pounded on the lectern three times, and Carolyn’s virginity was sold.  There were actually two winners, who as far as anyone knew, had pooled their funds at the last minute. In reality, they’d been picked well in advance because of their particular predilections, though the money was quite real. I didn’t feel as though I’d cheated anyone; they were the high bidders, after all.

	 AIt seems we have a conflict,“ I announced, going over the written request sent up to me. AWe actually have two winners who have combined their money to submit the high bid. At their request, the first will actually make the first penetration and strip my sister of her virginity; the second will be the one to cum inside her. Please meet the winners, Juanita Juarez and Mike Wilson’s dog, Prince!“

	   THINGS I HAVE DONE: CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVER Part III  That night marked the beginning of Carolyn’s new career as the school whore. She just wanted to be a slut, but I made her take money for it, so she became the school whore.

	 Before the weekend was out, everyone in town knew that Carolyn had lost her virginity to a lesbian’s strap-on, and that the first real cock to cum inside her belonged to a dog. Word got out about the ensuing gang-bang, as well, though there was considerable debate about who was really there and who wasn’t. There were at least 500 people claiming first-hand knowledge, but I knew less than half that number were actually present. Everyone there, though, was allowed to sample my sister’s wares.  Once the paying customers were through with her, that was.

	 The way it worked was with the ticket stubs. Everyone got a ticket when they paid for their admission. What nobody knew was that each ticket was worth a crack at either her cunt, her ass or her mouth. Tickets ending in 1 through 3 got her ass, 4 through 6 got her cunt, and 7 through 0 received blow jobs. It took seven hours before the last one was finished, and by then, Carolyn was delirious and covered in cum. When I finally helped her onto her feet, she mumbled a quiet, Athank you,“ and smiled at me. I know she wasn’t thanking me for untying her.

	 Carolyn continued to go to school, but never attended class after that. Instead, she spent her days in a small utility room in the basement. One of the janitors - who received free daily use of her body in return for it - provided an old mattress, which was the only furnishing in the room. Whenever she was in the room, Carolyn’s collar remained chained and locked to an overhead steam pipe. This allowed her enough slack to move around, even to use the toilet and sink when she needed to, but kept her secured and aware of her condition.  I maintained Carolyn’s Adate book“ for her, ensuring she was neither over- nor under-used. Payment was required in advance; $20 for fifteen minutes, which was usually more than enough time. She had a maximum of three dates per hour, and an hour break at lunchtime. I found that most of the boys tended to shy away from her in the afternoon if I didn’t get her cleaned up first. A normal school day for her would mean 15 loads of cum, and $300 dollars in my pocket. I would also occasionally rent her out on the weekends, but this was only for select friends and special events. The first full year, my gross income from her was a bit over $40,000 - pretty good for a sixteen year old back in 1968! Thanks to the money Carolyn was earning, Dad was able to sell his business and invest the money in more pleasurable pursuits.  After Carolyn’s Acumming out“ party, neither Dad nor I used her much anymore. She was busy all day long, and usually had a date most evenings. She was still responsible for taking care of the house, cooking meals and cleaning, however, so we decided by mutual agreement that her duties would be mostly limited to just that. On those few nights when she wasn’t on a date, though, she’d spend the evening at home, servicing her Owners. She would be able to share those duties, however, because I soon picked up a second slave.

	 It was just three days after the party at school that I was approached by the girl who would eventually be my second slave, Carolyn’s replacement. She wasn't one of the best looking creatures I'd seen, but with a bit of work, wouldn't be something I'd kick out of bed (but then again, how ugly would any female have to be to be kicked out of an 18 year old's bed?). She was a tall, lanky blonde, with stringy hair that seemed to always be dirty and without shape. She wore those stupid-looking "movie star" glasses that went out of fashion ten years earlier, but that I later discovered the reason for it: Her mother thought were so "neato."  Close to six feet tall, all legs and arms like a Great Dane puppy, and about as coordinated as one, too. No tits to speak of, though how I could tell at first was somewhat of a mystery. The way she dressed was just plain old ugly. Wool plaid skirts extending to mid-calf. White knee socks and those clunky, ugly black leather shoes that never wore out. Blouses buttoned to the neck. Short version: She dressed like a wannabe nun, and everyone figured she’d gladly die a virgin. Well, nobody had ever been farther from the truth. She turned out to be a wildcat, and even sluttier than my sister.

	 Her name was Annie, and as I found out later, was living alone with her mother in subsidized housing. Their sole income was welfare and the few dollars her mother made working piecemeal as a seamstress. Her father abandoned them when he discovered her mother was pregnant - at the age of 14. Annie was a smart girl, advanced in grade twice, so she was only fifteen and already a junior. That mean her mother was barely 30.

	 "Excuse me," she said to me in the crowded hallway on that memorable day. "I need to talk to you.“

	 "So talk," I responded gruffly, crossing my arms impatiently.

	 "I can't say it here. Please? After school somewhere?" she nearly begged.

	 "Boy's locker room," I said. "Inside, by the towel room." I couldn’t think of any reason but one why she’d want to talk to me privately, and if I was right, going into an empty boy’s locker room would soon be an insignificant issue. I knew the place was going to be deserted - the Coach who would normally be there after school had a date with my sister - but I don't think Annie knew that.

	 I waited around for fifteen minutes, and was just about to leave when I heard the door swing open, then the clunk-clunk-clunk of hard-soled shoes. Timidly, Annie peered down each row of lockers before passing them, approaching me.

	 "So what the fuck do you want, bitch?" I spat, causing the already scared girl to cringe.

	 "I...uh...I...uh...uh..." She was, quite literally, speechless.

	 "Shit," I said in disgust, turning my head. "You're so fucking stupid you don't even know what you want. This is a waste of my time."  I turned and stared to walk away.

	 "No! Wait, please!" she called. "This is so hard...“

	 "No, it's not, bitch. We both know why you're here. Now tell me!" I nearly shouted through clenched teeth, grabbing her by the chin and forcing her to look into my eyes. "Tell me!“

	 "It's your sister!" she cried. "I want...need...to be like her! Please?" Tears streamed from her eyes, whether from the humiliation and pain of her admission, or the pain of her face being squeezed in my fist.

	 "Do you know what my sister is?" I asked. "Do you really know?“

	 "She's a slut...a whore who fucks for money," she cried.

	 "That's right, she's MY slut, and MY whore, but that's not all she is. Do you know what she really is?" I pushed my thumb deeper into the side of her cheek, feeling her jaws separate.

	 "She's your slave," Annie whispered, grimacing painfully as my thumbs poked into her jaws..

	 "That's what you want? To be a slave? Not just mine, but anybody's? Because there's no guarantee I'd keep you, even if you do happen to make it through training. You're sure you want to be a slave? Be careful how you answer, because if you say yes, there's no going back. Even if you fail, the best you'll ever be is a whore, spreading your legs for a few dollars. Is that truly what you want?" I let go of her face and she fell against the wall, trying to regain her balance.

	 "Uh...I think so," she mumbled, holding her head down in shame. "I have these dreams sometimes...“

	 "Sometimes, or all the time?" I asked pointedly, knowingly.

	 "Most of the time. Like in class, when the teacher is lecturing, or in church during the sermon. Whenever I’m bored. At night, when I’m trying to get to sleep. When I watch those old movies about Roman soldiers and slave girls. Even when there aren't any slave girls, I imagine myself naked at the feet of the movie star - it doesn't matter who, or even if it's a him or a her - waiting to do their bidding." She blushed in embarrassment while she told me the story.

	 "Give me your panties," I suddenly commanded, holding out my hand. "Come on," I coaxed gently when she hesitated. "Just reach under your skirt and pull them off. You don't have to show me anything. just give them to me.“

	 Annie carefully reached under her skirt and slowly pulled down her undergarment. White cotton Agranny panties," just what I expected. She turned bright red as she lifted them from the floor and handed them to me. Not surprisingly, I immediately noticed the crotch was warm and damp.

	 "You just passed your first test, little one," I announced, anointing her with her first slave name as I patted her gently on the head. "From now on, though, you are not permitted panties. Or a bra, for that matter. Tomorrow when you come to school, no bra, no panties and no socks. With your titties, I won’t be able to tell by looking whether you're wearing a bra, and I might not be able to check your panties, but I know it's going to be uncomfortable for you to be walking around in those clunky shoes without socks. So, if you're not wearing socks, I'll assume you've done as I've asked. If you have, then I'll give you further instructions tomorrow. Go home and spend the rest of the evening playing with that slutty cunt of yours. Cum as often as you want, but you are not to bathe. I want the smell of your cunt stink to follow you around tomorrow. Oh, and let your family know you'll be late getting home. Make up any excuse you want, but you probably won't be home until then.“

	 My new novice slave nodded her head in understanding, then scampered out of the locker room, her head swimming. I knew she expected to be fucked, probably several times, but that just wasn’t going to happen yet. It would, but on my terms, not hers. When and how were what I would need to decide.

	 I returned home to find my little slave Carolyn dutifully hand-washing my soiled shorts. This was one of her daily chores, and one which she found extremely distasteful. You see, whenever she wasn’t immediately available to use her tongue, I would wipe my ass on my underwear after taking a shit, and then put a clean pair on. I usually had a spare pair wherever I went, so would immediately give the soiled ones to Carolyn. She would carry them around with her, usually in her book bag if we were at school, until she got home. The only reason I did this was to degrade her even further, nothing more. I could see she’d already washed out two pair; the third she had soaking in her mouth. It could wait. I motioned for her to stop what she was doing and remove the dirty briefs from her mouth.

	 ABedroom, slut. Now,“ I commanded, looking down at her naked form on the bathroom floor. She knew I meant my room, not hers. When she arrived, crawling on hands and knees (she was never allowed to walk at home), I was sitting in the leather recliner I’d purchased with some of my first earnings from renting her out. She knelt at my feet, knees spread wide, torso erect but head bowed submissively.

	 AYou may relax,“ I said, indicating that she could break position. She swivelled around, sitting on her ass with her legs seductively folded under her. AI need your help.“

	 AWhatever you wish, Master,“ she replied.

	 AThis may be too much for even you, but I want to give it a try,“ I said by way of introduction. AI have a prospective slave. I want your help in subjugating her. You will help in her training, but you must remember your place as my property. Do you think you can do that?“ I asked.

	 AI think so, Sir,“ Carolyn answered. AExactly what do you mean?“

	 AFirst, you know that weird kid, Annie Brown?“

	 AHer?“ my sister asked in amazement. AWhy would you even want someone like THAT as a slave?“

	 AFor the challenge, of course, though I don’t really think it’s going to take much. Let’s just say I have a feeling about her, okay?“

	 AYes, Sir,“ Carolyn answered, shaking her head in disagreement.

	 AShe’s supposed to come to school tomorrow without panties or a bra. No socks, either, but it’s easy enough for me to check that. I need you to be in he locker room when she dresses out. Tell me if she obeys. Whether she does or not, you may end up with a new playtoy, but it would probably be more fun for both of us if she doesn’t. Don’t let on, don’t make it obvious that you’re checking her out. Just find out and tell me.“

	 AI understand, Sir,“ she replied.

	 AGood. Now go back to your chores. I might decide to use you later tonight, or maybe I’ll just jack off thinking of Annie’s tight cunt.“ It was good to let a slave know once in a while that you’d rather jack off than use her body. Even at that young age, I knew the importance of keeping a slave in her place.

	 The following day, Annie met me as scheduled the following afternoon, right after the bell sounded. As she approached, I slapped her across the side of the face with my hand, knocking her to the ground.

	 AYou disobeyed, Annie. I know for a fact that you were wearing both panties and a bra when you went to gym class.“ I glowered at the girl who trembled at my feet, rubbing the red mark on her cheek. The way she was laying, I could see she wasn’t wearing any panties now, but all that meant was that she had attempted to deceive me.

	 AI...I just couldn’t...“ she sobbed, tears running down her cheeks.

	 ALet me guess, bitch,“ I growled. AYou couldn’t take the chance of embarrassing yourself by having someone in your gym class notice you weren’t wearing underwear, is that it?“

	 AYes, Sir,“ she blubbered.

	 AYou know, you really are stupid, aren’t you?“ I asked. ASay it. Say AI’m a stupid cunt.“

	 AI...I’m a stupid...cu...I’m a stupid cunt,“ she barely whispered.

	 ALouder,“ I commanded.

	 AI’m a stupid cunt,“ she recited.

	 AAgain. Louder. As loud as you can,“ I commanded.

	 AI’m a stupid cunt!!!“ she yelled at the top of her lungs.

	 AAnd what do you think happens to disobedient, stupid cunts, Annie?“

	 AUh...I don’t know, Sir,“ she replied.

	 AThey get punished, Annie, severely punished. But since I haven’t agreed to train you yet, you get choices. One, we can call this off right now. Over. Finished. You get out of my life and I get out of yours, period. Or, you agree to punishment and promise to obey everything I say, regardless of your own fears or desires, and we continue your training.“

	 AUh...what kind of punishment, you mean like a spanking or something?“

	 AMore like >or something,’ Annie. This was your first disobedience, but I need to give you something to remember. I won’t tell you what your punishment is just yet, but rest assured it will be humiliating, painful and degrading. You have exactly five seconds to make up your mind. Four...three...two...“ I said, looking at my wristwatch.

	 AI accept your punishment, Sir,“ she said, before I could count to one.

	 AYou’re sure? There’s no turning back, not even if you wanted to, once the punishment begins. Even if you beg me to stop, I won’t, and by the time it’s over, it’ll be too late,“ I warned. I could see the wheels turning in her brain. She was a smart kid, but had no idea what I had in mind.

	 AI’m sure,“ she announced with conviction.

	 AFrom now until I say otherwise, you are not to speak without my explicit permission. You may not request permission to speak nor make any signal that you wish to speak. Is that understood?“

	 She nodded her head. Like I said, smart girl.

	 AStrip,“ I commanded, sitting down in a chair and crossing my legs to watch the show.  She hesitated only momentarily before trying to do some sort of strip tease. I shook my head with displeasure.

	 AJust get the clothes off, bitch,“ I commanded. AI’m not interested in your idiotic attempts at a show. Just get naked.“

	 Quickly shedding what she had on, I had her stand with her hands clasped on top of her head and her legs spread. I walked slowly around her, inspecting her body, occasionally making a crude or degrading comment about the size of her tits, the massive tangle of hair covering her pussy, and the size of her ass. I poked and prodded, tweaked and pinched, but she never did break position. Perhaps she did have some potential after all...but that wasn’t something I was going to tell her. As far as she was concerned, I was disgusted with her appearance and wouldn’t let my worst enemy fuck her. Returning to my seat, I reached down and tossed a small gym bag in her direction.  APut that on,“ I ordered.

	 She opened the bag and pulled out what she found inside. A pair of red five inch pumps, a red satin mini dress that Carolyn sometimes wore during her period, and a red patent leather collar with a matching leash. Her face was almost as crimson as the skimpy clothing I was providing her when finally got it all on. Teetering precariously on the pumps - she’d apparently never worn heels at all before, let alone something this high - the bottom of the dress barely covered her ass cheeks, and the thin material meant any breeze at all would result in her charms being displayed for all to see. I made her put the collar on last, bringing the leash to me in her teeth and kneeling in front of me so I could snap it on.

	 AAre you scared, Annie?“ I asked, standing up.

	 AYes, Sir,“ she replied timidly, her voice breaking.

	 AJust obey, Annie. You have no other responsibility in the world except to be obedient. Don’t worry about what others think, or how you look. The only thing you need to know is that it’s important to please me, and it pleases me for you to be obedient, no matter what.  Your only thoughts should be of obedience,“ I said soothingly. AThis isn’t going to be easy for you, nor will you find it pleasant. Remember that this is punishment, but once the punishment is over, it’s over.“

	 AYes, Sir,“ she answered, taking a deep breath as I led her out of the locker room.

	 AOne step to my left and two steps behind,“ I told her, ALike a bitch at the heel.“ I took off at a moderate pace, giving her a moment to get used to the unfamiliar shoes.

	 It was late fall, nearing winter, but a typically moderate California afternoon. This side of the building was fairly deserted, just a group playing soccer on the far field. My car was parked a few yards from the door, so there really wasn’t much risk of Annie being exposed - yet. She sighed in relief as I opened the car door for her and let her in.

	 AYou need to learn to trust me, little one,“ I said comfortingly. AI will stretch your boundaries, but not break them.“

	 AYes, Sir. Thank you, Sir,“ she said, her breath heaving.

	 APut this on,“ I said, handing her a black sleeping mask. AYou need to learn to not depend so much on your eyesight. Concentrate on your other senses. Touch, sound, smell.“

	 Our destination was nearby, but I intentionally made several unnecessary turns, stopping and backing up at times, just to disorient her. I finally stopped behind a small strip mall, just a block from where we started, across the street from the school. We were fairly well hidden in the alley when I helped her out of the car and guided her into the back door of the beauty salon. There was a private room in the rear of the salon, and we were expected. I slipped her dress off, then strapped her down in the specially designed chair. Once her arms were secure, I extended and spread the two leg supports, strapping her at the ankles and knees. She was now totally helpless and fully exposed to anyone who happened in.

	 Without a word, the beautician went to work. First with clippers, shearing her vaginal bush down to a stubble. Annie, as hard as she tried not to, was getting worked up by the vibration of the shears against her mound. She clenched her lower lip between her teeth in a useless attempt to ignore the sensations, but it was a lost cause from the start. Lori, the stylist, had to stop twice to wipe the moisture from between Annie’s splayed thighs, but never did let Annie cum. My novice slave sighed when the warm wax was buttered on her nearly denuded crotch, then began to squirm as it cooled uncomfortably. Finally, it was time.

	 AYou may cum,“ I whispered into her ear, grabbing both her nipples and twisting cruelly just as Lori ripped the sheet of wax from Annie’s cunt. A loud, animal-like shriek erupted from her throat as her body shuddered in throes of pain-filled pleasure. It was the first of many such pain-induced orgasms my new slave would experience.

	 The spasms went on for several minutes after Lori and I let go, finally subsiding into short, panting breaths. I allowed her a few moments to regain her senses.

	 AThank the beautician, Annie.“

	 AThank you...Miss?“ she said, inquiringly.

	 AThat’s correct, Annie. It was a young lady, perhaps someone you know. But what are you thanking her for? Be specific,“ I encouraged.

	 AThank you, Miss, for waxing my...my vagina.“

	 ANot quite, Annie. Only nice girls have vaginas. You’re just a slut, a slave. What do slave sluts have?“

	 AUh...pussies, Sir?“

	 ATry again, Annie,“ I said calmly but impatiently, as though speaking to a young child.

	 ACunts, Sir?“

	 AThat’s right, Annie. You are a slut, and sluts have cunts, gashes and fuck holes. So thank the young lady. We need to get going.“

	 AUh...thank you, Miss, for waxing my cunt,“ she responded, her face once again turning crimson.

	 Lori nodded, knowing that if she spoke, Annie might recognize her voice. They’d been classmates the previous year. With that, I released Annie’s bonds and helped her to her feet. Helping her back into her somewhat mussed dress, I once again led her, teetering, out to the car.

	 AYou did well in there, little one,“ I complimented. ATwo more stops to go.“

	 AThank you, Sir,“ she replied. AMay I ask what next?“

	 AYou may ask, but I won’t answer,“ I teased. AThis isn’t so much punishment as a test of your will, you desire to serve. Just trust me.“

	 AYes, Master,“ she responded, settling back in the seat, still unable to see.

	 Our next destination was across town. I would have gone there first, but it was necessary that Annie’s cunt be bare for our next two stops. This time, I didn’t need to disorient Annie with unneeded twists and turns. She was too preoccupied with other things, as I had her spread her legs and directed the heater vent directly at the exposed folds of her bare sex.

	 We arrived after a half hour of rush hour city traffic. This part of town was far enough away from where Annie and anyone who knew her would be that I wasn’t worried about anyone seeing her. Besides, women - or men, for that matter - being led on leashes weren’t all that uncommon here. It wasn’t exactly a high class neighborhood, if you get my gist. This time, I wanted her to see exactly what was going to happen, so once we entered, I took the mask off.

	 Annie grimaced, the harshly bright lighting hurting her eyes after over two hours in total darkness. When her eyesight finally returned, she gasped at what she saw. It wasn’t just the pot-bellied, biker-trash looking bearded man leering at her that caused this, but the display of artwork covering the walls. Photographs of human bodies, covered with tattoos. Tattoos of outlandishly dimensioned women with obscenely oversized breasts, of chains around ankles and necks. Nipples permanently tinted bright, almost florescent red. Tattoos in places Annie never imagined they could be.

	 AYes, sir,“ the sleazy-looking proprietor said. AMay I interest you in something for your slave?“ Annie once again turned bright red.

	 AI think so,“ I replied, handing him a folded sheet of paper from my pocket.

	 ALet’s go in the back,“ he said, motioning for us to follow, as he looked at the sketch I’d provided. AYes, I think this will work, but I need to see the product to know for sure.“

	 ATake your dress off,“ I commanded Annie. ANOW!“ I said, rasing my open hand to emphasis my expectation of immediate obedience. I knew she’d never been naked in front of a stranger before, but it was time she learned. It wouldn’t be long before she’d be happy to expose herself to such a small audience. Shaking uncontrollably, she slipped the straps of the skimpy dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

	 AUp on the table, sweat meat,“ the tattoo artist said, patting his hand on the unpadded steel table, remarkably similar to a physician’s exam bed. I smiled as he grabbed her wrists and attached them to a leather strap at the top of the table, then pulled out ankle stirrups. Now I was sure it was a surplus ob-gyn exam table.

	 ARight across here?“ he asked, tracing his hand in an arc just above the top of Annie’s slit. I nodded. ABe just a sec while I get my stuff ready. Here,“ he said, handing me a bottle of rubbing alcohol and a wad of cotton, AWipe her down. An infection would be a real bitch.“

	 Annie shuddered when the cold liquid hit her skin. It was still tender and slightly inflamed from the waxing, less than an hour old. I wiped gently, making sure some of the astringent dripped down her slit, causing her to squirm and squeal softly at the burning sensation.

	 AThis is your very last chance,“ I told her quietly. The hair will grow back, but what happens next will be with you always. Even if you decide to quit, you’ll be marked forever. I need your answer now, Annie.“

	 APlease mark me, Sir,“ she begged, tears - not of pain, but of desire - filling her eyes.  AThis is going to hurt. Your training has yet to really begin, and I don’t know your pain threshold yet. I need to gag you,“ I told her.

	 AI understand, Sir,“ she answered.

	 What she wasn’t ready for, though, was the gag itself. From my back pocket I pulled out the panties she’d been wearing the day before.

	 AMy sister used these to clean herself after she orgasmed...twice,“ I told her. "They should be nice and tasty. Open your mouth.“

	 As distasteful as it was, Annie closed her eyes and opened her mouth widely, gagging only slightly as I filled her mouth with the damp cotton briefs.  A short strip of duct tape - conveniently provided by the proprietor - held them in place so he could begin his work.  Because of the location of the tattoo, additional restraints had to be applied to Annie’s body. In addition to her ankles and wrists, a wide belt was placed across her abdomen, and another across each of her thighs to ensure she stayed absolutely motionless. Then I re-covered her eyes with the blindfold. The tattoo artist began his work, slowly working the electric tool across Annie’s abdomen, just above the top of her slit. The pain elicited winces and tears but nothing more from the bound slave. Finally, after a full 90 minutes, he was through. I’d thought about this for some time, and decided that I’d keep the nature of the tattoo secret from her for now.

	 She was covered in perspiration, both from the exertion of being tattooed as well as the necessity of the bright, hot lights to ensure the work was done properly. I wiped her down with a small hand towel, while the artist applied a large adhesive bandage to the wound.

	 AMake sure she keeps it covered with Vaseline for a week,“ he said as I handed him the hundred dollars for his time. He handed half of it back. AIt’s not often I see one as young and nice as her. It was worth it.“

	 Our next stop was right next door, so I just led her down the sidewalk, one hand holding the leash, and the other guiding her by the elbow. She didn’t seem surprised to find herself in a piercing parlor when the eye mask was finally removed. She seemed resigned to it, actually.

	 AI’m going to give you another choice, Annie,“ I told her. ANipples or nose?“

	 ANipples, Sir,“ she replied immediately. I didn’t know at the time, but having her nose pierced, being led around by a chain like a cow, was a long fantasy of hers. However, she knew she’d never get away with it. Her mother would have her ass. What she didn’t know was that her nose would eventually get pierced, as well as several other parts of her body.

	 AWell, then, let’s go pick out some jewelry!“ I announced gaily, leading her over to the display case. ASomething like this,“ I think, pointing to a set of smallish gold rings, Abut we need to make sure they are the right size. May I see those?“ I asked the young female clerk.

	 ACertainly, sir,“ she grinned, handing them to me.

	 ARaise your dress up so I can check the size against your nipples,“ I told Annie. She had assumed I’d just have her pull a tit out of her dress, which would have been easier, but this was certainly more humiliating for her. The clerk raised an eyebrow when she saw the abdominal bandage, but grinned when I showed her the sample artwork on the paper I still had. I made Annie hold her dress up over her head while I pinched and tugged at her nipple, getting it nice and erect before comparing it to the size of the ring.

	 AYes, this size is fine,“ I told the clerk. ACan we do it right there,“ I asked, pointing to the first chair, where she’d be in full view of the waiting area and front window.  ASure,“ the teenager shrugged. AMight bring more business. I’m on commission, you know.“

	 AWell, I’ll be sure to give you a big tip for this job, then,“ I grinned.

	 Annie sat down in the chair and lowered the top of her dress without being told, eliciting a warm smile and a pat on the head from me. As the piercing gun touched her skin, towards the base of the nipple, she grimaced, letting out a tiny yelp as a hole was punched through the tender skin. The first ring was locked in place, and the process was repeated. Within five minutes, Annie was fully dressed and standing next to me, waiting while I paid the clerk. I handed her a $40 tip.

	 AIf I could,“ the clerk said to me, Aseeing you lead this girl on the end of a leash, watching her obey you without question...it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. Could I ask one more favor?“ she asked. She whispered in my ear, and I nodded affirmatively.

	 Placing her hands behind Annie’s head, she pulled her face down to hers and gave her a long, wet, tongue-laced kiss. Once again, Annie’s face turned beet red. She’d never imagined her first ever French kiss would be from a girl, probably no older than she!  With that, I led her back outside to my car. It was getting late, and slave-in-training though she was, I had to get her back home. I dropped her off a half mile away, behind a darkened, abandoned strip mall, allowing her to change back into her street clothes in the light of my headlights.

	 ANo looking at the tattoo,“ I warned her. AIf I even think you’ve peeked, I’ll take a bullwhip and flay the skin off your ass.“

	 AYes, sir,“ she answered meekly.

	 ANo fingering yourself tonight. Instead, I want you to write your life story for me. I want to know everything about you, your family, your likes and dislikes, everything. Hand written, not on a typewriter, and legible. Printing or cursive is up to you, but I don’t want to have to try to figure out what you’ve written. At least twenty pages,“ I ordered, Athen you can go to sleep. Tomorrow, you’d better not have underwear on when you get to school.“

	 AI understand, sir,“ she replied, bowing her head submissively and waiting for me to drive off before she started walking home.

	 I intercepted Annie before she arrived at school the next morning, picking her up just a block from her home. I held my hand out impatiently, and she handed me a thick sheaf of paper covered with typewritten lines.

	 ALooks like you didn’t get much sleep,“ I commented.

	 AI was up until four this morning working on it, sir,“ she answered. AI told my mother it was a term paper that was due today.“  Her fatigue was clearly visible, and made even more so by her usual lack of any makeup. She looked haggard.

	 AStrip,“ I suddenly commanded. She stared at me for a moment, then swung her head around, checking her surroundings. She wasn’t aware that I’d already checked, and there was nobody within vision range. We were between two buildings, in an alley behind her apartment complex. She pulled the simple cotton dress over her head, revealing that she’d obeyed my instructions. She was naked, and the bandage appeared to have not been tampered with.

	 ATrust me,“ I smiled softly. AI wouldn’t put you at any real risk. But you hesitated, so you get punished. Get in the car,“ I ordered.

	 Once she was in, I had her toss her dress in the back seat, then remove the clunky shoes she always seemed to wear. I drove us to school, parking between the shop buildings. It was still early, over an hour until school started, and the place was deserted.

	 AGet out,“ I ordered, leading her, naked, into the wood shop building. As a student assistant, I’d been given the combination to the storage room, and from there, could access the main part of the building. I motioned her over to a work bench.

	 ABend over it,“ I commanded, tying her wrists and ankles to the table legs as she laid over it. Then, taking a thin but sturdy dowel, I swished it through the air a few times, hearing the wind as I did. It would do.

	 ABecause you did finally obey me,“ I explained, Aand because you’re still learning, I’m going to be easy on you. Fifty strokes. Twenty five on your ass, then I turn you over. Ten on your belly, ten on your tits, and five right on your cunt. It might sound harsh, but next time you hesitate to obey, it’ll be two hundred.“

	 AYes, sir,“ she sobbed, and I brought the first stroke across the globe of her pale ass, causing a bright red welt to appear. I didn’t make her count this time...that would come later. For now, I wanted her to concentrate on the pain, and later - during gym class - the humiliation of having all the other girls see the stripes on her body, evidence that she’d been punished by someone, for something. After letting her get dressed again, I sent her on her way. I told my sister to make sure Annie undressed and showered with the rest of the girls each day for the rest of the week, wanting to ensure her humiliation was complete. She did, and it was.  Except for a few minutes each morning before school, I didn’t bother myself with Annie at all for the rest of the week. Just enough time to make sure she was naked under dress, and to give her instructions for the following day. The instructions were simple enough, and always included masturbating herself to sleep. One night I had her collect all her panties and bras and bring them to me in a trash bag the next morning. The next day, I had her wear small, 1/4 ounce fishing weights from her nipple rings. Friday morning, I told her that I’d be coming over to visit.  I wanted to speak with her mother.  CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVER PART IV  I finally met Annie’s mother that Friday evening. I’d digested Annie’s biography, and filled in a few blanks by asking her a number of pointed questions. I had her tell her mother I’d be bringing over steaks, so if she could arrange for baked potatoes and a salad, we could all sit and talk over dinner. I’d dressed well for the occasion, wearing dress slacks with an open-collar shirt and sports coat. I had spent a considerable amount of time deciding how I was going to approach this.

	 AGood evening, Mrs. Brown,“ I said, entering the apartment when she answered the door. Annie’s mother was in her mid-30's, having given birth to her only child when she was only 16 herself...just about the age Annie was now. She looked a bit frumpy in her old, unfashionable clothes, but I immediately saw the potential. Some makeup, a short skirt and some heels...and especially, a collar...and she’d be perfect. Old, maybe, but that just meant experienced and not so ashamed of her own sexuality. The only question now was whether she was going to be a willing or unwilling participant in my plan.

	 She ushered me in, and I handed her the covered container of steaks. I wasn’t sure how to proceed from here; quickly reviewing my options I selected the subtle approach.

	 AI thought we could get to know each other first, and then after dinner discuss Annie, if that’s all right.“

	 ACertainly,“ she answered graciously. AWould you like to watch television while I get dinner ready? Perhaps a Coke or something?“

	 ACoke would be fine, thank you,“ I replied, taking a spot on the couch.

	 I hadn’t seen Annie so far, but when she did come downstairs a few minutes later, she cringed at my disapproving scowl. Disregarding her dress code, she was wearing jeans, tennis shoes and a frumpy sweat shirt.

	 "I see you've decided to disregard your dress code,' I chastised. 'Go back upstairs and change. A dress, or a skirt and blouse. Nothing else. Oh, and put some makeup on; you look like shit without it.“

	 "But mama...." she started.

	 "I'll take care of mama," I told her. "You just go do what you're told, slave. We'll discuss your attitude and disobedience later tonight. Perhaps you should invite mama to witness your punishment?“

	 "No, sir...I mean...yes, sir, I'll go get changed, and no, sir, I don't think asking mama to watch would be a good idea, sir," she replied, then ran back up the stairs, taking them two at a time.

	 It took her almost fifteen minutes to get back downstairs, and although her face wasn't quite as made up as I would have liked, it was okay. I told her to go heavier on the mascara next time, and to use a bolder red lipstick from now on. Just as she lifted her yellow sun dress up to reveal her nakedness under it, her mother called that dinner was ready.

	 We ate in near silence, both women stealing nervous glances at me. When I was finished, I helped myself to the last of the salad. Both Annie and Rachael sat demurely, waiting for me to finish. I finally wiped my mouth with my napkin, crumpling it up and depositing it in on my plate, indicating I was done.

	 "Take care of our plates, Annie, then go upstairs and stay in your room until I call for you. Your mother and I have a few things to discuss,“ I ordered. My novice slave got up without a word, cleared the place setting from in front of me, and padded off while her mother simply sat wordlessly, staring.

	 "What was that all about?" Rachael asked.  "What did Annie tell you about me? I asked, by way of an answer.

	 "That you're tutoring her. Some sort of service program through the school, I think she said. I hope so, anyway, because I can't afford to pay you.“

	 "I guess that's as good an explanation as any. Yes, I am part of a school tutoring program, but that's not what I'm doing with Annie.“

	 "So you're not her tutor?" she asked, even more puzzled now.

	 "I guess you could say I'm more of a trainer, Rachael. You don't mind if I call you Rachael, do you? What I'm training her for has nothing to do with school, though.“

	 "Not school? Then what?“

	 "I'm training your daughter to take her rightful place in life, Rachael," I said reassuringly, leaning back slightly. If she was going to explode, it would happen now.

	 "And exactly what do you think is her 'rightful place?'  "Annie's rightful place in life is kneeling naked at the feet of her Master,' I replied offhandedly. "Annie's future is as a slave. Maybe a sex slave, or maybe something else - working in a kitchen, or maybe being a wet nurse - but her fate is to be a slave.“

	 "GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY HOUSE, YOU FUCKING PERVERT!" Rachael responded, standing up suddenly and grabbing her chair as if to use it as a weapon.

	 "Before you get violent, I think you should know that Annie came to me about this," I said, standing up myself, just in case I needed to make a quick exit. "In fact, I told her I wasn't interested, but she kept insisting.“

	 "Bullshit," the irate mother responded vehemently, but apparently calming down somewhat.

	 "No, it's true. You can ask Annie herself, if you want. If she told you herself that she wants to be a slave, would you believe her?“

	 "I don't know," she said, shaking her head in disbelief.

	 "Annie! Get your ass down here right now!" I yelled at the top of my lungs. The sound of her feet running across the floor above us was unmistakable. In a moment, she was standing in the doorway.

	 "Yes?" she asked, trying to catch her breath.

	 "Tell your mother about us. The truth, Annie," I commanded.

	 "I...uh...I...he...uh...," she stammered, her face turning white as a sheet.

	 "Robert tells me he's training you to be his slave, and that you asked him to. Is this true, Annie?" her mother asked pointedly.

	 "Um...yes, mama," she answered quietly, her pale face suddenly turning bright red.

	 "Then tell me," she insisted. "Tell me so there's no doubt in my mind.'  "Uh...he's training me to be his slave. I asked him to, but he said no at first. Then he said yes, mama. I can't understand it, but it just feels right.“

	 "I want to talk to him alone now.  Go back to your room," she ordered her daughter. Annie glanced at me for confirmation. In for a penny, in for a pound, I figured.

	 "Not yet, Annie. Just to make sure there's no misunderstanding, take your dress off. Right now,“ I emphasized when she didn't immediately respond. AJust drop it on the floor.“

	 "Oh, my God!" Rachael reacted when her daughter dropped her dress on the floor, revealing not only her nakedness underneath, but her decorations - the shaved pussy, the nipple rings, the red welts from where I'd beaten her. "When did this happen?" she asked.

	 "Uh...the second day, mama, when he said he would train me to be a slave.“

	 "What's the bandage?" she asked next.

	 "I suppose now is as good a time as any,' I said, grabbing one corner and ripping it off, eliciting a sharp squeal from my slave.

	 "Oh, my God..." Rachael repeated, seeing the words permanently written on her daughter's belly. Annie had her eyes closed, tears forming in the corners.

	 "Read it to her, Rachael," I said. "She's never see it before.“

	 "It says, "slave cunt," she read. "That's what she is now, isn't it? A slave cunt?“

	 "Not quite, but she will be eventually, once she's trained," I answered. "Go to your room now, Annie. There's no need to get dressed. As a matter of fact, you're no longer permitted to wear clothes when you're at home.“

	 "Yes, sir," she answered, blushing even more deeply now, as she exited the kitchen.

	 "I guess we have a lot to talk about," Mrs. Brown stated. "Coffee?“

	 "Please," I replied. It was the first time I'd said please since my arrival. I leaned forward, my elbows on the table, hands cupping the mug she handed me.

	 "Mrs, Brown, Annie is one of the most natural submissives I've ever met," I explained. "Let's face it, she's not the brightest bulb there is, and she depends on others to make decisions for her. Without this, she's probably going to end up in some minimum-wage job, having people take advantage of her. Hell, she could end up whoring for some pimp, the way she is," I said bluntly. "This way, she'll know her position in life, and won't need to worry about anything. All she'll need to do is obey.“

	 "You sound like you know a lot about this," she said.

	 "I guess I know a bit, but certainly not all there is," I replied seriously.  "So you've...what should I say...owned?...you've owned slaves before?“

	 "Just one," I answered flatly. "She'll soon be going off to college, though.“

	 "You're sending a slave to college?" she asked incredulously. "If she's going to spend her life spreading her legs for you, why would you bother?“

	 "Two reasons, actually," I answered. "One, she's smart. I think an education will do her good. She'll be of more value to whoever her owner is if she can do more than - as you put it - spread her legs. Second," I said, "she's my sister.“

	 "WHAT! Your own sister? You made your own sister your slave?“

	 "Yes, she’s my slave - me and my dad’s, actually. ," I answered. AAnd before you ask, yes, I’ve fucked her. So has dad. We don’t do that much anymore, only when she’s done something worthy of a reward like that. Mostly, she’s a whore. She fucks other people for money, but she doesn’t get to keep any of it. She gives it all to me. She's been fucked by of the students, and quite a few of the teachers, as a matter of fact. She has a standing Tuesday lunch date with the principal, too, but he gets it for free.“

	 "I don't fucking believe this," she said, holding her hands to her head and shaking it. "You and your father fuck your sister, you whore her to the entire school, and you're turning my daughter into a slut.“

	 "No, Rachael," I said softly. "Annie's not a slut, and I won't be turning her into one. If she's going to be a slut, it will have to come from within. Just like her submissiveness, it comes from somewhere inside. She wants to be a slave, though, and I'm going to help her with that.“

	 "I've lost her," Mrs. Brown said, a resigned note in her voice. "She's gone." She was sobbing softly now. AEverything I worked for, everything I hoped for her...“

	 AI wouldn’t think of it that way, Mrs. Brown,“ I said softly, reaching across the table to take her hand in mine. She recoiled at my touch, so I didn’t press the issue. AYou’ll never have to worry about her. Someone will take care of her for the rest of her life, and she’ll never be a burden. Unless she’s disobedient, she’ll be well taken care of, fed well, always have a safe place to live, and she’ll be protected always.“

	 AI still don’t understand this,“ she sobbed. AI think I need to go out for a bit.“

	 AI understand,“ I replied. AWould you rather I leave, so you and Annie can talk?“

	 ANo, I don’t think so,“ she said, standing up. AI really need to be alone right now. I’m going for a walk. I’m not sure when I’ll be back.“

	 I watched her get up and walk out the door, almost as though she were in a daze...which she probably was. As soon as she left, I called for my slave to come downstairs.

	 AGo clean the kitchen,“ I told her, Aand when you’re done with that, kneel in the corner and wait for me.“

	 AYes, Sir,“ my slave answered.

	 I went upstairs and took a look around. Entering Annie’s bedroom, I carefully went though all her belongings, piling those I was allowing her to keep on her bed and tossing the rest haphazardly on the floor. Jeans, pants, clunky shoes, all went on the floor. Likewise the stupid stuffed animals, cutsie photographs and the idiotic posters of her childhood movie idols. Going through her drawers, I tossed her socks and slips; she’d already brought me all her panties and bras, so she didn’t have any of those. By the time I was through, she had a dress, two skirts and four blouses left. I made a mental note to get her some new clothing; she’d need stockings, and maybe some sexy heels to go with the leather skirt and vest outfit I’d decided to get for her.

	 After I was through in Annie’s room, I checked out Rachael’s. Carefully this time, because I didn’t want her to know I’d been there, I went through the mother’s belongings. Pretty typical for a welfare-class working woman; nothing special, no fashionable clothing at all. White cotton undies and bras, work clothes and a couple of pair of sweats for work around the house. Just two dresses - a pastel sun dress, and what looked to be her wedding gown, carefully preserved in a box on the closet shelf. It was behind that box that I hit pay dirt.

	 I don’t know what it was, but I had a feeling that Annie’s submissive tendencies weren’t just random, that they were somehow instinct or genetics. The small packet of photos I found behind the wedding gown told the story. Old black-and-whites of a young woman - obviously Rachael - in various stages of undress. Several showed her bound and gagged, and in one, she was kneeling with her hands tied behind her back, sucking on a big, black cock. Others showed her wearing nothing but a collar, or laying on a bare mattress on the floor, her collar chained to a pipe. There was even a photo of her reaching under a dog’s belly, grasping his cock - oh, this was one kinky bitch for her time! My dick immediately got rock hard, thinking of Annie’s mother perhaps having willingly fucked a dog. That’s when I decided, fuck it, and threw caution to the wind.

	 I didn’t give a shit about being secretive now, and started rummaging through Rachael’s belongings just as I had Annie’s. The only difference was that I left the memories of what would soon be her previous life - the family photos, jewelry and such - alone and concentrated on her clothing. She dressed like a frump, and the only thing worth salvaging was the sun dress - and even it needed some modification. I had just finished up when I heard the front door open. I stuck the snapshots in my back pocket and went downstairs to find Rachael slumped in the overstuffed living room chair. I walked past her to the kitchen, where Annie was on her hands and knees, dutifully scrubbing the floor. I got her attention with a hard slap on her bare ass.

	 AYou have garbage bags?“ I asked.

	 AYes, Sir, under the sink,“ she answered.

	 AFine. Take the whole box of them upstairs. You’ll find two piles of stuff in your room. The things on the floor go into the trash, the stuff on the bed you may keep. When you’re done in your room, you’ll find the same situation in your mother’s.“

	 She looked up at me in wide-eyed shock before slowly nodding her head. I followed her out of the kitchen, smiling at the sight of the bright red hand print I’d left on her ass. Then I sat down on the couch to talk to the mother.

	 AHow was your walk?“ I asked, beginning with the small talk.

	 AOkay,“ she responded listlessly. Well, if she was going to be like that, then I was going to take things into my own hands. I pulled the packet of photos out of my pocket and held one up for her to see.

	 ARecognize it?“ I asked, a slight grin on my face.

	 AYou bastard!“ she said quietly. AYou have no business going through my things!“

	 AI guess she gets it from you, huh?“ I commented, flashing snapshot after snapshot in front of her eyes. AI think this one is particularly cute,“ I said, holding up the one of her jerking the dog off. ADid you fuck him, or just use your mouth?“

	 She just sat there, staring at nothing.

	 AYou liked it, didn’t you? You liked being used like that. Letting men use your body for their amusement. It was the only time you felt worth anything, wasn’t it?“

	 She hesitated for a moment before responding. AYes,“ she said in a whisper, her face turning bright red.

	 AI’m going to take you back to that feeling. I’m going to claim you as mine, to own you. You want that, don’t you? That way you can feel like you have some value, but at the same time look over your daughter. You want that, don’t you?“ I repeated. AYou want to be my slave.“

	 AYes,“ she said, barely audible.

	 AGo upstairs into the bathroom and strip. Throw every piece of clothing you have on into the trash. Ask Annie for her makeup, and then do your face. When you come back down, I want you to be smiling and look pretty for me. Oh, and make sure you shave,“ I said, pointing at her crotch.

	 AYes, Master,“ she mumbled, getting to her feet.

	 It took the better part of an hour, but I eventually had two naked females, a woman and a girl, kneeling in front of me.  I looked them over carefully before speaking.

	 ARachael, you are my slave,“ I said seriously. ASo are you, Annie, but you are to obey your mother as you would me. She has full rights over you, and disobedience of her is no different than disobedience of me. Rachael, I expect you to help me train Annie to be the perfect slave. The only things you cannot do is apply any punishment or make her fuck anyone I haven’t previously approved. Is that clear?“

	 AYes, Master,“ the older one responded in a clear voice.

	 AYes, Sir,“ intoned the younger one, less confidently.

	 AOn Monday morning, Rachael, I want you to take Annie out of school. Tell them whatever you want, that you’re home-schooling her, you’re moving, or whatever. She has no further use for formal education. Understand?“

	 AYes, Master,“ she answered.

	 AAs for your job, you’ll keep it. As a matter of fact, I want you to work as many hours as you can, all the overtime you can get. If you can’t get at least 20 hours overtime a week, find a second job. Something menial, maybe with a janitorial company or something like that,“ I commented, half speaking to myself. AFind a job for Annie, too. At least full time. Maybe as a hotel maid. I think she’d look good in a maid’s outfit, and she’s going to need the practice at keeping her Owner’s home clean anyway.“ Annie blushed at my words, but both slaves remained silent, the mother simply nodding her assent.

	 AYou’ll be turning over your paychecks to me,“ I notified them. AI’ll take care of the rent and provide a stipend for food, at least until I decide to move you into more appropriate accommodations.“ This was something Rachael hadn’t expected, and her eyes widened. AYou didn’t think I’d want to keep coming all the way across town for a quick fuck, did you?“ I said offhandedly. AFor now, though, you live here. Rachael, move your things into Annie’s room. You can share it. I’ll need a place of my own if I decide to stay over.“

	 AYes, Master,“ she replied. I could tell things were moving too quickly for her, but I needed to keep her off-balance.

	 ANow, when you go to move your things, you’ll undoubtedly notice most of them are already gone. I’ve taken the liberty of having Annie dispose of most of your clothing, for example. You won’t need it in the house anyway, and I’ll buy what I want you to wear. I’ll need your sizes, by the way,“ I said as an afterthought. AComplete measurements. Have them for me in the morning.“

	 AYes, Master,“ the mother answered.

	 AGood, I’ll see you then,“ I said, getting up to leave. I knew Rachael figured I’d be fucking her before I went home, but that wasn’t going to happen. She was actually a little too old for my taste - I enjoyed humiliating older women, but not fucking them - but I figured dad might enjoy her. My only real concern was whether the two women would even be there the following morning. After some time to think about it all, they might simply disappear. Well, no great loss if they did, I thought. Either Rachael wanted this or she didn’t, and as for Annie, well, she’d probably stay or go as her mother did, but at least she would carry the markings of our dalliance for the rest of her life - or until she could make enough money whoring herself out to afford laser removal of the tattoo.

	 I was actually somewhat surprised to find them both waiting for me, kneeling just inside their unlocked door when I arrived the following morning. On the carpet in front of each girl was a simple leather dog collar. Rachael’s seemed to be well-used; Annie’s looked brand new. My dick immediately got hard, even though it had just received a workout between my sister’s luscious cunt lips only a quarter hour before.

	 AWhat’s this?“ I asked, grinning.

	 AMaster, when my husband and I played our games and he wanted me to pretend to be his slave girl, he would put this collar on me. I felt it was appropriate to bring it out, and took the liberty of purchasing one for your other slave, Master,“ Rachael replied, keeping her eyes lowered as she spoke.

	 AYou want me to put them on you, is that it?“ I queried.

	 AYes, Master,“ the two females replied in unison.

	 ARachael, look at me,“ I said, gently placing my fingers under her chin and tilting her head. AIf I put these collars on, they don’t come off unless I take them off. You might end up wearing yours when you go to tell the school that your daughter is leaving. You could end up wearing it to work, if I’m not here to take it off.“

	 AMaster, I don’t care what people think. I’d be proud to announce to the world the fact that I’m your property,“ she said, a wide smile on her face making me actually believe that.

	 ANo,“ I said after thinking about it for a moment, AI don’t think I want you in a collar...at least not a collar someone else gave you. Why don’t we try this one on?“ I said, pulling a small box from the bag I carried. It contained a delicate gold choker with a small tag bearing my initials. She beamed when I fastened it around her neck. I was just pleased that I’d guessed the size right; it fit snugly, but not overly so.

	 ADon’t worry, I haven’t forgotten you,“ I said to the other girl. Unlike her mother’s, Annie’s collar was far from delicate or subtle. A wide, pink leather collar encrusted with faux diamonds spelling out the words, ASLAVE WHORE.“ Before fastening it around her neck, I displayed the words to both women.

	 AIt means exactly what it says,“ I said as I fastened it around her neck, locking it in place with a small padlock. AI decided last night that Annie’s future will be as a whore. Her first customer will be here in two hours, as a matter of fact. Do either of you have a problem with that?“ Both of them looked up at me wide-eyed.

	 ANo, Master, A Rachael responded after a moment, resigned to her daughter’s fate.

	 AGood, because I told him Annie was already experienced. It’s your job to get her that way. Here, put this on,“ I commanded, tossing a strap-on dildo on the floor in front of Rachael’s kneeling form. AYou have an hour and a half to teach your daughter all about sex, and I don’t expect her to have a virgin hole left when her first customer arrives.“

	 ABut, Master...“ she started.

	 ADo it, bitch!“ I growled. She recoiled at seeing a side of me she’d never experienced before. Of course, we’d only met barely 12 hours earlier. She looked down at the dildo, then back up at me, pleading with her eyes. ADo it,“ I reiterated. She nodded resignedly and picked the phallus up. It took her a moment to figure the straps out, but she finally got it attached, the nine inch latex dick bouncing lewdly.

	 ADoggy style,“ I said. AFirst she sucks it, then she gets fucked like a bitch.“

	 AYes, Master,“ Rachael responded, shuffling on her knees in front of her daughter. Annie was already on all fours, tears streaming out of her eyes as she opened her mouth and began feebly sucking her mother’s prosthetic cock. I stepped up next to them, and grabbing Annie by the hair, simultaneously pulled her into her mother while I shoved my hand against Rachael’s ass, causing Annie’s eyes to bulge as she sputtered and gagged. I held them there for a moment before releasing.

	 AYour customers will expect you do deep throat,“ I told her while she gulped down air. I gave her two breaths before forcing the two girls together again. I didn’t expect her to be able to deal with it, but felt I needed to reassert myself with both of them. Rachael, after all, hadn’t seen the violent side of my psyche yet.

	 AThat’s enough,“ I finally said after the fifth or sixth iteration of the throat-fucking. AGet back there and rip the bitch’s cherry,“ I told the mother. She looked a me with sad eyes, but simply scooted around behind her daughter. AGet that ass up!“ I commanded the crying girl. ASpread those legs. I want to see those cunt lips sucking at that cock!“ I was getting so turned on from this that I really wanted to take her myself, but I’d gotten extra from her first customer for letting him be the first to actually cum inside her. I watched as the tip of the dildo worked its way into Annie’s swollen hole, the labia folding themselves around it. Annie had very large, pronounced cunt lips; they got even large when she became excited, and I’d never seen her this aroused.

	 AOn the count of three, you can kiss your cherry goodbye, Annie,“ I said, stepping behind Rachael just in case the mother had any ideas of being gentle with this. AOne...two....three!“ I yelled, shoving Rachael’s ass as hard as I could, slamming her forward with such force that Annie was knocked to her belly. I pulled them back up so Annie was back on her knees, then told Rachael to continue fucking until Annie had an orgasm. It didn’t take long before Annie let out a loud squeal and collapsed on the floor, covered in perspiration. Soon thereafter, Rachael was displaying a dildo dripping with blood and cunt juice.  AWhores clean their customers off afterwards,“ I said, moving Rachael to a position in front of Annie’s face. AWith their mouths.“ I could see Annie trying desperately to keep the bile down as the wet, blood-streaked latex prick waggled in front of her, but she did her best to please me. Looking up at me with a forced smile, she lowered her eyes and opened her mouth, taking her mother’s offering. I could see the distaste on Rachael’s face, too, and decided that perhaps she needed to have a little more girl-on-girl action. I had Annie alternately suck and lick the cock until it was clean, then advised her to slather it up some more because she had one more hole to be broken in. Oh, I’ve never seen a girl work so hard at getting a cock wet before! Of course, she wasn’t aware that I had planned on allowing her mother to apply some lubrication first.

	 I had Rachael scoot up behind Annie and eat her daughter’s ass out, too, getting it nice and wet first. Although she hated the thought of licking there, she did her damndest to get as much spit as she could as deeply into her daughter’s rectum as she could. She was, after all, the girl’s mother and still had that maternal instinct. She didn’t want her little girl hurt, and if that meant sacrificing herself, so be it. Again, this was something I filed in the back of my mind, for potential use later.

	 ASeems wet enough,“ I finally said, shoving two fingers up the girls ass. AStill, it is her first time. Here, use this,“ I said, tossing Rachael a tube of lubricant. ANot too much, though. I want her to feel it.“

	 While Rachael was carefully applying the slippery gel to her dildo, I presented her daughter with my shit-covered fingers. ALick,“ I commanded. Again, I could see the hesitation in her eyes, immediately followed by the resignation that I was going to make her do it whether she wanted to or not. Slowly, her tongue extended and tentatively touched my finger. She recoiled, then shut her eyes, took a deep breath and wrapped her lips around my knuckles, sucking and licking as rapidly as she could.

	 AGood girl,“ I said when she was finished, drying my hands off on her hair. AOkay, time to take that last cherry. Any words of advice for your daughter, slave?“ She looked up and saw that I was serious.

	 AJust relax, baby. It’ll hurt less that way. If you bear down like you’re trying to shit, it might help some.“

	 AYes, mama, I’ll try, but please don’t hurt me,“ she sobbed.

	 AOh, it’s going to hurt,“ I guaranteed her, Abut if you do as your mama says, it’ll be a bit easier on you. Get to it,“ I told the mother.

	 I watched as the older bitch carefully positioned the head of her strap-on at the now-inflamed and slightly opened rosebud of the younger’s asshole, then slowly eased her weight forward, causing it to slide in a millimeter at a time. Annie groaned as the bulbous head disappeared, and I could see her thigh muscles tighten as the thick dildo began to slowly slide inside her.  ATry to shit it out,“ I heard Rachael say, and I saw Annie grimace as she bore down, then let out a squeal as her mother took advantage of the loosening of the girl’s sphincter and shoved herself fully inside. Annie looked up at me, tears streaming down her cheeks, trying to smile through the discomfort as her mother continued her assault.

	 I checked my watch and saw that almost five minutes had passed since the initial penetration; that meant over three minutes of hard, non-stop butt-fucking, and I figured that was enough for now. I motioned for Rachael to stop. She pulled out with a loud plopping sound and looked up at me expectantly. I nodded, and she moved around to her daughter’s face.

	 AAss-to-mouth is another skill a whore is expected to master,“ I said. The girl stared at me with a forlorn look on her face, but still clamped her mouth shut and shook her head. AMake her,“ I told the mother, sitting down in a chair to watch.

	 ALick it, you whore!“ Rachael screamed, backhanding her daughter across the side of the face. AClean that nasty shit off my cock!“ I watched intently as she took the girl’s head in her hands and forced her thumbs painfully into the jaw socket, forcing her mouth open. AYou’re going to do it one way or the other, and it’s up to you how, you little cunt,“ she spat. ANow open that fucking, cock-sucking mouth of yours and suck my dick!“

	 Annie was in hysterics now, unable to control her own body. Her mouth flopped open, and her mother quickly crammed the plastic dick in as far as it would go. The girl pulled back, dislodging it from her throat so she could breathe, but at the same time closed her lips over it. The total look of abject disgust was evident on her face as she was forced to suck, lick and then swallow the shit smeared on the hard latex tool. I noticed that she’d pissed herself, too; there was a yellow stain on the tan carpet directly under her cunt. Probably happened when mommy fucked her throat, I thought almost absentmindedly.

	 ALet me see it,“ I commanded. Rachael pulled out and showed me the dick. I saw a little fleck of shit on the underside, right at the base of the head, and told her so.

	 AClean it,“ she told her daughter. This time there was no display of defiance; she simply stuck out her tongue and lapped the bit of feces off. I checked my watch again.

	 AOkay, it looks like you have a little over a half hour before your date gets here. Go take a shower and make yourself pretty. Your clothes will be laid out for you when you’re done,“ I said. Still sobbing quietly after the abuses she’d just endured, she stood up and padded naked up the stairs.

	 I’d brought her clothes for the evening, actually some still serviceable hand-me-downs from my sister. A little pink dress with a plunging neckline and a hem that would fall just barely below the cleft of her thighs, matching stockings and a pair of red platform heels. I knew Annie wasn’t ready for spiked heels yet, but the platforms still raised her heel a good four inches above her toes. She’d have problems walking in them, but I didn’t expect she’d be doing much of that, except maybe to the car and back. I had her mother help get her ready, making sure the makeup was just slutty enough to match her attire, while still keeping a bit of the innocence visible. When they were done, I had Rachael put on her sole remaining dress, and we waited downstairs for Annie’s date to arrive.

	 Annie fidgeted the entire time we were waiting, until the doorbell finally rang. I Rachael to answer it and invite her daughter’s gentleman caller in. Rachael didn’t recognize him, but Annie sure did: Buck, one of the school’s janitors, a fat, sweaty man with a complexion as black as the night. He smiled broadly, showing the gap between his front teeth as he spied his Adate“ for the night.

	 AHi, baby. I never woulda though a you as a ho, but I guess you is at that!“ he exclaimed. ATwo hunerd apiece, right?“ he said, looking at me.

	 APay the older one,“ I said. AShe takes care of the money for me.“

	 AWhatever you says, boss,“ he shrugged, peeling off ten fifty dollar bills. ADat’s fo five of us, all night long, whatever we wants, right?“

	 AAs long as she’s back by eight in the morning, and no damage to the merchandise. Bruises are okay, but I expect her to have all her teeth, no new markings or piercings, and I don’t want to get her back knocked up,“ I warned him. Annie looked up at me with true fear in her eyes for the first time.

	 AJust do what you’re told, and everything will be fine,“ I told the girl, taking her hand and placing it in the janitor’s large, calloused paw.

	 AC’mon, bitch, we gots us some partying to do!“ he said, dragging her out of the house.

	 Rachael stared out the door, a concerned look on her face, as her daughter was led outside into the man’s car. Even from this distance, you could see her bare ass whenever she stumbled; he was walking at a fast pace, and Annie had only one hand to keep her dress down.

	 AShe’ll be okay,“ I told her, closing the door. AMost of what just happened was intended to scare her, nothing more. All they’re going to do is fuck her, nothing more than what you just did, except she’ll probably be on her back most of the time instead of on her knees. Only one of Buck’s friends even bothers with ass-fucking.“

	 AThen why...“

	 AWhy did I have you abuse your own daughter like that? Because I could,“ I said bluntly. AI was testing both of you. I wanted to see if you were truly obedient, and whether you had the ability to dominate your daughter. You passed on both accounts.“

	 ASo are you going to fuck me now?“ she asked bluntly.

	 ANo. You’re a little too old for my taste, though I might use your mouth occasionally. What I do plan on using you for is to pimp out your daughter,“ I told her bluntly AMaybe my dad might like a piece of ass, though.“ She slumped down, an abject look on her face as I explained what I had planned.

	 Between her two regular jobs - we still had to find her the second one - and being her daughter’s pimp, she wasn’t going to have much free time. That didn’t really concern me much, though; slaves don’t get days off. I set up a separate phone line in her house, this one with an answering machine. If she was home when it rang, she was to answer it, no matter the time of day or night. If she was out, she was to check the messages as soon as she got home. I provided her with one of those planner books people use to schedule appointments; as people called, she was to set them up with 45 minute sessions with Annie. Each session was fifty dollars, and she was to be both scheduler and cashier. If anyone wanted Annie longer than that, it was an additional hundred per hour.

	 I never did fuck either Annie or her mother, though I kept them for two more years. Annie became quite popular within certain circles, particularly the ass-fucking crowd. Most whores charged extra for that, but with Annie it was all included. She never did get that hotel job, but the money she was making for me was too good to pass up. As for Rachael, my dad tried her out a couple of times but wasn’t all that excited about her. Like me, he still preferred the younger ones. I did allow Rachael to make a bit of side money by whoring herself out; since she was doing this on her own, I let her keep a couple of dollars whenever someone paid to fuck her.  Truthfully, though, I tired of both slaves rather quickly. If it weren’t for the cash Annie was bringing in, I’d probably have disposed of them after a couple of weeks. By the time I finally did find a buyer, there wasn’t much left to shock either of them. I figured that might change, though, because I sold them to some middleman who sent them bigwig from Saudi Arabia. He told me the Arab wanted them to keep his guards happy. I never heard back from him, so I guess they worked out okay.

	  CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVER CHAPTER V 

	 Soon after I disposed of Annie and Rachael, it was time for me to be off to college. I had my choice of institutions, and by now money was no object, so I carefully considered my options before deciding on a rather small college in rural Colorado. I didn’t want to be lost in the crowd, or just another student ID number, and unlike most schools, freshmen weren’t required to live in the dorms. I was able to find a small farm house a few miles from campus, isolated enough that it was unlikely anyone would stop by unless invited, yet close enough that it wouldn’t be a particularly difficult drive, even in the dead of winter.

	 Carolyn came with me, of course, but not as a student as I’d originally planned. After training Annie, I realized what a waste of money and effort it would be to educate someone whose entire life ambition was to serve others. As I told my sister that night when I informed her of my decision, if she could find a university that offered a degree in fucking, I’d send her there. So, I brought her along with me, if for no other reason than to keep my place clean and serve as window dressing. I even got her a job as a waitress at the local pizza joint. She hated it, particularly because of the skimpy costume they made her wear. As jaded as she was, she still detested being thought of as a common slut. Those who asked her for dates soon found out that although she was easy, she wasn’t cheap. Her going rate was a hundred dollars an hour, which quickly put the quash on most of the students, who were already living on a shoestring. Most decided they’d take their chances with the coeds; hardly a sure thing, but when they did strike pay dirt, it was certainly cheaper.

	 I pretty much played it cool my first semester, with nobody knowing the slut at the pizza parlor was my slave/sister. I even had a few dates; if they were on nights when Carolyn wasn’t working, I’d send her out so my date wouldn’t know she lived in my house. Since Carolyn’s bed and all her belongings were out in the garage, my visitors were none the wiser. I even made her bring her toiletries in and out, so there weren’t even any tell-tale signs in the bathroom.

	 I’d always had a thing for oriental girls, every since Suzie Chan in the second grade, and I soon became enamored with this little girl of Chinese descent. Her name was Lotus, of all things, and I was in lust from the moment I saw her. Those first few months, while I was still feeling my way around campus, I even fantasized about her while I was fucking my sister. That’s when I realized how bad I had it for her. I just had to figure out a way.

	 I finally decided to just ask her for a date and see where that might take me. To my surprise, she accepted. After a nice dinner down at the steak place, I invited her to my house. I can honestly say that was my first real date, the first time I’d ever Amade love“ to a woman. Every other time I’d had sex, I was fucking a slave. This was different; not bad, not good, just different. I’d always liked making a girl cum; it gave me a sense of absolute power. Now, it was like I wanted her to cum simply because it seemed like a nice thing to do. Every other time, if my partner didn’t have an orgasm, I didn’t really care. I was fucking them for my pleasure, and if they didn’t enjoy it, too damned bad. Now I was especially careful to make sure Lotus was always satisfied.

	 We’d been going together for a month, maybe six weeks, when she mentioned that living in the dorms sucked, and asked if she could move it. We’d been joking for some time about tying each other up, and since I couldn’t really come up with an excuse for her not to move in, I figured it was time to level with her. She seemed surprised but not shocked when I showed her the pile of blankets in the corner of the garage that my sister used as her bed. Her eyes seemed to light up when I explained my relationship with her.

	 AIf I moved in, could I...I mean...use her sometimes?“ she asked almost shyly.

	 AI didn’t know you liked girls,“ I commented.

	 AWell,“ she said, AI’m curious, okay? Besides, I heard guys like watching girls get it on with each other.“

	 AOkay,“ I shrugged, Aas long as you remember who her owner is.“

	 Lotus moved in the next morning, and by mid-afternoon, I was watching the hottest girl-on-girl action I’d seen this side of a porn flick. Believe me, being there in person is so much better, and I finally couldn’t hold back. I just had to get in on the action. While Lotus was kneeling with her face in Carolyn’s bald pussy, I moved around behind my girlfriend. I’d never felt her cunt so sopping wet, I thought as I slid my cock inside her. Maybe she was a latent lesbian? No, she had to be bisexual, I realized. I’m not sure she even noticed I was there until she felt me explode; that was when she finally started thrusting back, wiggling her ass around like the hot slut she was becoming. As I pulled out, she looked over her shoulder at me.

	 ACan I have your sister clean me?“ she asked excitedly.

	 AOf course,“ I replied. AI can wait.“

	 Lotus giggled as she wiggled her way towards Carolyn’s head, leaving a slime trail across my sister’s belly as she did. She squatted over Carolyn’s face, letting my cum drip onto it in little globs before finally lowering herself down onto my sister’s waiting lips. Well-versed in this particular act, Carolyn took no time at all in sucking and lapping up all the juices in and around Lotus’s sex.

	 My little oriental girlfriend became quite the dominatrix, teaching me things about women that I never knew. How to tell when Carolyn was right at the peak before an orgasm, for example, and how to quickly back her down, forcing her to beg and offer to do the most degrading things in order to be permitted to cum. Lotus was big on the emotional aspects of domination, and taught me that going to far either way - either being too nice or two brutal - wasn’t good, unless it was planned for a specific purpose. She taught Carolyn a lot, too, how to lick pussy just the first. I never realized there were so many ways to do that, I thought, watching my sister being put through her paces early on one afternoon. She had to learn to sense Lotus’s level of desire; did she want a quick orgasm, or a gentle tonguing that could take hours? Nibble on the labia, or lash rapidly at the clitoris with the tip of the tongue? I noticed the difference in the two women, too. Once Lotus started cumming, she wanted little or no contact with her clit, preferring to squeeze her own breasts through her orgasm. Carolyn, on the other hand, wanted to be ravaged and tortured, to have her clit pinched and sucked until she stopped flopping around like a dying fish. I thought that was funny...when I saw Lotus bring my sister off like that, I thought she really did look like a fish flopping around on the dock. She had powerful orgasms.

	 Lotus turned out to be a demanding Mistress to my sister, though she hated that term and never permitted Carolyn to call her that. She said AMistress“ sounded like some stupid bitch whoring herself out to a married man in the feeble hopes that he’d leave his wife. She made it clear she had no intention of doing that, so decided that Carolyn would call her, ABeautiful Miss Lotus.“ She was strict with our slave, stricter than I had eve been. Lotus expected nothing but perfection, and every mistake, no matter how small, was identified and confronted - usually by something painful or humiliating happening to Carolyn.

	 It was Lotus who took over the pimping of my sister, thought to be truthful, she usually just had Carolyn visit the dorms and offer herself to whoever had a few spare dollars. Since Lotus kept track of the going rate and handled all the finances, she kept 20% for herself and turned the rest over to me. We could have made more, but Lotus was adamant that the cost be kept down because most of the customers were college students; she never charged more than half what a regular whore would receive. On a good night, we’d make $200, and over a thousand on the weekends. Carolyn, though she really did all the work, received nothing for her efforts.  Of course, fucking for money wasn’t the only thing Carolyn was required to do. When she wasn’t on her knees or back with her legs spread, she was taking care of all our personal needs - cooking, cleaning, laundry and the like. Lotus particularly enjoyed having Carolyn give her a bath, and then letting our slave take her own bath in the used water. When Lotus was feeling particularly smutty, she’d make a point of emptying her bladder in the water before allowing my sister to bathe.  One morning, we were having a leisurely breakfast at the table, watching Carolyn scramble across the floor for the tiny scraps of food we were tossing her, when Lotus came up with the most wonderful suggestion.

	 AWhy don’t we see if we can find other girls like Carolyn - natural submissives, like her - and train them? I’m sure we could have five or six, and imagine all the money we could make whoring them out?“

	 So that’s what we did. Oh, it didn’t happen overnight, but I started dating other coeds and was soon able to target those with submissive tendencies. I even got some Carolyn’s customers to start looking, and by the start of the fall term, had three other submissives living in my house - one of whom was actually a male, my first.  Rita was Hispanic, her parents coming up from Mexico illegally before she was born. She was about 5"2" tall, with long, shiny black hair, big tits, wide hips and thick thighs. She wasn’t fat, and the proportions were just about perfect.  Ophelia was black, tall and slender. Her legs seemed to go on forever, and she had this cute little ass that wiggled suggestively when she walked. The tiny tits - A cups - were about the only drawback; if it hadn’t been for her height (nearly six feet tall), I could have passed her off as a pre-teen. She looked good in a large afro, so that’s how I kept her. Her pubic hair was just a thin, curly carpet that did nothing more than accentuate the area between her legs.

	 Ginger was a redhead, appropriately, with enough freckles to mark every city on a map of the United States. Her hair fell down to just below her ears, and she had just the tiniest fluff of cunt hair. The most striking points about her were her nipples - when erect, they were nearly an inch long - and her Scottish accent, that just seemed to set men off when she’d moan Afuck me“ in their ear.

	 Patrick was the male. Skinny, with a cock to match. Bisexual, though that didn’t really matter to anyone except him. I kept him shaved, except his scalp, which held a nice bit of light blond hair which he kept cut long, in a girlish sort of way. Lotus liked to keep him feminized, with lipstick and makeup, women’s lingerie and heels; it turned me off that a man could let someone do that to him, but it kept Lotus entertained.

	 I soon found out that such an assortment of whores made for an interesting set of customers. The local redneck farmers preferred abusing the black and Mexican; the black college students wanted Ginger and Carolyn. As for Patrick, sometimes he was rented out by females, but usually it was either some guy who wanted to see his wife get fucked by someone else, or someone who felt as I did and simply wanted to punish him for being such a pussy.  Regardless of which slave it was, whenever they weren’t fucking for money, they were serving Lotus and me in one manner or another. It wasn’t always sexual; there was upkeep on the house, laundry, cooking and even car care (Pat was quite a shadetree mechanic as it turned out). However, thanks to the time Lotus spent in scheduling customers, we could usually count on splitting at least $4000 each week.

	 As time went on, I would pick up new submissives and dispose of others - usually either setting them free after their fling at slavery, or if they insisted, giving or selling them to someone else. A regular customer of Carolyn’s, for example, expressed a strong desire to have her as his own. He came from a wealthy, politically-connected family and was willing to pay top dollar to obtain her release; instead, I gave her to him as a graduation gift. He eventually became the state Attorney General, and never forgot what I’d done for him.

	 I graduated a year after that, and simply took my favorite new slave - a little thing who had been on a gymnastics scholarship until she decided to drop out in order to major in bedroom sports - and left the business to Lotus. I’d been socking away money left and right, and now had my MBA and investments on the order of a half million dollars. Not bad for a 23 year old.

	CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVER CHAPTER 6  After college, I decided to take a break and let my investments work for me, so I bought a little beachfront bungalow in what was at that time a fairly small, sleepy town called Santa Barbara. Most of my investment decisions were good ones - a lot went into Hewlett-Packard at first, then later a few start-ups, Atari, Apple, Federal Express and Microsoft among them. Some weren’t so good, like Eastern Airlines, one of the first American airline companies to go belly up. I did like the airlines, though, and kept investing in them, no matter what. I finally learned my lesson years later, when Western Pacific went bust after less than two years in operation. That one cost me a tad over eight million dollars. But what the hell, it was only money, right?

	 Anyway, life as a beachcomber was pretty good. No real responsibilities other than reading the Wall Street Journal and other financial reports on a regular basis, then making a call to my broker if I wanted to act on something. Other than that, I just pretty much bummed around, learned to surf, and did a lot of fishing. I usually traveled north for the fishing, though. Too much oil seepage in Santa Barbara to suit me, so I’d go up to Pismo Beach or Morro Bay, sometimes as far as Santa Cruz if I wanted to make a weekend out of it.

	 I dated a bit, too. Well, more than a bit, actually. This was the era of Afree love,“ after all. It was also the era of psychedelic drugs, and while I enjoyed having my eardrums burst at a rock concert as much as the next guy, I never did the stuff. Matter of fact, the hardest thing I ever did was vodka. The cheap stuff, that burns so bad going down, you know? Women who did drugs, or even smoked, I dumped as fast as I could. Drugs were bad news, and while I wasn’t cigarette Nazi, I didn’t like kissing someone who tasted like the inside of an ashtray. There were a couple of girls who showed some promise, but when I told them to stop smoking if they wanted to be with me, they decided their nicotine was more important. By Ashowed some promise,“ I mean they exhibited submissive tendencies. However, since neither felt the fact that I didn’t like smoking was a good enough reason to give up tobacco, I doubt either would have made a good slave.

	 On the other hand, there were other girls who did have that innate desire to please, and made excellent slaves. Lydia, for example, one of my first after college.

	 I met Lydia about six months after I set up in Santa Barbara, in the bar at Harry’s Townhouse, arguably the best place for prime rib in the county. I used to go there once every couple of weeks, just for a change from my own cooking. My skills in the kitchen were pretty much limited to spaghetti, hamburgers, and whatever came from a can or frozen aluminum tray (this was before microwave meals, and I’m sure some of you can remember the old metal TV dinner trays that took an hour to cook). Anyway, I figured if I was going to pay someone to prepare a meal for me, I was going to make sure it was a good one.  
 So there I was at Harry’s, waiting for a table, when Lydia caught my eye. She was 23, a brand new high school English teacher just a few months into her first year of teaching. Fairly short and stocky, but in a muscular way. About 5'4" tall, weight just a tad on the heavy side but not a porker. Not at all dumpy-looking in her mid-calf pastel dress and white pumps, quite appropriate attire for both the era and locale. Brunette hair and green eyes, and nice, round, full tits. I’d find out later they were 40D’s, with barely any sag to them at all. Nice, large protruding nipples that got rock hard whenever she got aroused. The most amazing thing about her, though, was her clitoris. It was huge, so large that it constantly peeked out from between her smooth, hairless mound like a tiny tongue sticking out from a clam shell, even when her legs were together.

	 That’s right, she kept herself shaved, even before we met. She blushed adorably was she explained she’d been shaving since high school because she liked the way it looked and felt. She was afraid I wouldn't like it, and offered to let her pubic hair grow out if that’s what I wanted. I assured her I thought she was perfect just the way she was. She didn’t quite squeal in glee, but she seemed happy that I liked it. Of course, by now, the wheels were turning in my head. I started testing her, taking not-quite baby steps. It turned out she was as naturally submissive as anyone I’d ever met.

	 ADon’t get cleaned up,“ I said one night after a boisterous round of fucking. I’d just dumped two loads in her wet cunt. AI want you to go to school tomorrow filled with my cum, thinking about what your students - the boys, in particular - would think if they knew.“ She gave me a strange look, but nodded, mumbling something unintelligible. She did just that, too. I picked her up after school and had her spread her legs so I could inspect. Dried cum was clearly visible on her puffy bald mound and thighs.

	 AI’d like you to dress more sexily for our dates,“ I told her another time. AShort skirts, above the knees, and boots. Like your older students wear,“ I said. AAnd since you know I’m going to use you anyway, don’t you think underthings are just a waste of time? Stockings are fine, but panties and bras just get in the way and slow us down, don’t they?“ Again, she hesitated just slightly, then nodded, blushing. I’m not sure whether she was more embarrassed that she was acquiescing to my desire that she go naked under her skimpy skirt and blouse, or the fact that I said I was going to Ause her,“ rather than something like, Awhen we make love.“ She did acquiesce, though, and as the year progressed, she eventually was going without undergarments altogether. Oh, at school she wore longer, heavier dresses, but never anything that extended below her knees. Pants and the like were out, too; at home it was nothing but revealing clothing - or nothing at all.

	 
 A few months after we’d met, I suggested that she leave her small apartment and move in with me. She was, after all, spending more time in my shack than at her place, and it seemed like a waste of money to be paying rent for something you seldom used, I reasoned to her. When she told me that she’d need someplace to store her furniture, I pointed out that storage would be almost as expensive as rent, and that she would probably do better to either sell it or donate it to a charity. The only two things we kept were her cedar chest - filled with her mother’s wedding gown and other things for the life her parents had planned for her - and a king-sized four poster bed. Everything else went to her former neighbors, and what she couldn’t sell got sent to the Salvation Army. The contents of her cedar chest would eventually go there, too, but not just yet.

	 Once she was fully moved in, I started laying down more and more rules for her to follow. Her attire at home, for example, consisted of a garter belt, fishnet stockings and either platform or high heeled shoes. The only time she was allowed to wear anything else was when she was getting ready for work, and she had to change back as soon as she got home. Other than when we had company - which was never - that’s all she was allowed to wear.

	 She was responsible for all the cooking and housecleaning, too, and I demanded everything be spotless. Her daily routine was to change as soon as she got home, then start dinner. While our meal was cooking, she’d get to work cleaning up the messes I’d often intentionally made, while I relaxed in my recliner and watched television. Once dinner was ready, she’d sit at the table - the only time she was allowed on furniture without specific permission - and wait for me to sample the food, not taking a bite herself until I nodded, indicating that her efforts were acceptable. They usually were, but on the few occasions when I didn’t care for the dinner she’d prepared, she went hungry.

	 After she’d finished washing the dishes and cleaning the kitchen, she’d sit at the table to correct homework and grade tests. I allotted an hour a night for this; if it took any longer, she’d have to do it after I went to sleep. At 7:00 p.m. on the dot, she knew I expected her to be kneeling at my feet, eagerly waiting to please me. I seldom disappointed her, usually allowing her to practice her oral skills while I watched at TV show or read a book. What happened after that depended on my mood. Sometimes I’d just cum in her mouth and go to bed early; other times I’d keep her up all night, taking her repeatedly, then using a dildo or my hand when I was completely spent. No matter what, though, I made her wait until I had my orgasm before I let her cum.

	 I spent a lot of effort training Lydia. I never could make her cum on command, but she did get to the point where she couldn’t have an orgasm without permission. At times, I would make her stand in the corner or sit on the floor and use a vibrator or her fingers on herself for hours, watching her get more and more frustrated as I denied her the relief she so desperately needed. It was on one of these nights that I finally began bringing other people into our relationship.

	 She was in the middle of the living room, squatting over a dildo I’d mounted on a short pole, when the doorbell rang. She looked up, startled - nobody ever came to our house - and began to climb off, covering her swollen tits with her hands, looking furtively at the hallway to make her escape.

	 AKeep going,“ I growled. AI didn’t say you could stop fucking your toy!“ Waited until she resumed humping the plastic cock, then answered the door.  
 Lydia’s position in the center of the living room meant she was completely visible from the door, which I opened widely. Standing there were two friends of mine from college, Buck and Dave.

	 ANice,“ Buck commented. Dave just responded with a low whistle, watching the glistening dildo disappear and reappear while my almost-slave averted her eyes and turned bright red, fucking herself even harder in an apparent attempt to concentrate on something other than the fact that she was on display in front of two strangers.

	 ALook, it’s blushing!“ Dave laughed, using the impersonal vernacular I’d insisted on in school. Until now, Lydia had never been referred to as an Ait,“ but she would soon discover her status was about to change from human being to object.

	 AWhere did you find it?“ Buck asked. AReminds me of what’s-her-cunt, that redhead Mexican bitch.“

	 ALupe, you mean,“ I said. AYeah, but that one was already a whore when I met her,“ I reminded them. AI don’t think Lydia’s ever been fucked by anyone but me. Have you?“ I asked pointedly, looking over at her. She blushed even more furiously, hesitating in mid-stroke as she shook her head.

	 AWell, I can’t wait to break this one in, then!“ Buck announced gleefully, causing Lydia to stop what she was doing, and look up in horror.

	 AI can’t...I mean...you can’t...I won’t....“ she stammered almost unintelligibly.

	 AYes, you will,“ I answered sternly. AWhat do you think I’ve been training you for?“

	 ATraining?“ she gasped.

	 AYeah. Why do you think you have all these rules? Why do you think I make you sleep on the floor, or suck me off whenever I feel like it? Why do you think I don’t let you cum whenever you want to? I’ve been training you. Did you really think you a big-titted, cum-craving cunt like you is better suited to be a schoolteacher? No, your future is as a sex slave.“

	 Not surprisingly, her legs gave out at that point and she dropped down onto the dildo, engulfing it completely into her sopping wet cunt. She came at the same time, screaming as the unauthorized orgasm washed over her. It was the first time in nearly six months she’d cum without being told to do so, but I had no intention of punishing her for it. In fact, I was pleased. My two buddies looked on, grinning as she toppled to the side, her hands at her crotch as she flicked that oversized clit of hers, bringing herself to one earth-shattering orgasm after another. She finally collapsed on the floor, her body covered in sweat, the sweet smell of wet cunt filling the room. I walked over and grabbed her by the hair, pulling her to her knees and forcing her to look up at me.

	 
 AYou know this was meant to be, don’t you, cunt?“ I spat, staring deeply into her green, tear-filled eyes. She nodded.

	 ASay it, then!“ I demanded.

	 AThis was meant to be,“ she barely whispered.

	 AWhat was meant to be, cunt?“ I prompted, grabbing her chin in my hand and clamping down painfully.

	 AI was meant to be a...a...slave,“ she answered.

	 AFrom now on, my name is >Master.’ My friends are both >Sir.’ Got it?“ I asked.

	 AYes, Master,“ she replied softly.

	 AYour name is cunt, or bitch, or whatever I want to call you.“

	 AMy name is cunt, bitch or whatever you want to call me, Master.“

	 >Good. Now that we understand each other, go offer yourself to my friends,“ I said, giving her the first of many commands she’d receive as a slave. ACrawl to them, kneel at their feet, and beg them to use you like the slave you are.“

	 I watched for a moment as she slowly crawled towards Dave and Buck, who were now both sporting huge hard-ons, even more apparent to my new slave due to the fact that their clothes lay in heaps on the floor. The both grinned cruelly as her naked form worked towards them. I had one more thing to do, though, to completely break Lydia’s will, and walked out of the room just as Buck ordered her to begin cleaning his feet with her tongue.

	 When I returned a few minutes later, my friends were going at her from both ends. The entire front portion of Buck’s foot was crammed into Lydia’s mouth, who was simultaneously gagging and trying unsuccessfully to crawl away, because Dave was assaulting her cunt the same way - shoving his foot between her legs. When they both took notice of me, I shook my head disapprovingly, causing them both to disengage.

	 AGet dressed,“ I commanded my slave, tossing her mother’s crumpled wedding gown on the floor in front of her. AYou’ll never be married, but this - entering your new life as a sex object and slave - is the closest you’ll ever get. It’s only proper that you should be able to remember this day as if it was your wedding.“

	 
 Lydia began sobbing uncontrollably, the reality of her future finally setting in. From this day forward, her entire purpose for being would be to serve others. She could expect no mercy, no pleasure, except that which those using her might bestow. She started to rise to her feet in order to put the white lace gown on, but a snap of my fingers and a disapproving glare caused her to remain on her knees. She struggled to slip it over her head, finally smoothing down the sides over her otherwise naked body.

	 AOn her wedding night, a bride in white surrenders her virginity, doesn’t she?“ I asked gently, holding her sobbing face with one hand.

	 AY...yes, Master,“ she replied.

	 ABut you’re hardly a virgin, aren’t you?“

	 ANo, Master, I’m not,“ she mumbled.

	 AExcept you’re not totally broken in, are you? Isn’t there one place you are still a virgin?“

	 AM-Master?“ she asked, looking up with a puzzled expression on her face.

	 AThink about it, slave. I’ve fucked you in that hot cunt of yours, and taught you how to use your mouth the same way. Do you have any holes that haven’t been used by a man yet?“  She thought about it for a moment, her expression changing from bewilderment to fear as she realized what I was talking about.

	 AMy...my...my bottom, Master?“ she asked in a quiet, tiny voice.  ANo, dear, not you >bottom,’“ I laughed, noting the fleeting relief on her face, then watching it disappear as I continued. AYour asshole, your back door, your Hershey Highway, perhaps, but not your >bottom.’“ Her lip began to quiver, her eyes filling with tears.

	 ABut it’ll hurt, Master! Please, no!“ she wailed, finally losing control of her emotions.

	 AAre you saying you don’t want to be fucked in the ass?“ I asked her pointedly. ABy the three of us?“

	 ANo, Master. I mean, yes, Master. I don’t want to be...to be...fucked in the ass,“ she sobbed. AYes, that’s what I’m saying.“

	 AAnd you think that somehow you have the right to refuse? That anyone cares what you want?“ Buck asked pointedly. AJesus, it is a stupid cunt, isn’t it?“ he said, turning to me.

	 AI wouldn’t go that far,“ I replied. AIt just doesn’t understand its place yet.“

	 
 We let Lydia kneel there on the floor for a few minutes while we talked about her. I told my friends how I’d been almost surreptitiously training her, without letting her really know what was going on. I described how I’d sent her to school at least once a week with a fresh load of cum in her cunt, how I made her do all the housework naked, had her dispose of all her personal property, and still she never caught on.

	 AWell, I don’t care what you think,“ Dave said. AShe sounds pretty stupid to me, if she didn’t even have an inkling that this was going to happen.“ Dave always had a problem referring to females as objects, even though of the three of us, he consistently treated them more harshly. AShe’s probably too stupid to made a decent slave anyway. Personally, I think you ought to just fuck the bitch and drop her off on some street corner naked. Let her fend for herself. See how ungrateful she is, just sitting there crying, after you go to all the trouble to feed, clothe and train her? And she won’t even give you her asshole? Fuck!“ he spat, feigning disgust. I knew this was all part of his act; Lydia didn’t, though.

	 ASay, that’s an idea!“ I commented. ALet’s give it a choice. First, it can beg us to fuck it in the ass. Second, it can choose Dave’s suggestion. We’ll all fuck it, then let it go just like you said. What about you, Buck? You have a third option for the bitch?“ I looked down and saw that Lydia was paying attention now.

	 AHmmm...I think we ought to call what’s-his-name up...the kennel guy, remember him?“

	 AYou mean Rich, from college?“

	 AYeah. See if he’s still training dogs that way. I’d like to see the bitch gang-raped by four or five of them. We could film it, and then sell copies.“

	 AOkay, cunt,“ I said harshly. AThose are your choices, then. Either you beg to be ass-fucked, and then willingly take each of us up that virgin hole of yours; you get fucked and then dumped naked down the street; or you get fucked by a pack of dogs. Your fourth option is to choose nothing, in which case I’ll make sure the photos I’ve been taking are posted on every bulletin board in the school. Then we’ll butt-fuck you anyway. Thirty seconds to decide, cunt!“ She started sobbing once more, no doubt aware that she really didn’t have any choice at all.

	 AM-m-master, please f-f-f-uck my ass,“ she sobbed softly.  AWell, since you asked so nicely,“ I grinned, AWhy don’t you start working some of that cunt slime of yours into your butthole? I don’t care whether buttfucking causes you pain, but I don’t want my dick to get chaffed.“  I shoved her head to the floor and lifted the wedding gown up over her back, exposing her splayed legs to view, watching as she wiped up some cunt juice with her fingers and began working them into her ass. As I’d expected, she was sopping wet, juices glistening on her thighs nearly halfway down to her knees. I’d never seen her this wet before. I smiled knowingly, understanding the significance, watching her move load after load of girl cum from her wet, swollen gash to her asshole. Each time, her fingers disappeared more deeply inside.

	
 ACome over here and get me hard,“ I commanded. With her hands still plowing away between her legs, Lydia scooted over to me, taking me in her mouth. She had the softest, warmest mouth; today, it was even better. It was all I could do not to cum down her throat.

	 ABeg,“ I ordered.

	 APlease, Master, fuck my ass!“ she begged, her words barely understandable because she still had my cock in her mouth. I let her continue begging for a few moments, watching her finger herself furiously, thanks to the mirror that Dave had strategically placed behind her.

	 AMake sure my cock’s nice and wet first, then turn around and present your ass to me,“ I said. She slobbered one last time, leaving saliva dripping from my rock-hard member as she turned her back to me, then lowered her head to the floor and used her hands to spread her ass cheeks.  APlease fuck my ass, Master!“ my little slut wailed.

	 I placed my cock between her ass cheeks, rubbing in up and down the saturated valley, teasing her with little pokes at both her holes. She pushed towards me every time the head of my dick made contact with her soaked cunt; I could actually see the juices flowing out of her hole, she was so excited. Finally finished teasing her, I placed my cockhead right at the tight ring of flesh protecting her cornhole, and grabbing her hips with my hand, thrust forward with all my strength.

	 AAaarrggh!“ she screamed as my dick fully penetrated her ass. I began pounding at her, not permitting her even a second of respite, listening as the grunting noises she made every time I thrust forward turned into moans of pleasure. Aware that she was willingly accepting the invader in her ass now, I released her hips and rose up on my knees, keeping her impaled.

	 AI don’t think it’s right that I should be doing all the work, do you, slave?“ I asked. I’m not sure whether she actually heard me or not, but she immediately responded by rocking back and forth on her hands and knees, fucking her ass on my dick. It had been a long time since I’d fucked a virgin asshole, and I wasn’t able to hold off very long, spewing hot semen deep into her bowels just a few seconds later.  When I was done, I leaned forward, panting and trying to catch my breath for a bit, feeling her still trying to hump my now-shrinking cock.  AI think she wants more,“ Buck commented. AMind if I take sloppy seconds?“

	 AHelp yourself,“ I told him, pulling out and letting my cock flop softly on her buttcheek. AWait a sec, though.“ Everyone except Lydia knew what was coming next as I moved to her front, letting my dick hang inches in front of her face.

	
 AClean me, cunt!“ I commanded. Lydia’s mouth clamped shut as she shook her head.

	 AAss-to-mouth is the trademark of a slut, and you can’t deny that’s what you are. Finger-fucking yourself in front of strangers, then begging to be ass-fucked? Who but a slut would do those things? You can either do it, or we’ll pick one of those other options we discussed. I’ll be you wouldn’t be so picky about where a cock has been after you’ve been fucked by a few dogs, wouldn’t you?“ Tears welled up in her eyes as she hesitantly opened her mouth.

	 AJust clean it off,“ I said. AI don’t want a blow job. Just lick it with your tongue. That way I won’t get it bitten off when Buck fucks you. He tends to be a little rambunctious,“ I said.

	 She did get ass-fucked by all three of us that night, using her mouth afterwards to make sure we were all squeaky clean before spreading her legs for my friends. We each dumped three loads into her, though I have to admit that last go-round was pretty week. We were all pretty fucked out. Through it all, I never gave her permission to cum. She knelt on the floor after we were through with her, begging with her eyes. Finally, she spoke.

	 AMaster?“

	 AWhat?“ I snapped, causing her to flinch.

	 AMaster...can I...would you...Master, may I please cum?“ she implored. It was the first time she’d asked for permission to have an orgasm, and she did it in front of two of my friends. Another brick had just been removed from the wall.

	 AWhat are your rules about orgasms?“

	 AMaster, I can’t have one unless you let me, and...and...I have to be naked...and...I have to yell that I’m cumming when it happens, Master,“ she panted, her need even more obvious now.

	 AWell, are you dressed for it, then?“ I grinned, watching as she literally ripped the antique gown off, displaying her very aroused, well-used, naked body, half-congealed cum on her thighs, belly, ass, face and tits.

	 AMay I cum now, Master?“ she asked again in a rather annoying, needy voice.

	 
 AI think you should put on a little show for us first, don’t you, guys?“ My friends nodded in agreement. AYou can start by crawling over to Dave’s clothes and finding his undershorts. Then you can wash them out in your mouth,“ I told her. Without any hesitation, she obeyed, not even using her hands. She rooted through the pile of dirty clothes, then finding his jockeys, lifted them up triumphantly with her teeth. We could all see the yellow stain adorning the front, and the dark brown Aracing stripe“ at the back; Dave was never well-known for good hygiene, and he’d prepared for today by wearing the same shorts all week. The expression on her face showed us that the taste was disgusting to her, but she slurped the entire thing into her mouth nonetheless, her cheeks puffed out like a chipmunk’s.

	 AWhat, you don’t like it?“ I said mockingly. AA slave should be happy to be obeying its Master’s orders, and should be showing how happy she is!“ Lydia’s face changed from looking like someone farted to a having a big, stupid smile on it as she chewed away at the filthy, shit-stained garment in her mouth.

	 AThat’s better. Now, you may face away from us with your nose on the floor, and show us how you play with that fat, wet cunt of yours. And don’t forget to keep chewing!“

	 We all laughed as Lydia’s body turned bright red, but her hands flew between her legs nonetheless, obeying our commands as we told her to spread her cunt lips apart, pinch her swollen clitoris, and ram three, then four fingers in as deeply as they could go. Her cunt didn’t get all the abuse, either, as we made her spread her abused asshole for our viewing pleasure, allowing us to see the swollen, inflamed inner tissues and the semen coating them. We let her go on for about 20 minutes, low moans coming from behind her underwear-filled mouth, while we talked about her like she was just a piece of meat. Which, at that point, she was. Finally, I decided enough was enough, and interrupted her diddling with a sharp slap to her ass.

	 ATurn around and kneel up,“ I told her. AHow’s that cleaning job coming,“ I asked, as I kicked her knees farther apart, exposing her deliciously swollen cunt, the hole spasming open and closed like a fish’s mouth. She pulled the underwear out of her mouth and held them up. I could see she’d made progress, but not enough.

	 AOkay, time for some spot cleaning. First thing, it needs to be wetter. Since your mouth is probably all dried out, we’ll have to think of something else. Any ideas, bitch?“ I said, leering at her.

	 AMy...my cunt, Master?“ she asked hesitatingly.

	 AVery good. Now let’s see if you can shove that whole thing up inside, shall we?“ Taking an edge of the briefs, she used her index finger to slowly push the dirty piece of cotton into her cunt, looking at me with a beaming smile when she’d accomplished the first part of her task.

	 ANow, since you’re going to be a human washing machine, we need to agitate the tank, don’t we?“

	 AYes, Master, I guess so,“ she said, somewhat bewildered.

	 ASo can you think of anything we can do to move the dirty laundry around inside our human washer?“

	
 AMaster, you could fuck me again?“

	 AWell, we could, but I’m afraid we’re all fucked out at the moment. Unless you have someone you could call to come over and help out,“ I suggested, an eyebrow raised.

	 AUm...no, Master. I mean...I don’t think there’s anyone I could call.“

	 AAny other suggestions?“

	 AUm...Master, if I could cum...I mean...it would make my cunt really wet, and I know the muscles move around a bunch when that happens. Maybe if I could cum, that would help?“

	 ADo you think you’ve done anything to deserve an orgasm, Lydia?“ I asked.

	 AUm...I’m not sure, Master. I mean...I guess that’s for you do decide, Master, but I really need to cum right now.“ She implored me with her eyes to let her have the relief she so desperately needed.

	 AWell, okay,“ I said, ABut under one condition. You aren’t to touch yourself below the waist.“

	 AYes, Master! Thank you, Master!“ she screamed, her hands moving to her full, swollen breasts, fingers tugging and pinching her already erect nipples. We could see her breath quickening; she was right on edge, but without being allowed to touch her gaping cunt, she just couldn’t make it. I watched her frown, then a big smile grew on her face as she started sliding her knees in my direction. Closer and closer she moved, until her knees were on either side of my leg. She leaned back, thrusting her groin towards me, finally making contact as she humped up and down on my leg, leaving a thick trail of cunt slime. It was on the third stroke that she screamed out as her orgasm hit, knocking her backwards onto the floor. Still squeezing her abused breasts, she squirmed on her back, her legs flying left and right as she continued to hump the air, as though fucking an invisible cock. As she started to come down off her cloud of orgasmic bliss, I placed my foot on her crotch, grinding into her cunt with my heel, setting her off again. This time I didn’t let up, sawing the side of my foot back and forth between her bald, inflamed cunt lips, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm, until she was deliriously begging me to stop. At that point, I forced one more cum out of her, then stopped, allowing her to rest for a moment.

	 ASo what are you going to do with it?“ Buck asked.

	 AWould you believe I already have a buyer lined up?“ I grinned.

	 AThat quick?“ He seemed surprised.

	 
 ANot so quick. I’ve been working on this one for months. Just because she didn’t realize she was being trained doesn’t mean she wasn’t, you know?“

	 AYeah,“ Buck nodded thoughtfully. ASo who’s the lucky Owner?“

	 AActually, he should be here any time now,“ I said, looking at my wristwatch. As if on cue, the doorbell rang.

	 AGet up off your lazy ass and answer the door, slut!“ I yelled, accentuating my command with a swift kick to Lydia’s ass. She scrambled to the door without a thought to her naked, cum-covered body, gasping in surprise as she flung it open to discover the identity of her future Master.  ABilly?“ she gasped, trying unsuccessfully to hide her nakedness.

	 AI think you mean, >Master,’ don’t you, you cum-sucking slave cunt?“ were the last words she heard, as she fell unconscious at her nineteen year old brother’s feet.

	 “She always treated me like shit when we were growing up,” he said, looking at us. “Now I guess it’s turnabout. I’m going to enjoy taking this bitch down a few notches.” He reached into his wallet and pulled out a five dollar bill. “As agreed.“

	 “And here’s your receipt. Make sure she knows how much I thought of her. I’m sure knowing I traded her for five bucks will do her ego wonders.“

	 I found out later that Lydia went back to work for just one day, to turn in her resignation and invite the boys in her Remedial Reading class over for a “goodbye party.” I heard a couple of the parents tried to press criminal charges after finding out she’d been the center attraction at the party, which was really more of an orgy, but nobody could find her. About the only thing that happened was a big scandal, her name and picture in the paper, and the state school board revoking her teaching license. Like a sex slave needs any other job, right?

	 Anyway, I just went on with my life after that. Dating, and when I found another suitable girl, training and then selling her to someone else. I never did do the charity thing again, as far as virtually giving one away. I also found out I could get much, much more by selling to overseas buyers – usually Middle Easterners, but sometimes to Asia (Thailand had a big demand for young white girls), and a couple of times to African dictators. There was nothing like seeing a formerly haughty, stuck-up bitch kneeling, terrified and naked, with some huge black man holding her leash. I didn’t make tons of money on all of them, though; some just weren’t suited for true sex slavery, and were really nothing but whores. Those I took across the border and sold to a couple of Mexican whorehouses, usually barely making expenses for my effort. It was all part of the business, though. In retail, you often have spoilage; in the business of female flesh, you sometimes have the same thing.

	    Confessions of a Slaver Chapter 7  I was fairly active in what I began to call “procurement” for the next few years, hitting the clubs and picking up two or three new women every week. Most were just one-night stands, but occasionally I’d find one with submissive tendencies. They were easy to identify, if you knew what to look for. And, no, I’m not giving up any of my secrets. You think I want my readers to become my competition? Even if I am retiring from the business soon, I’m not selling what I’ve learned. Besides, the knowledge I have may be of use later as well.

	 Anyway, of all those dates, maybe one in fifty – about two or three a year – would have just the right level of submissiveness that I could exploit. I normally had two slaves at a time: one trained, and one being trained. The trained slave would help me break the new one, and once the new arrival was fully trained, the old one would be sold. They knew up front that this was going to happen, and although none of them particularly liked the idea, I never had any reason to believe that one of my slaves was intentionally sabotaging or delaying the training of her replacement.

	 Perhaps the reason for that was that they knew I could offer them to any number of buyers, from wealthy businessmen at one end, to a Mexican whorehouse at the other, with a multitude of options in between. For a while, my main customers consisted primarily of two groups: consortiums of businessmen (and women) who would purchase a slave as sort of a time-share commodity, and Middle Eastern sheiks and princes. However, I always held the Mexican whorehouse threat over their heads, and just to make sure they all understood the ramifications of that, one of the things I would do early on in training was to have a new slave spend several weeks in one. After that, they all promised to me that they’d never do anything to be sent back. Perhaps it was because of the initial “breaking in” period – five days of constant gang rape, with no condoms, no hygiene breaks, no food and very little water – or maybe it was the nightly “dog and pony shows” they would be forced to participate in. It didn’t really matter, because I made money from their humiliation and pain, and they were taught early on in their new lives what happens when you’re not a good, obedient little slave.

	 Now, I said I usually had two slaves, but there were several years when I often had three. It started when I took this one young thing – a medical student in her second year of graduate studies – under my wing, as it were. I met her at the local university, where I was taking a couple of 500-level psych classes. While I never actually received a degree in the topic, I knew a solid knowledge of the human mind would be to my advantage as I began to advance my career. I actually discovered I already knew more than what was in the books; “Abnormal Psychology,” the study of aberrant behavior, was a prime example. I figured I already had a doctorate-level education in that area, particularly when the subject was sadism, masochism, dominance or submission, and the types of people who gravitate towards those areas.

	 Anyway, this med student – her given name was Amy, but I doubt she even remembers that now – caught my eye. Five foot seven, light brunette – almost blonde – hair that she wore in a short pixie-style cut, and long, slender legs. About the only thing wrong with her was that her tits were virtually non-existent, but she was giving off definite submissive signals. One day I walked up to her in the library and just told her I wanted to take her out to dinner, and to meet me in front of her dorm that evening. She looked up at me for a moment, then lowered her eyes and softly said yes.

	 That first night, I took her to dinner – at a restaurant she never could have afforded – and ordered her meal without bothering to ask for her preference. I did the same thing with the wine, then our dessert and après-dinner aperitif. She didn’t bat an eye, though she did lower them each time she saw me staring at her. She simply accepted the fact that I was in charge.

	 I didn’t try anything with her that night; this was a testing-the-waters date. However, I did make my point clear when I arranged our next date. I didn’t ask her if she wanted to go out again, or even if she was free. I just told her.

	 “We’ll be eating at my place tomorrow. Be waiting right here at six p.m.,” I said as I dropped her at her dorm door. “A taxi will pick you up. Wear something short – above the knee – no bra, no panties. Oh, and I like things smooth, so make sure you shave first. You’ll be punished if I find any hair below your neck. Plan on staying the weekend, but don’t bother packing anything. You won’t be needing any clothes except what you wear when you come over. I’ll provide everything else.” She stared at me for a second, with that deer-caught-in-the-headlights look, before lowering her eyes submissively. I wasn’t sure if she actually nodded or not, but I had a strong suspicion that she’d be out at the curb well before the allotted time, waiting for the cab. If she wasn’t, though, I was only out a few dollars. My gut told me, though, that that small investment would pay big dividends.

	 Naturally, I was right. I parked down the street at 5:30 to watch and see what would happen. Twenty minutes later – ten minutes before her appointment with the taxi – I saw her walk slowly out of the dorm towards the curb, looking up and down the street for her ride. She was wearing a tiny, sleeveless sun dress that looked from a distance like a flower-pattern fabric. She looked distressed as she waited; she kept her hands at her sides, holding the hem of her dress down against the slight breeze that threatened to expose what I expected to be her naked ass and bald pussy. A buddy of mine – who could feign a great eastern European accent and actually drove a cab part-time – pulled up right on time.  “Back seat broke,” he said in faltering English. “Must ride in front.” He leaned over and popped the door open as Amy climbed in, careful to not expose any more of her body than was already visible. In order to give me time to get back to my house, the cabbie took a roundabout route, arriving there a full ten minutes after me.

	 “Twelve fifty plus tip,” he said in a thick accent, holding his hand out for payment.

	 “Um…I thought, I mean…wasn’t this pre-paid? I mean, I don’t…“

	 “No money? You order cab but have no money to pay?” he said, acting incredulous. He pressed the button that automatically locked all the doors, preventing his passenger from getting out. “Okay, we go police now.“

	 “No! Please…I mean…I didn’t know…” she sobbed.

	 “No money, so either police or you find ‘nother way to pay.“

	 “Another way?” she asked. “You can’t think…I mean…what other way?“

	 “You smart girl, you figure out,” he said, grinning while he rubbed his crotch.

	 “You can’t mean…no, I’ve never…“

	 “Oh?” he said, one eyebrow up. “Girl pretty as you, still virgin?“

	 She nodded her head, once again lowering her eyes submissively.

	 “Okay, I not have you do that. But you gotta do something. But what?” He pondered for a moment. “Okay, when you get in, I think you not wearing anything under dress. Is correct?” When she nodded, he continued. “Okay, you lift dress up and give me good look, then maybe I let you go. Okay?“

	 He stared as she slowly lifted the hem of her dress up, exposing her shaved pussy, then at his instruction, spreading her legs and finally lifting her dress further so he could play with her tiny but firm titties. It was, after all, a $12.50 tab – plus tip – that she was paying off.

	 “Ver’ nice,” my buddy commented. “Okay, you almost paid in full, but I want souvenir. Take off shoes, I keep, and you go.“

	 Without a word, she slipped off the petite white sandals she’d been wearing and handed them to the cabbie. He nodded, holding them up to his nose and inhaling – my buddy actually did have a foot fetish – and released the door lock, allowing Amy to escape from the prison that had been the taxi, only to arrive five seconds later at another, more permanent one. I met her at the door.

	 “I’m very glad you came,” I told the flustered girl as I escorted her into my home. “I had some doubts last night that you would. But since you did, “ I said, “I want you to show me that you followed my instructions. Lose the dress.“

	 I watched as she slid the shoulder straps off with a slight shrug, letting the skimpy piece of cotton slip to the ground, leaving her standing naked before me. I had her step forward to the center of the living room, then spread her legs and lace her fingers behind her head, while I walked around her, carefully inspecting her body.

	 “I realize you probably already know this,” I told her as I circled her like a hawk checking out its prey, “but I have some unbreakable ground rules regarding my women. If you want to be one of them, you’ll agree to follow them, no argument and no discussion. If you can’t do that, leave now and it’ll be like we never met. If at any time you disobey or even utter a protest, our relationship is off and you will never see me again. This extends to all aspects of your life, whether I am present or not. Second, you will treat me with respect and deference at all times. In public, you will refer to me as ‘Sir.’ In this house, I am called ‘Master.’ There will be other rules – minor, but no less important – that you will learn as time goes on. If you agree to abide with these conditions, you may now kneel, lower your face to the floor, and kiss my boots,” I said. There wasn’t any hesitation as she fell to the floor . From that point on, she was mine.

	 Amy was a good slave, obedient and docile. She moved in with me the next weekend, after giving notice on her dorm room. With few exceptions, all her belongings were either sold or donated to charity. I provided everything for her, including her own room. It contained a single mattress on the floor, a blanket, and a desk and wooden chair for studying. I explained from the beginning that I expected her to continue with her education, but she would also be responsible for taking care of the household and my personal needs. She was permitted little in the way of entertainment – including television, movies or music, unless it was something I wanted – and was prohibited from socializing with her peers. This even extended to study groups, as she could come home and study at her desk. This enforced program worked, as she graduated third in her class with a medical degree. While her education would come in handy, I didn’t see the need for her to go beyond the schooling, though, and complete the internship and residency required to become a full-fledged doctor. Besides, given the hours an intern was expected to work, I didn’t see how she had the time to do that and take care of her other, more important duties. The knowledge was all that was important to me, and to any prospective buyer when I decided it was time for her to go.

	 After graduation, Amy’s duties at home immediately took priority. She was responsible for everything having to do with my home and personal needs, from housecleaning, cooking and maintaining the yard, to sex. She still had her own room, but the desk and chair had been removed and were replaced with a small video monitor that constantly played nothing but BDSM porn movies whenever she was confined there. “Confined” is really somewhat of a misnomer, because in order to impress upon her that a slave has no right to privacy, I’d removed the door to her room. The only confinement she experienced there was emotional, the result of her own obedience. If I sent her to her room, she knew not to come out unless I called for her.  Amy seldom wore any clothing inside the house, as I preferred to keep her body naked and available. Whenever I had company over, I might have her dress in a pair of fishnet stockings and spiked heel shoes to accentuate her lovely legs, or if my guests weren’t completely into the BDSM scene, I’d have her wear a skimpy, outrageous maid’s uniform that humiliated her and left little to the imagination. Either way, by the end of the night my little slave girl would have been well-used, and I could usually guarantee she’d have cum dripping out of all of her holes, regardless who the visitors were.

	 About a year after I acquired Amy, I decided to begin tracking my slaves using a numeric system.  My sister and Annie were numbers one and two, of course, and I’d kept a journal of all the others, so I had a record of each one. Amy, it turned out, was my nineteenth slave, so on the anniversary of her submission to me, I invited a tattoo artist friend of mine over and had him mark her with a large, vivid “19” just above her bare mons. By this time, both Amy and I had both tired of her having to shave every day, so she’d already had her pubic hair permanently removed. From that day on, each of my slaves was permanently denuded and marked in such a manner. I’ve even seen a few photos of some of them on porn sites and newsgroups, so every time you see one of those, you’ll now know they originated from my stable.  There was one thing that bothered me about Amy, and that was the size of her tits. I’m a breast man, but she wasn’t even a B-cup, so I decided to have her altered. Silicon breast implants were already banned in the United States, but not in Europe, so that summer I took her to France with me, where I had her enhanced to a nice, slutty 46DD. I always thought silicon looked and felt more natural, but was still obviously fake. She was quite embarrassed with her new looks, but didn’t show me anything but enthusiasm and thanks for her oversized titties. She knew it was what I wanted, and that’s all that mattered. She made quite an impression when she returned to school, too, particularly since my no bra rule still applied. I even gave her a new name – Tittyfuck – in recognition of her most visible asset, and would never refer to her as “Amy” again. Even though she was the most obedient and devoted slave I’d ever owned, I’d always given my slaves names designed to degrade, humiliate and dehumanize them. I wasn’t about to change now.

	 Tittyfuck had a younger sister, just as intelligent, who was completing her engineering degree that year. Tittyfuck corresponded with her sister via e-mail every few days, but nothing was ever said of her living situation, nor her status as my property. The sister – Evelyn – was, however, very unequivocal about her personal sexual preference. She was a lesbian, and would often include sordid details about her encounters with other women. Based on her letters, I believed she was, like her sister, an innate submissive. I had my slave invite her sister over after graduation. A virtual twin of Tittyfuck except in the breast department – she was a 42C – she, too, had submissive tendencies, and I soon found myself with a matched set of slave sisters. The new one – number 21 – I appropriately named “Cuntlicker.” It was the first time I’d fucked a virgin that old, and one who openly detested men. It was great to watch her as she was gang raped, being forced to suck her own shit off the cocks that had just been crammed up her ass. She eventually became accustomed to her new life as well, and was quite happy as long as I let her use Tittyfuck every week or so. She still hated having men touch her, but that made her debasement all that much more delightful for me.

	 Over the next couple of years, Tittyfuck and Cuntlicker helped me train fifteen new slaves, and because I no longer needed to keep an extra one around for training, was able to cycle them through a bit more quickly. I could also take my time making my selections, and often had periods of a month or more between selling a slave and acquiring a new one. Depending on the female’s psyche and how long it took to break her, I could have a new acquisition ready for sale in a matter of weeks. Tittyfuck’s knowledge of pharmacology helped, as we experimented with different combinations of drugs to help me turn a slightly submissive woman into a wanton, cum-craving slut, willing to obey any order in order to get what she needs. Of course, not all of our experiments turned out successful – particularly early on – but that’s what the Mexican whorehouse was for, right? Even a brain-fried catatonic female was worth a couple thousand dollars, as long as her cunt was still warm and wet.

	 Because of the numbers of slave girls I was processing and selling, it became obvious early on that a confinement and training facility would be needed. My remote, large Victorian home was ideal. I had my two slaves help me create a prison-like training area in the basement of my old Victorian. While we couldn’t do all the work ourselves, they were handy at the manual labor, and I was able to barter their other skills in order to get most of the specialized work completed. For several months, I was left with just one slave at home while the other was being used by one skilled craftsman or another in exchange for his work.

	 The basement was, when I first moved in, simply a large are with concrete walls and a dirt floor, apparently used primarily as a root cellar. Other than the furnace and hot water heater, there was nothing there but the tiny air vents running along the top of the walls. I eventually had a lot of work done, but rather than bore you with the details, let me simply describe what it eventually became.

	 Access to the basement was through an interior door off the kitchen. The original hollow-core door was replaced with something more substantial; although normal in all outward appearances, it was an insulated, steel clad door of industrial specifications, and had a frame and hardware to match. A hidden, electronic lock extended and retracted the five deadbolts that secured the opening, and an alarm system would notify me if anyone attempted to open the door without my permission.

	 At the bottom of the flight of twelve steps was the now walled-in area for the furnace and hot water heater, ducted to the outside for air supply. What appeared to be a solid concrete wall between the two appliances was actually a hidden door which slid silently on an electrically-powered track. Beyond the door was a small foyer about the size of an elevator car, with a solid steel door on the far side. Past the second door, the room opened into a long hallway running the length of the building, and beyond. I’d had some excavation done and there was actually a reinforced tunnel that extended about eight feet past the edge of the foundation. More about that area later, though.

	 On either side of the hall were a series of cells of various sizes and construction, ranging from a tiny cage just three feet to a side and three feet high, to a full-sized living area complete with a bed, television and bathroom area. Some of the cells had jail bars for a front wall, while others were solid, complete with prison doors with tray slots along the floor for the passing of any food or other items I might want an occupant to have. One was nothing more than a fifteen foot deep, concrete-lined hole, twenty inches in diameter, with a heavy iron grated lid. No matter what, though, each cell had a CCTV camera imbedded in the ceiling, and the ventilation system could be individually controlled from a control panel in my study. I could make a slave’s life as cozy or as unpleasant as I wanted, all from the comfort of my nice, warm upstairs abode.

	 The entire basement was completely soundproof, too. I know, because I tested it by having my two slaves go into each individual cell and scream as loud as they could through a bullhorn while I checked the sound levels both outside and in the house. While the house was situated on several acres with no nearby neighbors, I felt it best to play it safe. Besides, the extra sound insulation didn’t really cost me anything other than the loss of one of my slaves for a few weekends.

	 The reason I went to all this trouble was because acquiring slaves who were already submissive had lost its appeal to me. The excitement of the chase and catch wasn’t what it had once been, and I was about to embark on a new phase in my career as a slaver – forcibly abducting and training the less-than-willing prospect. I wanted to capture a female against her will, and turn her into a wanton, begging, submissive slut.
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	 With my secure “training facility” completed, all I had to do now was identify my next prospective slave, then abduct and break her. I had a lengthy list of potential buyers, all of whom had been vetted through various means, so I wasn’t at all concerned about the end result yet. For now, I would just immerse myself in the hunt.

	I had a general idea of what I wanted: Fairly young, preferably in her teens but no older than early to mid-20’s. The younger ones tended to bring more at auction, and I preferred tight skin to wrinkles anyway. Innocent looking, but aware of her own sexuality. Maybe a cock-tease, a college student, intelligent and educated. One of those rich, stuck-up bitches, maybe. Someone who paid attention to her appearance, just because I got a thrill out of changing the way they looked, watching their reactions when they’re forced to shave their heads, get their tits and cunts pierced, make themselves up to look like whores. I even considered looking for a hard-core, man-hating feminist to transform into an obedient, cum-drinking slut. Ethnicity, hair color and the like didn’t matter, though the thought of using race as a tool in breaking a slave was intriguing. Although all my previous experiences had been with at least semi-willing participants, that didn’t mean they couldn’t be humiliated or taken beyond their breaking points. I remember one such slut – a big-titted, Southern-bred white bitch – who was finally broken when she was forced to lick her own scum off a big, black cock that had just given her a hot semen enema. One of my extreme plans was to someday force a devout Muslim or Jewish cunt to suck off a pig, but that was way in the future. So, getting back to the hunt…

	I did quite a bit of research before settling on a mid-sized college town 1200 miles and several states away. My only significant concern was that transporting what would in effect be a kidnapping victim across state lines could bring the full resources of the FBI into play. All I had to do was be careful, though, both in completing the snatch and transporting her to where her old life would disappear and her new one begin.

	To make this plan work, I needed the assistance of my two slaves. I had no doubts about their loyalty; they were totally dedicated to serving me, and to do otherwise was unthinkable. After their years of servitude, they couldn’t even imagine of being disobedient or disloyal. However, they were becoming a bit too comfortable with their relatively privileged lives lately, and needed to be taken down a notch or two to remind them of their status. It was my fault, because I know I’d become too familiar with them, but that didn’t make any difference. They’d have to be reminded.

	Their retraining began two days before we were scheduled to leave on our “hunting trip.” It started with my two slaves staging a girl-on-girl session on live webcast (on the free, teaser portion of my dedicated pay site), culminating with a naked wrestling match. Viewers worldwide (I’d advertised, so there were over 80,000 of them, plus those invited to attend in person) were treated to live, streaming video of the loser getting violently fisted by the winner. For the next 12 hours, the loser would serve as the winner’s slave – under my direction, of course. Cuntlicker – the loser – served a stream of clients during this period, ranging from young teenagers to elderly men (and women) as old as their 80’s, including several dogs, without a break to eat, drink, rest, or piss. My favorite moment, though, was something Tittyfuck thought of all herself. After Cuntlicker finished up the latest string of young, virile males, two dogs were brought in – a female Boxer, and a male Great Dane. While the Great Dane mounted her like his bitch, Cuntlicker was presented with the Boxer’s splayed legs and ordered to start licking doggy cunt. The Boxer was in heat and, even though freshly-fucked by another dog, didn’t object to Cuntlicker’s ministrations. All the while, Tittyfuck gave Cuntlicker instructions – lick from her asshole to the top of her cunt, suck the cum out of her, lick her asshole, suck her tail like a cock, suckle at her nipples. As far as I know, it’s still the only video out there of a female canine having its cunt licked by a female human, and as of my last check, had over two million hits. I moved it to the pay-per-view section of my web site, and it’s been one of my biggest money-makers.

	Once the twelve hours was up, though, I decided it was time for my slaves to change roles. Cuntlicker suddenly became the Mistress, and Tittyfuck dearly for what she’d done and had done to Cuntlicker. After a lengthy session with my selection of whips, which left her a welted, bleeding mess, Cuntlicker announced that she’d spend the rest of the night impaled on the punishment pole, serving as a public urinal. Tittyfuck blanched, a near-frantic look on her face at its mention. Her last session with the punishment pole, nearly three years ago, was a horror she’d never forgotten. The mere mention of it was enough to bring her to compliance. I reminded Tittyfuck that while she was serving as Cuntlicker’s property, she truly belonged to me and anything Cuntlicker did to her would pale in comparison to how I’d punish her if she didn’t serve satisfactorily.

	The punishment pole was a device of my own design. Nothing about it was comfortable, from the cold, galvanized steel triangular seat (imagine sitting on the edge of a pyramid), to the mechanized restraints, to the anal and vaginal dildos covered with rough, protruding electrodes. Tittyfuck carefully positioned herself on the device, lowering slowly so her labium were split to the left and right of the sharp edge of the “seat,” the tiny (for now) dildos barely penetrating her cunt and asshole. Cuntlicker walked around and secured Tittyfuck’s ankles to the adjustable struts, then locked her wrists to the back of her collar and fastened another restraint around Tittyfuck’s waist, holding her firmly down onto the painful device. Using the remote control, she slowly raised the leg struts until Tittyfuck was grimacing with pain in a full splits position, then activated the dildos. Narrow at their heads, but tapering outward in correspondence to their length, they slowly began pulsing in and out of Tittyfuck’s holes, gradually extending further and further, opening her cunt and asshole more and more with each stroke. Every so often, the capacitor in the unit would discharge, sending painful electric shocks through the electrodes of the dildos impaling her. My invitees, all of whom were drinking beer heavily, each emptied their bladders into her mouth as the night progressed. In between pissing, they were given the opportunity to use Cuntlicker, since she didn’t have anything to do while Tittyfuck was secured to the pole.

	Six hours later, I decided it was time to release Tittyfuck. The dildos had extended to their full length, opening her cunt the size of a newborn baby’s head and her asshole the diameter of a baseball bat. She was delirious, her belly swollen with piss, and nearly unconscious. Keeping her there wouldn’t do anything but cause physical damage, and she was too valuable a commodity for permanent harm. The first thing I had her do after releasing her was to empty her own bladder into Cuntlicker’s mouth – a fitting, humiliating end, since at least some of what she pissed was originally swallowed by her at Cuntlicker’s bequest.

	With both slaves exhausted and abused, I put them to work with their daily calisthenics. No ordinary exercises, these were specially modified to work the “important” parts of their bodies to exhaustion. After a brisk – seven minute per mile – six mile run shackled to their treadmills, they burned their thighs with 100 repetitions of my own version of squat thrusts: After dropping to the pushup position with their legs shoulder-width apart, they raise their asses and slide their feet forward, then thrust rearward in a fucking motion so their asses stick out further than their feet before returning to a standing position. After that was what I call “crab crunches,” where they are positioned on the ground, face up, on their hands and feet. With their legs spread wider than shoulder width, they tighten their abdomens and thrust their groins upward. The motion, coupled with the position of their feet, causes their cunts to open and close with each stroke. Five hundred repetitions of this exercise were followed by splayed-leg mountain climbers (with the feet kept widely apart), bicycle crunches, and another six mile run. For their cool-down, they were given a variety of stretches and light exercises to do. It was a solid three hour workout, without breaks, and they were covered with sweat by the time they were done...not to mention cum (doggy cum in Cuntlicker’s case) and cunt slime. But their ordeal wasn’t even half over.

	I’d already invited the local college’s football teams – varsity and JV, as well as the practice squads – over to partake of my slaves’ offerings. Although sweaty and already visibly well-used, none of the ballplayers was put off by my slaves’ appearance. Of course, none of them were aware that at least some of the cum dripping from Cuntlicker’s cunt originated in a dog’s balls. All told, over 100 students came to know – in the biblical sense – each of my slaves over the next several hours. Still, there were twelve hours left to their ordeal.

	Although my slaves had several hydration breaks – usually urine consumed directly from the source – since we began, neither of them had anything to eat. It was time to correct that.

	“Dinner,” I announced, sitting two stainless steel bowls on the floor. The contents were anything but palatable – leftover vegetable scrapings, gristly meat, semen, cunt hair shavings, toenail clippings, used toilet paper, and congealed menstrual blood, among other things, all pureed in a blender. Just for fun, I added some Syrup of Ipecac in Tittyfuck’s dish, and Ex-Lax in Cuntlicker's. As disgusting as it looked, smelled, and I’m sure, tasted, my two slaves gobbled their disgusting mush down like it was a gourmet meal. Their faces covered with the nasty glop, they took turns licking each other clean. It was while they were doing this that the drugs kicked in.

	Tittyfuck was first, a pained, sick look coming over her face as she grabbed her abdomen and bent forward, retching until the food came back up as projectile vomiting, spewing across the floor and splashing on Cuntlicker’s legs when she didn’t move out of the way quickly enough. Moments later, it was Cuntlicker’s turn, as her bowels emptied in a watery, foul-smelling liquid.

	“Tittyfuck, get over there and start licking up Cuntlicker’s mess. Cuntlicker, you do the same with Tittyfuck’s!” I commanded loudly. They’d both eaten small amounts of both vomit and shit before, but it was always their own – or in some cases, my shit if I had them lick my asshole clean after taking a dump. Never had they been forced to lick up anyone else’s, nor so much. And, to top it off, it was all being webcast live!

	After it was all over, both told me this was the most disgusting, humiliating thing I’d ever demanded of them. Cuntlicker threw up three times and Tittyfuck twice while lapping up the other’s mess, and of course, that just made the mess they had to clean up that much larger. By the time they finally finished, their 48 hour retraining period was over, and I’m sure they both expected an opportunity to get cleaned up and rest. Maybe even a shower, or a bubble bath – a luxury I reserved for birthdays and special occasions. I had no intent of letting them cleanse themselves, however. I felt they needed a little more reminding of their status as nothing more than property.

	I had them shackle each other – they smelled too rancid for me to get near them – and then had them crawl into separate dog crates, which were already loaded in the back of my van in the garage. The crates were military style, with a barred door and solid aluminum walls with several circular ventilation holes in the floor, ceiling, and walls. From a distance, nobody would notice the contents, but anyone getting close – baggage handlers, for instance – wouldn’t be able to miss the naked, abused female each contained. That was fine with me – I wanted them humiliated.

	You might think it difficult to have two naked, caged females shipped as baggage, but all you have to do know is the right people and which palms to grease. Having been in the business of shipping “unique” property for several years now, I knew. My shipper was a small firm I’d identified when they were a start-up company nearly a decade earlier, a Fed Ex wannabe, but considerably more discrete. They advertised as a transportation company “offering extraordinary services for the distinctive client,” and about the only thing they didn’t ship was drugs. It was just too risky.

	Even though the claimed to not be into drug shipments – and nothing I discovered disproved that claim - I never had them pick up a shipment at my house.  There was a semi-abandoned industrial area across town which I used, and I’d barely offloaded my cargo and moved my vehicle out of sight when the shipper’s van showed up. Their services cost a lot – more than the first class ticket I’d be taking to the same place – but they were worth it. I filled out the paperwork and paid in cash, signing the addendum allowing the shipper’s employees to use my slaves in any manner desired, as long as they weren’t let out of their cages or permanently harmed. I always allowed them to play with my toys, so always received exceptional services from them. With that, I helped slide the cages off the loading dock and into the truck, then watched while it drove away. They’d be traveling by ground, and would be held at the shipper’s regional hub near my final destination until I called them with a specific address.

	That was my next step. I already had the airline reservations, but needed to find a place to stay for several days, maybe as long as a couple of weeks. If it was just me, or a pleasure trip with one or both of my slaves, I’d have selected a nice, four- or five-star hotel. However, I knew that such places tended to be a lot less discrete, and I’m sure having two caged, naked women delivered to my room would attract more than a bit of attention. No, a nice place wouldn’t do for this trip, no matter how much I enjoyed the amenities. I needed a seedy, no-tell motel.

	A quick trip through the Internet found what I was looking for, and a check of the local newspaper and police records showed that, while it was a cheap, seedy place, there were few reported problems of a criminal nature there. The last thing I needed was to find myself in the middle of a police raid. My fight left the next day, so I called to arrange for a taxi to take me to the airport (picking me up at an apartment complex several blocks away).

	My travel arrangements made, I took a quick shower before checking my web site’s online account status. I had a third party billing agency, which sent the funds to a blind account set up in the name of one of my former slaves, and from there to an account in Tittyfuck’s legal name, which I had access to. Although the entire two days of activity had been webcast on the free portion of my site, I wasn’t all that surprised to find that nearly 6,000 people had signed up at $39.95 a month. After the billing agency’s cut and my fees to the ISP, I’d net just over $200,000 for that month on just the new memberships alone. More than enough to pay for my latest excursion, though I expected it would eventually pay for itself.

	Careful as I was, I used false documentation at the airport and paid cash for my ticket. This was several years before 9/11, so security wasn’t nearly as complex or controlled as it is today, and I was able to board with no problem. Back then, First Class passengers seldom received more than a cursory check. Once aloft, I reclined the plush, leather seat and relaxed as much as I could. I wasn’t able to sleep, though, my mind racing as I mentally reviewed my plans.

	Comfortable as the flight was, I was glad when it was over. After retrieving my bag from the carousel, I took a short cab ride to the motel I’d decided to establish my base of operations from.

	As I alluded to earlier, it was a seedy dump, but not one rife with criminal activity. This was vital to me, because I couldn’t afford to have cops nosing around. Getting a room wasn’t a problem, because not only had I already made reservations (in another false name), but the place was nearly empty.  My request for a rear-facing room, off the street, was easily accommodated. I’m sure the clerk figured I just wanted to be away from the street noise, but the reality was that I depended on the relative privacy such a room would offer. There were no customers either above or on either side of me; if necessary, I’d been prepared to rent the adjacent rooms, but that turned out to not be necessary. Walking through the parking lot from the office to my room, I had to step over a number of broken beer bottles other rubbish.

	The room itself was just as squalid as the rest of the motel. Oh, it was fairly clean, but cheaply furnished and poorly maintained. There were a number of unidentifiable stains on the dingy gray carpet, and the place smelled of Lysol air freshener. The furnishings consisted of a double bed, a chest of drawers, a tiny desk and a chair, all fabricated from the same blonde-colored laminated wood. On the chest of drawers was a small television (no cable), and in the top drawer was the obligatory bible. The bathroom contained a commode, sink, and shower stall. There were two towels and a washcloth hanging from the towel rack, and one single bar of soap. Not exactly what I was used to, but it was perfect for what I had planned. Dropping my luggage off, I walked down the street to a nearby Denny’s restaurant and used the pay phone there to call my shipping company to arrange delivery. A few cups of coffee and a piece of apple pie later, and I was back at my room.

	I’d stripped down to my boxers and undershirt and was watching some inane television show when there was a knock at my door. The shipment had arrived. I didn’t really have space for the cages in my small room – nor the desire to explain their presence to anyone – so I had the deliveryman open the van so I could let my slaves out myself. I was sure the company would find a use for the cages. Heck, maybe next time, I could rent these very same ones.

	My slaves exited their cages slowly and gingerly. After nearly three days of being cramped up in a tiny box with no respite, their muscles and joints ached. However, that didn’t excuse them from any of their duties – like when I told Tittyfuck to offer the deliveryman the use of her mouth as a tip. I’d have made her offer her cunt, but doggy cum had been fermenting inside it for a half week, and I didn’t want to inflict that on anyone.

	Once the deliveryman had been taken care of, I allowed my slaves to enter the motel room. It was still daylight out, but there was nobody around at the back of the building…and even if there was, I’m sure an opportunity to use one of my slaves for a few hours would ensure a closed mouth.

	I hadn’t noticed the stench my slaves exuded until the door was closed. I could handle many noxious odors, but this one nearly burned my nostril hairs off. I ended up leaving them in the room together for a few minutes while I walked across the parking lot to the adjacent convenience store. Returning a few minutes later with a small jar of Vick’s, I used an old trick I’d learned from a friend who cleaned sewers and wiped a small glob under my nose. The only thing I could smell was the Vick’s.

	My slaves, however, weren’t nearly as fortunate. They were quite repentant for their earlier familiarity with me, but their penance wasn’t quite over. I had them lay on the floor in a 69 position and clean each other’s cunt and asshole, then take turns giving the other a full body tongue bath. It didn’t do much for the stench filling the room, but knowing they were sucking days-old cum from each other dropped them even further into humiliating degradation. After two hours of tonguing each other, I allowed them to share a shower, warning them that if either wasn’t completely clean – in and out – to my satisfaction, they’d both suffer the consequences. I’d never seen the two of them move as quickly as I did when I told them to get their skanky asses into the shower; nothing but elbows and assholes, as the old saying goes.

	Since they hadn’t had real food in nearly a week, I felt obliged to give my slaves something to eat. Once they were suitably clean, I allowed them to get dressed so we could go out. I hadn’t packed much in the way of clothing for them – a couple of well-worn, thin cotton dresses and a pair of sandals each, plus a few extra items for “just in case.” Once dressed – it didn’t take them long – the three of us walked down the street to Denny’s for dinner. I ordered a burger and fries for myself; they each got a dinner salad without dressing, and a glass of water. They gobbled down their dinner like it was a gourmet meal, though; I guess that’s what hunger does. On the way out, I grabbed a couple of candy bars. I wanted to try something, and they seemed just the thing to use as a reward.

	When we got back to the room, I told my slaves we were going to have a little contest. It would be in two parts: First, they were going to put on a show for me, trying to make me choose which one I wanted to fuck first. Whoever put on the best show – as decided by me – would earn a candy bar and first fuck. The fucking would come after the second part of the contest, though. Part two involved each trying to make the other cum first, by whatever means at her disposal. Whoever came first was the loser, and the other person would get a candy bar.

	The first contest was…well…no contest. Cuntlicker was, without a doubt, the sluttier of the two, and watching her squat over me while she flexed her cunt muscles, causing her hole to open and close on command like a wet, willing mouth just about made me cum in my pants…or would have, if I’d had any one. Her display apparently got to her as well, because it took less than sixty seconds of having Tittyfuck’s mouth latched on to her before she came with a loud scream. So, each of my slaves was rewarded with a small bar of chocolate.

	As promised, since Cuntlicker won the first contest, she’d get dicked as part of her reward. I even let her crawl onto the bed, not for her comfort, but because I was going to pork her from behind and didn’t think my knees would hold up on the floor. I fucked her quickly and with a vengeance; I hadn’t had a piece of ass since I shipped them out, and my balls were aching. Normally, I drained them into one or the other of my slaves at least twice a day – often more. I hadn’t beaten off since junior high school, and wasn’t going to start now.  So, I came fairly quickly, blasting three days of accumulated semen up her wet, spasming cunthole before turning her around to clean me off with her mouth. While she was sucking me clean, I had Tittyfuck position herself underneath Cuntlicker’s splayed thighs and lap my cum from her swollen cunt. Then, when I’d had enough, I shoved them both off the bed and snuggled down in the blankets for a good night’s sleep. My slaves would sleep on the floor.

	I awoke rested and refreshed the next morning, though I can’t say the same for either of my slaves. Tittyfuck hadn’t had the opportunity to cum last night – taking care of it herself without permission was a major no-no – and laid awake most of the night, hoping I’d wake up and use her. No such luck…I was exhausted. Cuntlicker didn’t sleep very well, either, as she never did well on floors. Although this one was carpeted, it didn’t provide much padding, and she just couldn’t get comfortable.

	I sent Cuntlicker out to get me a newspaper, coffee and a couple of donuts – my slaves seldom ate breakfast – and while she was gone, took pity on Tittyfuck and drained my balls into her bowels. Okay, so it wasn’t pity at all and purely for my pleasure, but she did get one small orgasm out of the deal. I’m not completely uncaring about my slaves’ sexual needs, you know. I even allowed her a bit of nourishment, sucking my semen and her own shit off my cock when she was done. Cuntlicker got back just as Tittyfuck was finishing her clean-up job.

	I let the slaves alone for a few minutes, allowing them to kneel quietly on the floor while I perused the newspaper. It didn’t take me long to find what I was looking for – some temporary wheels. If the person who placed the ad wasn’t lying, what she had was a five year old plain white cargo van with relatively low mileage. I had Tittyfuck get dressed and go call the seller from a payphone. She returned a few minutes later to tell me that we could go see it immediately. Well, I had no intention of being seen even looking at, let along buying, the van. I knew what the asking price was, and Tittyfuck was a pretty good haggler (she’d once saved me 60% on some very special electrical work I was having done), but I doubted her sexual prowess would come into play on this deal. I gave her enough cash (I paid cash for everything when I could) to meet the asking price, and told her that it needed to be in good running condition and have current license plate tags. Whatever she negotiated under the asking price would be split between her and her sister slave, to be used on new clothing. They both became excited at the thought of being able to purchase new clothes, jumping around and squealing like pubescent adolescents.

	A taxi was called, picking up Tittyfuck at the corner gas station across the street and taking her to the van owner’s location. She returned two hours later in the van, with $500 left from the money I’d sent her with. The van was as advertised, clean and with current plates. The owner even left the insurance and registration cards inside, which would be important if we were stopped for some reason. Not that I was planning on giving the police any reason to stop us. Tittyfuck mentioned that the owner reminded her twice to get the title and registration changed as soon as possible, something I had no intention of doing. When we were done with it, the van would be sanitized and abandoned. It was time for step two – or was it step three or four – in my plan. I had to find an appropriate subject for “procurement.”
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Synopsis: A U.S. Army NCO follows her submissive dreams and begins a new life.

	From Platoon Sergeant to Slave Girl

	My introduction to BDSM began on a weekend trip to Munich. I mean, I'd read and fantasized about D/s and BDSM, but this was my first real experience. Little did I know that a long weekend would change my life.

	At the time, I was a 28 year old Platoon Sergeant in a Military Police unit assigned to a nuclear weapons storage facility. I was one of few females in the company, and the senior female noncommissioned officer. I'd been in the Army 10 years, and had only recently been promoted to my current rank. So far, my record was exemplary. Soon, I wasn't going to care about it at all.

	For the uninitiated, assignment to any physical security unit was considered, at best, something to be avoided. During the cold war, however, roughly 70% of the MPs in Europe were assigned such duty. Generally, it involved working 24 hour shifts, one day on and one day off for a week, followed by four days of training and three days off. During the duty days, most soldiers worked two hours in a tower, and four hours on standby in a guard shack, repeating the two on, four off schedule until the end of the shift. Training days were usually at least 12 hours long, and often involved everything but training: covering the other platoons during staff shortages, vehicle maintenance, mowing grass, even painting rocks white (yes, we really did do that). Of the three scheduled days off, you'd get two if you were lucky...and if you were real lucky, they'd be in conjunction with each other. In short, the job sucked, and given that this particular unit was considered the armpit of the Army...well, let's just say it really sucked, okay?

	Now that I was a Platoon Sergeant, though, I didn't have to work the same shifts as my soldiers. I usually did anyway, but it wasn't required. My job now wasn't to supervise a shift on the site, but to do everything else...scheduling, counseling, performance evaluations, training, etc. The other Platoon Sergeants usually worked 8-to-5, Monday to Friday, but that wasn't me. I didn't always work the 24 hour shifts, but if my guys were on the site on a weekend or holiday, you can bet your ass I'd be there. We were a platoon - a team - and by God I was going to show them that I was their leader, that I gave a shit about them. They knew I fought for them with the idiots at the Head Shed...the Company Commander and First Sergeant, mostly. They were so damned worked up about "political considerations" and sucking up to their superiors that I often felt like puking at staff meetings. The other platoon sergeants and lieutenants were ass kissers, too, and since they were all men, I was doubly outcast. And, so typically of hard-working, assertive, physically strong women, I was labeled a dyke.

	This might be an opportune time to tell you something about myself.  Five feet, six inches tall, a muscular 140 lbs at the time. 34C, with a 26 inch waist. Blue eyes and brunette hair cut straight just above my collar line. Sort of a lean, muscular look. I ran marathons for fun, at ten minute per mile pace. I wasn't a world-class athlete by any standard, but could still run two miles in under fourteen minutes and do sixty pushups - real pushups, not those pussy kneeling girl ones - without stopping. I hadn't maxed my physical training test in several years, but I always came close. When I played sports, I played to win. Combat basketball. Tackle football. Same thing with military training. I took my profession seriously. If I was going to lead troops, I was going to be at least as good at everything they did. Expert marksman. Technically proficient. Had my "ticket punched" at all the appropriate schools...advanced NCO course, jump school...would have done Ranger school, but that was open to neither MPs nor women at the time. Never backed down from a fight. I played hard, worked hard, and partied hard. Of course, now I couldn't party with the troops - senior NCO's couldn't do that - so I usually wound down in my room with a few beers - Parkbrau was a nice local brew - or sitting at the corner of the bar in the NCO club, downing a few and listening to music whenever they had a decent band. There weren't many people I could (or wanted to) socialize with; .the other senior NCOs were either married, drunks, assholes, or most often, all of the above. Officers, of course, were out, as were my troops. Sure, it was okay to be seen with them at official functions, or at work, but to go out on a date? Never, no matter how much I liked the guy. Looking back on it, I thought the assignment sucked, but in reality it was me. I was unhappy. I was lonely. I was getting burned out.

	Anyway, the shit was getting to me when I finally decided I needed to take a few days off. My request for a four-day pass was approved, and after a quick trip to American Express to change some dollars into D-Marks, I headed to the train station. No idea where I was going to go...just catch the first train to wherever, find a Gasthaus, have a few drinks and relax. The first train was to Munich. Great...I'd never been there, and it was one of those places I'd wanted to visit. Maybe visit the Olympic Village, where the 1972 games had been held. Mark Spitz, and all that. I had the cash, so splurged on a seat in an upgraded compartment. Rather than sitting on wooden benches, I'd have a seat that padding, at least. Since there was nobody else in the compartment, I was able to stretch out across three seats and nap for the first hour. So...there I am dozing on the train, when we come to our first stop and a couple walks into the cabin. If I had to guess, I'd say he was in his mid-20's, stereotypical blond haired, blue eyed German. About six feet tall, wearing black leather. Boots, trousers, jacket over a once-white, now dingy, tee shirt. Piercing blue eyes, and kind of a strange smirk on his face, a haughty look, like he owned the world.

	She was younger, maybe late teens. About my height, but much skinnier, maybe 90 pounds at most, maybe a 22 inch waist. Skinny, waif-looking, with her ribs showing. Long black satin hair, down to the middle of her back. Mascara and eyeliner like Elvira from television. She also wore black leather; a mini-skirt that almost covered the bottom portion of the globes of her ass (which was very obviously bare), a  halter top that barely covered her rather minuscule breasts (probably A or maybe B cup, at most, I figured), and spiked heel boots that had to be at least six inches high. But what caught my eye immediately was the collar. Black leather with diamond-shaped silvery metal pieces imbedded in it. A leash led from the collar to the man's hand. He sat down across from me, smiling. She knelt on the floor between his feet, facing him. The train started to move. He murmured something in German, and her hands disappeared under her skirt. The smell of her need soon permeated the compartment. He just sat there, staring at me while his slut continued to finger herself. I fidgeted, trying to avert my eyes, but I couldn't. "Does my slave disturb you, Miss?" the man asked in a quiet, deep and soothing voice. "I make her stop if you wish."

	"Uh, no, that's okay," I replied. "But maybe I better move to another compartment."

	He jerked slightly on the girl's leash, and she immediately responded, clasping her hands behind her back.

	"I see this makes you...what is word...uncomfortable?" he said, pronouncing it in five syllables, un-com-fort-a-ble, with the emphasis on "fort."

	"Uncomfortable," I corrected, "But, no, it's not really that. I don't know how to explain it. I feel embarrassed for her...hell, just the way she's dressed would embarrass any woman." I felt strangely at ease with this stranger and his slave. Perhaps it was his voice.

	"I do not allow women to curse in my presence," he said sharply. "Please do not use those words again." I lowered my eyes and mumbled an apology. "Please look at me. You are not my slave, you may look at me, but a beautiful woman to use harsh words...it is unbecoming."

	"Yes, I know, but it is how I speak," I explained.

	"United States Army, yes?" he asked. I nodded. "It is difficult for a woman to make good in Army. You must be like man. I am sorry for you, but I can tell, you are leader, yes?" Again, I nodded.

	"I, too, am leader. I lead women, and they obey me. I train women to obey, like you train soldiers, only for different purpose. You train soldiers to make war, I train women to make sex," he looked at me with a toothy grin. "You wish slave to continue? She is punished for bad sex, but today she pleases me so I allow her one orgasm, but only in presence of other woman."

	"Bad sex?" I asked.

	"She is still new...not good slave yet. Not obey good. I take her to party, she makes many mistake.  So I not feed her, not let her cum for three days."

	"Oh, my," I replied, staring down at the girl. I couldn't decide whether she understood English or not, but she obviously knew we were discussing her, as she blushed beautifully. "What has she done to get back in your good graces?"

	"I give her to friend's dog. She make dog happy," he shrugged nonchalantly, as though there was nothing unusual in his comment."

	"Ewww...you made her suck a dog?" I sputtered, disgusted.

	"No, not suck. Big Rottweiler, 50 kilos. Her choice. I tell her she have to do nothing, but she gets food for suck, food and to cum for fucking. She does fucking. Twice she cums while dog fucking her." Now I could tell the girl understood English, probably better than her Master spoke it. Her entire body turned a deep, bright red. I was undoubtedly blushing, too, but I was too absorbed in the tingling between my legs. My panties were getting soaked.

	"This excites you," he flatly stated. It wasn't a question. "You are in charge at work, but you are away from work and need change, yes? I think you are not ready to be slave, but you wonder. To have no decisions, to only do what Master says, is like holiday for you, I think. I think you make good slave, but only if you want."

	"I'm not sure," I whispered hoarsely. "What you say...it's true that I would like a time when I could just have someone else make all the decisions for me, but I don't think I can give up total control. I know I couldn't have sex with a dog like you made her do!"

	"My slave does not have sex, she is used for fucking," he carefully explained. "Sex is two-way, for pleasure of both. Fuck is for person using slave. Nobody cares if slave enjoys. Slave not get fucked by dog for own pleasure, but for Master's pleasure. And, by giving Master pleasure, slave has pleasure. Verstehen Sie?" Yes, I nodded, I think I did understand.

	"You wish to be slave?" He finally asked the question I'd been dreading.

	"I don't know," I answered as honestly as I could. "I don't think I could give up total control like she has, but like I said, the idea of not having to make any decisions, it does intrigue me."

	"Good. Then we talk more. Maybe have try where you see if you like being slave, but with...limits. We make limits, and don't go past. But for now, you spend weekend with slave and me, to see what is like.  Only to watch, not to be slave. Maybe I let you use slave, see if you like being Master. Only I not let women wear panties or bras, so you go to WC and take off. Leave in trash, you don't need."

	I really couldn't believe what I was doing, but there I was, sitting in the tiny restroom, being buffeted around by the movement of train, trying to get my jeans back on. My plain white cotton panties and bra...I hadn't even thought of ever owning anything else...were hidden in the middle of a mess of paper towels in the trash receptacle. I couldn't help but give myself a quick, quiet cum while I had the chance. Sitting on the toilet, totally naked except for my socks, my finger brought me off more quickly than ever before. I was sopping wet, and was afraid I'd leak through my jeans. A one mark coin in the machine on the wall, and I quicky slid a sanitary napkin over my crotch before I pulled the pants up and returned to the coach.

	The slave girl was nowhere to be found when I returned; her Master sat alone in the cabin, waiting for me.

	"Where did she go?" I asked.

	"She is good slave," he responded. "I have her for one year now. Today she make me money. Now she go find man or woman who pays to use her, then later I think I sell her. There is auction tomorrow night, many slaves, boy and girl. Maybe you like to see?" He was sending this young teen out to prostitute herself? And then he was going to actually sell her? My pussy spasmed at these thoughts, my skin flushed.

	"I see you think of this, too. You have thoughts of slaves, masters, whips, chains?"

	"Yes," I answered weakly, not daring to hide my true feelings for some reason.

	"You dream of wearing collar, of serving a man or woman for their pleasure only. Of being chained and caged. Of doing only as Master says."

	"Yes," I again answered, more softly this time, my eyes downcast.

	"I cannot train you," he said suddenly. "No, I have not enough time, and you are U.S.

	Army. But I think you make someone good slave. I will show you this weekend some things, and help you decide. It is safe for you, I make sure nobody touch you unless you say. No sex, no fucking unless you ask. Okay?" His smile disarmed me once again. "Is deal?"

	"Deal," I said, extending my hand to his, formalizing the agreement.

	Gerhart - that was his name - was true to his word. I didn't get fucked that weekend, though I have no doubt it could have happened. I was simply too engrossed in watching what was going on around me. I wanted to experience this new...thing...vicariously, I told myself. I wasn't ready for anything else. Another time, after I learn a bit, and I might offer myself to the right person. That's not to say I didn't enjoy myself; I had more orgasms over the next two days than I'd had in any other year of my life.

	Gerhart's slave came back to the compartment a few minutes later, blushing beautifully as she handed her Master a wad of Deutschmarks. A flick of his hand and she lifted up her short leather skirt, displaying her swollen nether lips and the semen drooling out of them. I saw a bright red hand print on her asscheek; at some point in her encounter, whoever used her had obviously given her a spanking.

	He took me to a club that night, and I saw slaves - male and female - being abused and humiliated by their Masters and Mistresses. I was actually surprised that there were more male slaves than female, but even more so that they all looked so delicious. I'd never seen a man who shaved down there before, but none of the slaves - male or female - had any pubic hair. Their cocks looked so big and beautiful that way. I could even see how excited some of the women were, their bare lips swollen and red, visibly wet. I noticed that a couple of them were so wet they were actually dripping fluid on the floor between their splayed legs.

	Humiliation and torture seemed to be the favorite pastime here. There was very little actual fucking going on; this, I discovered, was pretty much restricted to the private rooms upstairs. I watched one poor young man - he couldn't have been older than twenty - have his dick and balls whipped with a small crop until he was crying aloud.  Another was strung up and given enemas until his belly was so swollen that he looked nine months pregnant. A group of about six males were placed in a daisy chain on the floor, forced to suck each other's cocks. I found out later they were new subs, and decidedly not gay. This was just one of the first of many tests to see if they were going to be worth the time and effort to train.

	The female slaves got their due as well. I was watching one get a new tattoo directly on her cunt lip - her Master's name - when I heard an ear-curdling scream. The smell that assaulted my nostrils was unmistakable; I looked over at the next cubicle and saw I was right. One of the older subs - about my age, in her 30's - had just been marked on her asscheek with a branding iron. The word she'd forever be carrying on her body - "SLUT," in large capital letters - were burned into her body in the angry red and black of charred flesh. No amount of surgery would ever completely rid her of that scar. After that, everything else I saw was mild by comparison. Piercings - nipples, tongues, noses and labia. Pussy whippings, so hard and brutal that the girls were nothing but a mass of swollen, bleeding flesh between their legs, useless for sex until they healed. A game of darts, using a male slave's ass as the target, his asshole being the bull's-eye. Oh, how he screamed when a misplayed dart imbedded itself in his scrotum!

	The one thing I noticed missing, though, was Gerhart's little slave. He was there, of course, taking an active role in just about everything from a game of darts to betting on how long one slave girl could last. She'd been tied onto a Sybian - the first one I'd ever seen - and forced to ride it to orgasm after orgasm until she finally fell unconscious. Gerhart didn't win, but I doubted I'd have been able to last five hours of near constant cumming, either. I wondered about Gerhard's slave, but when I asked, he just said she was being prepared.  I wasn't sure what for, and I wasn't sure I wanted to know.

	It was early morning when things finally quieted down. I sought out Gerhard and told him I was tired, and was wondering if there was a place I could sleep. He smiled, then led me upstairs.

	"You may have your own room," he said with a grin, "or you can share my bed with me. I will not use you as slave, but as free woman, this time. Maybe it will be last time like this for you?" I almost accepted his offer.

	"I think I'd prefer my own room for now, Gerhard," I said. "Please understand, it's not you. I just need time to think. I don't know if I'm ready for this, or if it's what I want."

	"Understand," he replied, showing me to my room.

	It wasn't much, just a bed and a small nook with a shelf and clothes rack, but I'd slept in worse. There was a deadbolt on the door, which caused me great relief. I could have complete privacy and not worry about anyone bothering me. I stripped off my clothes and laid down between the clean, crisp sheets. It was full daylight now, but shutters effectively blocked most of the light from coming through my third-floor window. I lay down on the bed, exhausted yet excited from the day's activities. Without realizing it, my hands began to stroke my body, fingers working my sopping gash while the other hand pinched my nipples. The walls must have been paper thin, because just as I was finally falling asleep, I heard the "thwack-thwack-thwack" of what sounded like leather on flesh, followed by definite female squeals, coming from next door. I masturbated to three huge orgasms before finally falling off to sleep.

	I woke up six hours later, feeling not quite rested, but having to pee. I put my pants and shirt back on, and padded down the hall in search of a restroom. Finding it, I relieved myself and then decided to find Gerhard, to see if there was a place I could get cleaned up and perhaps find a bite to eat.

	Gerhard was in the main hall, where all the action had taken place the night before. When I explained what I needed, he showed me the where the showers were and told me that a buffet meal would be served shortly. There was a dining room off the main hall, he explained, and food would be available 24/7. I thanked him, and went off to get cleaned up.

	I returned to the dining room feeling mostly refreshed, although the German soap smelled much different than what I was used to. I was still very self-conscious about this whole thing, so I dressed in clean Levi's and a western cowboy-style blouse, and against Gerhard's instructions, put on fresh panties and a bra. I could see he was displeased, but I wasn't here for his pleasure. At least, not yet. The buffet was nice, attended to by a number of the slaves I'd seen the night before. They scampered around, refilling cups and removing used dishes from the table, many of them bearing bruises which told the story of the previous night's abuses.

	Gerhard told me nothing would be going on until later that evening, unless I wanted to partake of one of the slaves, or perhaps, he hinted with a smile, submit to someone myself. I declined the opportunity, reminding him once again of his promise; that nothing would happen to me unless and until I wanted it. He nodded agreeably, then offered to show me some of the sights in and around Munich. I spent the day as a tourist would, taking photos of the Glockenspiel, the Olympic venues, even visiting the town of Dachau, just outside Munich. I have to admit it was depressing to be there, but I felt it was necessary. I was, after all, of Jewish ancestry. I was relieved to see that Gerhard wasn't concerned when I finally admitted it to him, though he warned me that some of the others would consider me something less than human if they found out. Anti-Semitism, it seemed, was alive and well in Munich.

	 We returned to the club - I didn't really know what else to call it - early in the evening, after a very nice dinner in a quiet restaurant. Gerhard had explained to me that I'd not be permitted to bring my camera in, which I fully understood. He took it and locked it up in his car for me. I had time to go get cleaned up and try to take a quick nap before the auction began. Unfortunately, the thwap-thwap-squeal sounds from next door started up again as soon as I shut my eyes. I finally gave up, and walked down to the main room, taking a seat along the back wall.

	Gerhard told me that there would be about 20 slaves auctioned off tonight; some for a night or weekend's worth of service, others permanently. He was going to sell the young girl I'd seen him with on the train, but didn't know whether he'd be buying a new one right now or not. I could see a glimmer in his eye, and knew he was hoping I'd be the replacement. We chatted while waiting for the sale to start, mostly about the types of slaves and owners. Some, he explained, treated their slaves like family members, while others used them as pets, housemaids, or even toilets. I told him I couldn't imagine anyone being used as a toilet; he told me to just wait and I'd get a chance to see it first-hand.

	There wasn't much talking during the auction, just the voice of the auctioneer calling out as bids were made. There wasn't much need to describe the merchandise; anyone interested had been able to give anything they were interested in a "test ride," as it were, the day before. There were no names used, but I could see that virtually everyone in the audience literally smelled of money. Big money. I watched quietly as the first few slaves were auctioned off; this first group consisted of the "players," those interested in a few days or weeks of servitude, humiliation and abuse. These weren't real slaves, Gerhard explained, just people who needed to get away from their own reality for a short while, to let someone else make decisions for them. He pointed out two in particular, a middle-aged, balding man who he said was a bank executive, and a young woman who worked in the brokerage business. I knew both were very high-stress jobs, and could understand their need for a "vacation" from it. Gerhard laughed when I said that; the banker was here every month, and the high bidder was invariably his wife, he said, pointing across the room towards her. The true slaves - those who were actually being sold as property - were next. The first lot would be a pregnant set of twins. Gerhard told me that pregnant slaves weren't thought to be of much value. An Owner had to be careful during the last trimester and for a month or so after delivery, and then there were the expenses: doctor's visits, delivery, special diets, and so forth. He expected these two to be an exception, though; identical twins, being sold as a matched set. Tall and statuesque, just 20 years old with uplifted breasts and tanned bodies that set off their long, golden hair, swollen bellies sticking out almost obscenely, barely hiding the permanently denuded clefts of their sex. They both looked like they could be expected to drop their babies right there on the stage. I could see why they'd be a prize, I whispered, they were beautiful.

	"No, not just that," he whispered back. "The babies, they are mongrels." Seeing the questioning look on my face, he explained further. "The man who fucked them, who gave them babies, he is African - a black man - who they bedded together. Their father becomes angry when he finds out, and says he has no daughters. Their man turns them into whores, and now he sells them. I think whoever buys them will also sell the babies somewhere; they are both girls, too, and there are places that train such mongrels to be slaves."  I looked at him in disbelief, but realized he was telling me the truth.  As Gerhard expected, the bidding on the twins was fast, furious and high. In the end, they went for a bit over two million Deutschmarks - about $700,000 at the then-current exchange rate. This was, I quickly discovered, not a pastime for the poor. Not all the slaves were so expensive, though. Even one teen - she couldn't have been more than fourteen - who was a medically-certified virgin, fetched only a bit $9000 by the exchange rate at the time. I was surprised by this, but it seemed few of the prospective buyers were interested in untrained flesh. The more training and experience, I discovered, the higher the price.

	Gerhard's slave was an average example, and sold in the mid-range of about $20,000 US. She was actually 22, a bit older than I first thought, but had been a slave for eight years. From what I could decipher of the blurb on her in the mimeographed brochure, she feared pain but relished humiliation. Unpierced and relatively unblemished - Gerhard had given her a whipping with a belt earlier, just so the audience could see how nicely the red stripes contrasted with her the pale skin on her ass - and a complete description of her measurements and medical condition. Two abortions, both from before she submitted herself into slavery, she was now on the pill; safe sex wasn't always practiced in the BDSM world, but unwanted pregnancies were always avoided.

	Gerhard was her third Master, and had owned her for almost three years. Her "resume“ included the fact that she'd been devirginized by her stepbrother at the age of 12, and that he'd whored her out to his friends from then until, at age 16, she ran away from home. She was experienced with all three holes, I read, was adept at pleasuring both men and women, and there was even a photo of her fucking Gerhard's dog. I almost wished I could afford to buy her myself, I thought, struggling to keep from shoving my hand down the front of my pants. I had to leave the auction then; my need was too great, and I knew that as soon as they brought those shaved, young men out, I'd be creaming in my pants. I did a lot of thinking that night, and the night after. I moved out into a hotel several kilometers away for my last night in Munich, thinking that perhaps my thoughts were the result of where I was staying. However, I found my mind even more focused on the idea of submission, even imagining I was the one being sold, the picture one of me kneeling down while a dog assaulted me from behind. When I returned to work, I knew I had to explore my submissive side more. I began taking to tying my ankles to the corners of my bunk at night (thankfully, I had a private room with an adjoining bath that I didn't have to share), sometimes even gagging myself with my soiled panties, or occasionally my dirty socks, at night. I started shaving myself, too, finding a level of joy in the sensation of air blowing over my bare pussy whenever I'd go out. I stopped wearing panties when I was in a skirt or dress, and began wearing those two things as often as possible. Still, though, I dared not act out my desires except in the privacy of my room; the closest I would get is going into town sans undergarments.   My enlistment was nearly over, and though I was eligible for retirement in only a few more years, I decided not to go that route. If I retired, I'd be subject to recall, and I didn't want that hanging over my head. I did still have over a year before I could get out, so I started looking around. I went back to Munich twice, checking out the BDSM clubs, and visited Berlin to look for the same thing. A week in Great Britain only showed me that the Brits have a thing for latex, spanking, ass-fucking and homosexuality. I wasn't all that enthused with anything I found in Europe, so I asked for a month's leave and went back to the States.

	I figured Los Angeles or San Francisco would be the places to find people into the BDSM lifestyle. New York was another possibility, but I'd be a stranger there. I was born and raised in California, and that was where I'd be most comfortable. So, I flew in to SFO, rented a hotel room and started exploring. A couple of evenings later, I observed a burly man dressed in leather and a young blonde girl walking down the street together. She was dressed in leather, too...the tiniest micro mini skirt I'd ever seen, and a halter top that leaved exposed much, much more than it covered. She tottered along with great difficult, in a pair of boots that went to her knees and had spiked heels at least five inches high. Her hands were manacled at her waist, and the man led her along at the end of a leash. Perhaps I'd found what I was looking for.

	I followed the strange-looking couple as they entered an alley running between two rows of buildings. Another man stepped out from the shadows and spoke to the first man briefly. I saw him hand what appeared to be a wad of bills to the girl's owner - for that's how I thought of him now. With the motion of his hand, the young girl dropped to her knees and reached to the second man's - the customer's - crotch, deftly releasing his cock and slurping it into her ready mouth.

	I was so intent on what I was watching, that I failed to notice tat the first man was gone. Suddenly, I was grabbed from behind!

	"What do we have here? A cop, or a voyeur?" he said in my ear. I could feel his hot breath on my cheek as his hands wandered over my body. "Hmmm...no wire, so you're probably not a cop. A pervert, then? Getting your jollies watching people having sex? Well, which is it, Missy?" He shook me by the shoulders forcefully.

	"Uh...neither, sir. Sir, please... I saw you walking with her, and I was curious. That's all, please!"

	"Uh huh. So what exactly about us caught your eye You claim to be so curious, so what are you so curious about? Come on, girl, spit it out!" He urged me on with another tooth-jarring shake.

	"The way you were dressed - you, her - the skirt..." I mumbled.

	"And the leash? Her collar? Maybe you were wondering what it would be like to be collared yourself? To be led down a public street on the end of a leash, offering yourself to anyone with enough money to rent the use of your body from your Master?"

	"Yes, sir," I shamefully admitted in a quiet voice.

	"Wondering what it would be like, or wishing you were her?" he asked, spinning me around and looking into my face, his eyes burning a hole through my soul.

	"I...uh...I'm not sure, sir," I answered as truthfully as I could. "I mean...I did a couple of scenes in Europe, but I was wondering..."

	"Wondering what it would be like if it was real, not just play? How it would be like to be a real slave, to be bought or sold, rented out, used however your owner wanted? To be a true slave, with no duty except absolute obedience?"

	"Yes, sir," I responded, my voice shaking as I lowered my head in embarrassment. "At least I think so. I'm not sure. I'm afraid to try, but I'm afraid not to. Does that make any sense?" I was baring my soul, my darkest dreams, to a stranger, yet I felt totally comfortable doing so. He responded with a laugh, releasing my arms. "Of course it makes sense, little one. Your submissive side is drawing you, but your logical self is telling you to play it safe, never put yourself at risk by giving up your freedom."

	"I guess so," I mumbled. I hadn't thought it over that way.

	"So," he said, shifting gears, 'You want to go get a cup of coffee? Someplace public, where can talk?"

	"Um..." I said, nodding across the alley, where the girl was just finishing zipping her now-satiated customer's pants up.

	"Oh, her?" he asked incredulously. "Hey, fella! Here," he hollered, tossing him the leash, "She's yours for the night. No charge. No rough stuff, ether. You fuck up her looks, I fuck you up. Capische?"

	"I gotcha pal. No problem...I take real good care of your bitch. You want I should bring her back here when I'm done with her?"

	"Nah, just kick the bitch out in the morning. She knows where to go."

	The man nodded and started down the street, pulling the stumbling girl after him.

	"She'll do that? Go with him and do whatever he says?"

	"Yup. And do you know why?"

	"Because she's your sex slave, and you told her to?" I asked.

	"That's partly right," he explained, "But the reason is much deeper than that. She could have said no, and nothing would have happened. Just like when I took her out tonight, to be whored out. She could have said no. It's not like I need the money, and besides, how much do you think she really earns at two dollars a blow? No, I don't threaten, beat or blackmail her, either. She stays with me of her own volition, willingly, because I give her the to things she craves most."

	"And those are..."

	"One, I give her the opportunity to serve...totally and completely give of herself to another. Two, she needs to be humiliated. It's part of her sexuality. She craves it, and it's the only way she achieves pleasure during sex," he told me frankly. "Now, how about that coffee?"

	He walked us to small diner, selecting a booth in the back corner. Ordering coffee for both of us, he leaned back and crossed his arms, looking intently at me.

	"So what exactly are you looking for?" he asked me bluntly. "A quick thrill? Is that what this is all about? You're a thrill-seeker? Or maybe a fledgling author, gathering information for a book? Or are you hoping I'll enslave you, take you home, tie you up and fuck your brains out?"

	I sat and stared, watching his face break into a grin, finally causing me to laugh.

	"You really are a cheeky bastard, aren't you?" I asked.

	"Yup. Never been anything but. So tell me what you're looking for."

	"Hey, I don't even know your name, and you want my life story?'

	"Bill. Nice to meet you... "

	"Penelope" I responded.

	"Bullshit."

	"Penelope. Really. My mother had a thing for Victorian names."

	"People don't really call you that, do thy? I mean what do people usually call you? Pen? Penny?"

	"'Sergeant,' actually" I responded.

	"Sergeant?"

	"Army. Just over ten years now," I replied.

	"Shit. Two years was more than enough for me," he replied, "Sergeant."

	"Drafted?"

	"Yeah. Spent most of my time in the 'Nam, but what the hell," he shrugged. "That's were I found out about this BDSM shit, you know? Little place in Bangkok. Went there on leave. So, where you stationed."

	"Germany," I told him. "MP, platoon sergeant, even."

	"Fuck," he commented quietly. "A woman MP, running a fucking platoon. "

	"Yeah, well you know, that affirmative action shit and all," I responded, smiling. He let loose with another of his guffaws.

	"Okay, Sergeant Penelope, ma'am...so tell me about yourself, and why you were following me. And, yes, I did notice."

	So, I told him the story about my trip to Munich, and the other places I'd visited, and that I was intrigued, but not convinced, that being a sub was really what I wanted to do. I told him that I'd come to San Francisco just to nose around a bit, check out the clubs, maybe talk to someone in the lifestyle. He nodded thoughtfully.

	"So this is sort of a 'find yourself' trip for you, then? You're unsure of what you want to do with your life, so you're looking to experiment a bit?"

	"Yeah, I guess, kind of," I replied. "I mean, I like the Army and all, but there's a need in my life that it just isn't filling. I never felt so...well, full...and no pun intended...than when I was doing that scene in Munich." He thought about it for a moment before responding.

	"I think I have an idea, but I want you to hear me out first," he said thoughtfully, continuing when I put my elbows on the table and nodded. "How would you feel about being sort of a temporary slave? With the right and ability to say 'stop' whenever you want? To be able to set limits, and to know that whatever happens, it would be over at a specific time? A trial period for you. Nothing that you don't willingly accept, and nothing permanent?"

	"I might consider it, if I knew someone I trusted."

	"What, you don't trust me???" he asked, with puppy dog eyes and a hurt look on his face. "Just kidding. Okay, how about this? You have someone you know, who you can check in with each day on the telephone?" I nodded. "So, I give you my ID, you tell your friend you're going to call each day at a certain time, and that if you don't, something is wrong. You have them write down my name, license number, address and everything, and if they don't hear from you, they call the cops. Fair enough?"

	"I think so," I answered, "But how do I know you're showing me your real ID?"

	"Simple. Tomorrow, we go down to the DMV together and have them bring me up on their computer. I'll even show you that the address on my license is really my home. You can quit whenever you want, no questions asked, and you can set whatever limits you want. Nobody does anything to you unless you say so."

	"For real? I mean, you're not just giving me a line of crap, are you?"

	"Not at all. And, in fact, I'll even give you the chance to see if you really are a dom, not a sub."

	"How's that?"

	"Simple. I'll give you full rights over that little slave girl you saw back in the alley. She'll obey you just like she does me. You can do anything you want to her, and have her do anything you want."

	"Okay, I guess," I said, still a bit wary.

	"Great. Okay...meet you someplace tomorrow morning, say about nine?"

	"How about here?" It seemed as good a place as any.

	So, I walked myself back to my hotel and called an old girlfriend of mine who lived in the South Bay. I told her where I was, that I'd be spending the next few days with this guy, and asked if it would be okay if I checked in with her once a day, just to be safe? She said it was no problem, so I told her I'd be giving her some information tomorrow that she needed to write down. Again, no problem.

	I had troubles sleeping that night, my mind racing with a million thoughts. Should I trust this guy? Did he really mean what he said? Is this really for me? What about his girl...what if the guy he so casually gave her to turned out to be some sort of serial killer? I made my decision, though. I'd give myself to him for 48 hours. He nodded silently when I told him of my decision the next day, then reached into his back pocket and pulled out a metal choke chain and a leather leash.

	"Remove your undergarments, shoes and socks, " he ordered, "and kneel at my feet." I did as he commanded - hesitatingly, but I did do it - and knelt as he slipped the choker over my neck. Barefoot, he led me down the alley, stopping at the corner where it ended at a main thoroughfare.

	"The first and only responsibility of a slave is obedience," he said, looking down at me like a schoolteacher lecturing to a second grader. "This is the first test of your obedience. Go into the drug store across the street," he pointed, "and purchase two dozen condoms. Make sure they're single packs, and each one has to be different. They're behind the counter, so you'll have to ask the clerk." I looked up at him in shock. I figured I'd be fucked, or at least be sucking a cock, but to embarrass myself by walking into a store half-naked and asking for condoms? My face turned bright red, but all I could do was nod.

	"You don't have to do this if you don't want," he said.

	"No, but I have to find out," I replied, taking a deep breath while he unsnapped the leash from the choker. I walked out into the sunlight, my attire (particularly the choke chain) garnering stares and outright leers from other pedestrians. I found out later that the sun was shining through my thin rayon dress, making my nude form beneath it - or at least the outline - visible to everyone.

	The store clerk was a young boy - he couldn't have been more than fifteen - who grinned broadly as I explained what I wanted. He deliberately made me ask for each condom packet separately, and then he set them down at the back of the counter, forcing me to bend forward and expose my bare breasts to him. The little shit knew exactly what he was doing, and even asked me if I needed someone to practice putting them on. I just stood there, turning redder and redder, taking his abuse while he rang up my purchases. Then, with as much dignity as I could muster, turned around and marched out of the store.

	Master - that's what I thought of him now - was waiting back where I'd left him. I tried to hand him the bag of condoms, but he shook his head and told me that a slut was responsible for carrying her own rubbers. He took me back down the alley - the leash back on now - and stopped at the rear door of a building which apparently faced the main street.

	"There are 30 men inside," he told me. "You have 24 condoms. I don't think any of them have the clap or anything, but I can't be sure. You're going to make every one of them cum, and how you do it without getting pregnant or diseased is for you to figure out. This is your last chance to back out."

	Oh, God, I was so scared that my legs were shaking. I'd never so much as taken two men at once, and now I was going to be gang banged by 30? Master told me later my face turned white, and he was scared that I'd pass out. He knew it was important for me to find out quickly, though, whether I was suited for something like this; as he put it, he wanted to find out if I'd break. I didn't, though. I steeled my resolve to go through with this by taking a couple of deep breaths, clenching my fists several times to relieve the stress, and simply walked through the door. I had to trust my Master that he wouldn't let anything bad happen to me.

	As it turned out, there weren't thirty but six. Four men and two women. What happened outside had just been a test. The men were all like Master, biker-types but muscular, unlike the beer-bellied freaks you often see on Harleys. The girls were both petite and dressed alike, in short leather skirts and vests. The taller of the two held a leash attached to the smaller's collar, watching while her charge bobbed her head up and down, giving one of the men a blow job.

	I was well and soundly fucked that weekend. I lost my anal cherry, and licked both my first asshole and my first cunt in between the near constant dicking I took. When I wasn't fucking, the dominant of the other two girls had me cleaning house; sweeping, mopping, washing dishes and cleaning toilets. I managed an average of four hours sleep each night I was with them; Master told me they were being easy on me so far, though I didn't see how that could be.

	By the time it was over, I was hooked. I told him I wanted to become a slave, or at least a submissive - I knew the difference now. He said he didn't take submissives, only slaves, and that he couldn't in good conscience take me as his slave as things were right now. I wasn't ready, he explained; I'd only seen the nice side of things first. He did, however, tell me about a place he could arrange for me to visit to learn more. I'd be a slave there, but with the option to return to a "normal" life if I desired. If I could make it through six months, I'd be considered a potential slave. I quickly agreed, and he made the arrangements for me to go there immediately upon my discharge from the Army. If I successfully completed the training, I'd be auctioned off and become the property of the highest bidder. The auction proceeds - minus the cost of training and upkeep - would be put in a trust in my name. In the meantime, he told me, I could serve as his long-distance slave-in-training.

	I returned to Kaiserslautern relaxed, unstressed, and though probably a little physically worse for wear, feeling as though the weight of the world had been taken off my shoulders. My decision was made, and I was about to embark on a new life for myself.  What the future would hold was still unknown, except for one piece: Once the auction took place, I would never have to make a decision for myself again.

	In accordance with my Master's instructions, I continued to go without panties, though he'd given me authorization to wear a bra and sanitary pad after I explained morning PT. It would be rather difficult for me to lead my platoon on our run, wearing a tee shirt with nothing on under, and would probably get me into trouble with my superiors. However, to pay for the privilege, whenever I was wearing a bra, I also had to have my butt plug inserted. That wasn't so bad most of the time, but have you ever tried making a three mile run with a nine inch latex tube shoved up your ass? Going braless was almost preferable.

	I took an in-country ETS, rather than flying back to the states on a MAC flight and being discharged out of Ft Dix. There were a couple of reasons for this, but the main reason is that was what my temporary Master wanted.

	I didn't leave Germany for a full week after I was discharged, and used that time to fulfill one of my Master's instructions, as well as a fantasy I'd had for some time. As usual, there was a going away party for me, and my entire platoon was given the weekend off to attend. Emptying out my savings - what would a slave need money for, anyway - I invited everyone to join me in Frankfurt, where I'd rented two adjoining suites near the airport. When everyone arrived, I offered them all drinks and then I explained that I had a video tape that I'd like them all to watch, and would answer any questions afterwards. I hit the play button on the remote as I exited into the adjoining suite, closing the door behind me. I listened silently for a moment, as the tape began to play, and heard the gasps and surprised murmurs as they watched.

	The tape started with film of my abuse in San Francisco, being whipped, forced to fuck and suck cum from another girl's pussy, and finally begging to be pissed on. Then it moved on to my current Master performing a very detailed, painful and humiliating examination of my body, commenting for the camera on everything from the size of my nipples to the length of my clitoris.  Finally, Master spoke directly to my platoon.

	"As you an see, your Platoon Sergeant is quite the slut.  My slut. She will soon be joining me full time, and once her training is complete, she'll be auctioned as a slave. Probably as a sex slave, either to some wealthy person, or more likely, to one of a number of high-class establishments catering to people who can afford to pay for the services of an absolutely obedient piece of female flesh. Of course, she could end up working on some farm, or sewing dresses in a Haitian sweat house, but if I had to bet on it, I'd say your former boss is going to be a whore.

	"Since it's doubtful many of you will be able to afford her services - a single hour with a sex slave costs more than most soldiers make in a month - I have a gift for you. Actually, it is from her, but since I own her now, well, I think you get the idea. In the next room, my slave is waiting for you. Consider her your community property for the weekend. You may use her as you wish and do whatever you like to her, but she must not be permanently marked, disfigured nor damaged. Other than that, my only restriction is that she must be at the airport on time for her flight. I can personally attest to the fact that she is quite experienced with all three of her holes, and I'm sure she'd appreciate you using them thoroughly. Remember, though - no permanent damage, and she must not miss her flight."

	A moment later, the pass door between the two suites opened, and my former subordinates found me kneeling naked on the floor, me head bowed submissively, a leash dangling from the leather collar around my neck.

	One of my former Squad Leaders, older and more mature than the rest, was the first to speak.

	"Are you certain this is what you want, Sergeant Anderson?" he asked with a concerned tone in his voice. I responded by crawling towards him and submissively kissing his foot.

	"Yes, sir." I answered. 'It took me a very long while to understand what I was searching for, but I truly believe I've found my destiny. I believe you - my subordinate leaders and soldiers - helped make this possible, by doing your jobs so well and giving me time to discover myself by not having to intervene in the daily problems you faced. Because of that, I wanted to give you all something as a gift from my heart, to express my thanks. I will understand if any of you refuses my offering, but I hope you won't. This is the real reason why I took my discharge here - so I could offer the use of my body to you, without worrying about the implications of military regulations. I'm no longer a noncommissioned officer, I'm just another slut for each of you to use or abuse as you wish."

	"Sergeant Anderson," the squad leader replied, "Whatever you are, and whatever you become, you'll never be 'just another slut.'

	"Thank you sir," I responded, blushing.

	"You're sure this is what you want? To be used like that by all of us?"

	"Yes, sir," I replied again, the humiliation of my near-public admission causing my cunt to get even wetter than it already was.

	"In that case, bitch," he cruelly sneered, "Don't you think you should get that slut mouth of yours to work on our cocks?" I screamed with my first orgasm of the day, the first time I'd ever cum without being touched.

	What happened next is a blur. I do know that for the next twelve or so hours, there was seldom a moment when I didn't have a cock in my cunt, shoved up my ass or rammed down my throat - and sometimes had all three simultaneously. The fucking and verbal abuse went on and on until everyone - me included - was worn out and fell asleep.

	The next morning I was awakened by having someone grab me by the hair and pull me up to my knees. I found my hands were bound behind me; someone had fortuitously brought a set of handcuffs. My eyes still blurry from the short nap and rude awakening, I found my head forced backwards, a cock hanging in front of my lips.

	"Open, bitch!" a voice commanded. I recognized it as one of the squad leaders. I obeyed dutifully, and immediately found my mouth being filled with a harsh stream of acrid urine. "Nothing like a toilet slut first thing in the morning!" he said loudly, waking the others up. A line quickly formed, and soon my belly was swollen with the morning piss of my former subordinates. Then, after allowing me to rinse my mouth out with mouthwash, the fucking and abuse resumed.

	The second night, one of the guys took the money from my purse and rented a couple of hookers. Not just any whores, mind you, but two who had just finished servicing a college party on another floor, and hadn't had an opportunity to clean up.  Each of them were full with several loads of cum, and it became my job to prepare each of hem for their next Johns. The boys suggested that they spread the word that there was a slut willing to paytwenty dollars for the privilege of sucking the loads of cum in their bodies. Soon, a steady stream of whores were showing up, shoving their semen-filled holes in my face, collecting their money and going out in search of another customer so they could repeat the process. Even when my money ran out, they kept coming back. I guessed I was getting to be a pretty good cunt-lapper.

	All too soon, though, it was almost time for me to head to the airport. The boys let me shower, then each used their choice of holes one last time. Most took my ass, because they knew I'd be wearing a butt plug for the entire 20 hours, until I was back at my Master's residence. I wasn't allowed to shower after the last fucking, but by then I didn't really care whether I smelled of sex or had semen dripping down my thighs. Dressed in the clothes Master had sent me - a flower-pattern silk knee-length dress and sandals - they accompanied me as far as the security checkpoint. There, they all stood while I carefully waddled up the stairs. As I reached the top, I turned knelt on the floor, then blew my boys a kiss, wondering if I'd ever see any of them again.

	The rest, as they say, is for another day. Perhaps I will write about it someday, perhaps not.

	FIN
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Synopsis: A woman reflects back on her 70+ years as a slave. This story will probably include a little bit of everything, so don't limit your interest if your favorite codes aren't listed.

	Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 1: The Early Years

	I am a slave. Sex slave, property, serving girl; even bitch, cunt and slut, they're all the same to me. Just labels, to be used, changed or removed as a Master or Mistress deems fit. Sure, some slaves have specialized training or a particular area of expertise, but a slave - any slave - is really whatever his or her Owner decides. A fully trained sex slave might be used as a breeder or a farm hand, and a serving girl could be used as a rape slave. Simply put, it is up to that slave's Master or Mistress.

	I understand that many females never have the opportunity to experience true slavery, and I do pity them. True slavery is not like playing some bedroom game, where it's over once everyone cums. It's a way of life, a reason for being. My life has always had a purpose, and I have always had a personal goal. That purpose has been to provide service to others, and whether that service is of a sexual nature, or something more mundane like washing dishes, ironing clothes. or taking care of a child. My goal was, is and always has been do to my Owner's bidding perfectly, and with absolute obedience.

	I can't imagine any other life for myself, and do pity most of the free women I see. A few seem to have direction and purpose in their lives, but most seem lost, with neither to guide them. What I wish most fervently for these women is they somehow, someday, are able to find the total bliss and satisfaction of complete submission to the will of another.

	I was born a slave girl, and I shall die as one. Now that I have been semi-retired, Master has tasked with recording my recollections of my life over the past 70 years. If my story seems disjointed, I apologize in advance. These are, after all, memories, and tend to come to me in little spurts...more like fragments of faded pictures, than anything else. I also am not an accomplished writer, having not learned any significant literary skills until I was in my fifties. I've learned to write by using those things I've read as examples...primarily history, because it helps me understand the things that were going on in my life. Unless you count cookbooks: "Take one slave girl, spank firmly until bright red..."  No, I guess not.  I apologize if my humor isn't that funny...I suppose you have to have been there. Oh, well.

	This is also not meant to be a stroke story, but if you happen to feel the need, please, by all means, go ahead.  I receive my greatest satisfaction in knowing I've provided someone with a service.  Drop me a note, too, if you have any questions or would like more details about a specific part of my life.

	On with my story...

	I was born in a log cabin deep in the Illinois woods...no wait...I think the spirit of Abraham Lincoln is trying to channel through me. Oh... never mind...nearly the whole bottle of wine gone. Sorry about that, but I still don't always know how to handle all this freedom I've been given. I never could handle my alcohol...not that I really had any, until recently. Okay, time to stop being silly. Actually, I was born on a farm on the plains of Kansas, in the early spring of 1921. I don't remember being born, of course, but that's what my papers say. Note that I didn't say "Birth Certificate." Slaves \have Ownership Papers, not Birth Certificates..

	My first actual memories are of a place called "the kennel." It was where we slave girls lived, where we stayed when we weren't be used for some purpose or other. The number of slave girls varied throughout the years, but the one constant was Mother. Sisters came and went.  She was actually my real mother, but the other girls may or may not have been sisters in the biological sense. It was just a simple was of referring to us. Father's main income, besides the crops he sold, were from buying and selling slaves. Mostly female, but I remember that he kept a few males out in the barn, either for heavy labor or stud service. Those of us who were Mother's actual birth children were most fortunate, as there seemed an unwritten rule that we'd not be sold until we at least reached puberty, and then usually only to private parties, not slave brothels and the like. I remember seeing some of my sisters (not the biological ones) being dragged off to serve as rape slaves or as breeding stock.

	Although the four of us shared the same womb, the it was very obvious that the sperm which created us came from different men. We looked very little alike - there was blonde with bright green eyes and a pale complexion; a large-titted redhead with freckles; one who's sperm obviously came from a Negro, who the nighttime whispering said was the result of being given the use of Mother as a reward; and then there was0 me. She never talked about any of it.

	I suppose I wasn't much to look at then, but I did eventually grow up. Brown hair and eyes, sort of a medium complexion that tanned well but seldom burned.  At my physical best, which was probably in my late teens, I was 5'8" tall and a fairly muscular (mostly in my thighs) 130 pounds, with measurements of 36C-24-32. With a little help from a corset, my waist could be further reduced another few inches, but it was impossible for me to stay like that for more than an hour or so before I passed out. I had large, erect nipples as a young woman, and my areolae are still dark brown circles. Of course, age and gravity have taken their toll, and things aren't nearly as perky as they were when I was a teen. I actually weigh a tad less now than I did then, though, probably owing to heredity. I seem to take after Mother, and she was a slender bit of a thing.

	For those who might be interested, my body does bear a number of marks and modifications. My registration number - from back in the days before microchip implants - is still clearly readable on the top of my left foot, just above the toes. It's a good thing I can't remember getting it, because a branding iron was used. Back in those days, people didn't care about a slave's comfort, or even her health, like they do today. It took them a while to figure out that an abused slave girl was likely to be good for nothing but more abuse, and that's a waste of money. Our Owners invest a lot into their slaves. Even when I was born, good breeding stock sold for thousands of dollars, and even a worn-out old street whore is worth a few hundred.

	Like all slaves of my era, I have no pubic hair.  I remember it having removed, very painfully, with electrical current. As each hair sprouted, the follicle was individually killed. I understand that this practice has changed, and that slaves are now put under anesthesia and denuded by less a painful and more modern form of electrolysis. I've recently seen some slave girls sporting full bushes and hairy legs. I asked about it, and was told that this is a growing trend among some slave owners. Yuck! I can't imagine what it must feel like, or how difficult it must be to keep clean. I wonder if the semen even dribbles down their thighs after they're raped, with all that hair in the way? That was always one of my favorite sensations, and just the thought of it is getting me all wet. But...who wants to hear a 70-plus year old talk about her wrinkled pussy? I'll bet half of you just stopped reading to go wretch.

	Let's see...oh, yeah...I no longer have any nipple rings, though I did when I was in my 30's. I actually got labia rings ten years earlier, but I'll get to that story in a bit. Same thing with a nose ring. My septum is still pierced - as a matter of fact, it has a stainless steel grommet in it - but the nose ring is long gone. They used to be pretty popular, but fads do change. Thankfully. Scars, marks, tattoos? Which ones do you want to hear about? The whip scars on my back? The suture marks where one of my labium had to be surgically reattached after a particularly brutal punishment session? Or maybe the series of brands and tattoos on my right thigh, symbolizing all my changes of ownership? One thing I'm thankful for is that I was never made permanently bald. Sure, my head was shaved at times, but I knew so many slaves who permanently lost their beautiful tresses. I know pride isn't a trait a slave is not supposed to have, but I've always been proud of my hair, particularly when I was younger. Now, of course, the silky brown locks have turned a wispy white and I keep it cut in a short, style more appropriate for a mature female. I mean, can you just imagine a wrinkled old grandmother with a bald head, pony tail, braids, or even spiked hair? I'm just thankful I have a choice.

	You know, that has been the hardest thing about this retirement stuff. Having choices, that is. For the first time in my life, I have the freedom to pretty much do as I want. Sure, I still have to work, if you call it that. I'm used as a counselor of sorts at one of the slave training facilities. I reassure new slaves and give them advice when they need it...and sometimes a soft shoulder to cry on. This is particularly true of girls who are freepersons one day, looking forward to their futures one day, and for whatever reasons, finding themselves nothing but owned slave meat the next. Even some of the voluntary submissions have troubles adjusting, so that's where I come in.

	Even the Owners (they're not all males like when I was younger; ladies own slaves, too), Trainers and Masters come to me with questions and concerns about how to deal with a recalcitrant slave, or what specialized training one might do best at. I seem to have a knack for spotting diamonds among the coal, and quickly identifying flaws in the match between trainer and student. Some new slaves need a heavy hand, and only respond to the whip.  Fear of pain seems to be their motivation. Some have fear of humiliation, the threat of that also works. Of course, many actually crave humiliation, and so they intentionally disobey just so they can get what they want. These girls are pretty easy to identify, and changing the humiliation from a punishment to a reward for obedience and appropriate behavior usually works with them. These girls seem to mostly be voluntary submissions, not involuntaries or natural slaves.

	Others, particularly the involuntaries, need reassurance to overcome their natural fear of their new lives. They are scared...terrified...of what the future holds for them, and it's up to me to explain it to them, to calm their fears, to help them understand that they no longer have any control over their lives or their bodies. Whatever she did when she was free is irrelevant. The former business executive might become a farm hand, and the auto mechanic a sex slave. It's up to her Owner, not her.  It doesn't matter whether she's afraid of dogs or not, if her Master decides to breed her with a Doberman, it will happen with or without her willing cooperation. Failing to obey will only result in further punishment. I've learned to see who needs what, and both Master and slave usually take what I have to say to heart.

	Having all this freedom is strange for me. I can sleep whenever I get tired, and do so in a bed that I don't share with anyone, with my own pillows and clean linen; I generally wake up when I feel like it; eat whatever I want, whenever I want, and where I want, not just leftover scraps tossed my way, or whatever someone decides to put in my dish on the floor. I don't have to ask anyone's permission to us the toilet. I can even have orgasms whenever I feel the urge. I do have to admit, though, that I am still unable to cum without hearing (or at least pretending to hear) someone commanding me to. I guess it's sort of a Pavlovian reflex, after all the years of having my sexuality controlled that way.

	Yeah, I know...the mental image of a 72-year-old splayed out naked, playing with herself isn't exactly an arousing thought for most of you. Sorry if I scared you off. I promise you, I am wearing clothes as I write this. Unless you'd rather envision me without anything on...like I said earlier, whatever gives you enjoyment.  But, maybe it's time to get back to "the olden days."

	Like I said my first memories are of "the kennel." It wasn't very big, only about eight feet on each side. The floor, walls and ceiling were all constructed of concrete, but there were small, glass-covered viewing ports in all the walls. The ceiling was only 24“

	high, so we entered and exited by crawling on our hands and knees through a tiny hatch in one wall, locked from the outside. It wasn't really even a hatch, just a hole in the wall that was covered with a heavy wooden panel that slid into place and was locked from the There was no ventilation, and the stench was often overpowering. The only time the kennel had fresh air was when the hatch was opened to let us in or our, and once a month on sanitation day. One of the many rules governing our lives was that we had to crawl in head-first, and crawl out feet-first. In other words the last thing in and the first thing out was our asses. I guess that was so the Men could have greater access to our bodies. I only know that I often had a hand slap my ass or shoved roughly between my legs as I was entering or leaving the kennel. In later years, I'd sometimes be stopped halfway through, my upper torso inside the kennel, as I was taken roughly from behind. The cement floor was covered with a thick layer of straw. In the winter, we were each usually given a single wool horse blanket for warmth (they really had been the horses' blankets too...they got new ones every year, and we got their hand-me-downs). Several years, though, we had too few blankets and had to share. Mother, because of her status, had a nice tick mattress of her own, and as many blankets as she wanted. Slave or not, she had a mother's instincts, though, and often went without so the younger or pregnant girls could stay warm.

	Mother wasn't born a slave, but submitted herself to Father after they were married. I know this because of her registration number is listed on my registration papers, which also show that she voluntarily submitted herself into slavery. She never explained why, but I overheard the men saying she just got tired of making decisions one day, and signed the papers.  Their divorce was automatic, because on that day she became his property, and was no longer his wife. Because I was born after my mother became a slave, I wad a slave. But, I'm getting off-track again.

	The side walls of the kennel had holes through which chains were fed. Whenever we were inside the kennel, we were required to take pull a length of chain from the wall and feed it through our collar ring. We'd then slide the loose end of the chain back into the hole, where it would be grabbed by a gear-driven mechanism, locking each of us in place until someone saw fit to release us. Each night, we'd crawl in and go to our designated slots, run the chain through our collar rings, and wait on our knees until we were locked in place. In the morning, or whenever anyone wanted one of us, the chain would unlock. Either all the chains or any specific ones could be unlocked; the mechanism wasn't all that different than used in prisons, to lock and unlock rows of cells.

	The one major rule that applied to us when we were locked in the kennel was no masturbating. Of course, having orgasms at all was very restricted, and specifically prohibited without permission, but the kennel was where we had the greatest opportunity. It was fairly easy to cover yourself with straw, but the rule was that if anyone got caught having an unauthorized orgasm in the kennel, we all got punished. If one of our sisters was jilling off, we were expected to report it. Orgasms were reserved for those infrequent occasions when a Master permitted it, and only a selfish, disobedient slave girl puts her own desires and sexual needs above those of her Master. An unauthorized orgasm meant a beating, at a minimum, followed by even more severe punishment, and anyone who knew about an unauthorized orgasm but didn't report it got matching treatment.

	One girl, who was sold to Father as a teen, and had been a freeperson up to that point in her life, ended up having her clitoris burned off and her hole sewed up for consistently violating this rule. At least she had the sense that last time to do it while she was cleaning the toilet, and didn't involve any of us. If any of us had known, she'd have suffered the same fate. She ended up being sold to a rape brothel, as a pain slave.

	There was no official rule about defecating or urinating in the kennel, but that didn't mean we did it unless we had to. Nobody liked living with the stench - the smell ten or fifteen naked females, who were permitted to bathe just once a week, was often bad enough, particularly right after some had been raped. The straw, though, was only replaced weekly, and the kennel sanitized just monthly. Whenever one of us got sick, particularly with diarrhea, it was particularly awful for the rest of us. Any healthy girl who couldn't hold her bladder or bowels overnight often found her own bedding area filled with feces. Since we were all assigned specific spots to sleep, she would have no choice but to lay in it until the straw was changed.

	Cleaning the kennel was actually my first job. I started being straw girl when I was four years of age, barely out of diapers at night.  Every seven days, I would push the straw to the hatch, then carry it out to a slash pile, where an older sister would usually burn it. Sometimes, though, our used straw was given to the Male slaves to use as bedding. Maybe they liked it, permeated with the odor of female slaves as it was. Maybe not.

	Once each month, I would be given a bucket of harsh disinfectant and a scrub brush, and after removing every trace of straw, would thoroughly wash down the walls and floor. Because of the chemicals, I was always given protective clothing back then made of rubber - so as to not damage my skin. Once the disinfectant had been spread, I let it soak in for a few minutes, then began rinsing it all off. Once, though, I didn't rinse well enough, and caused three of the girls to suffer chemical burns.

	As punishment, I found myself stark naked, my wrists bound behind my back, and a brush gag in my mouth, scrubbing the kennel. I really believe the solution was stronger than usual that day, but if it was, I deserved it. The skin on my entire body was burned that day. I wasn't totally healed for over two months, and my knees were permanently marked. I was seven yeas old.

	We had a lot of other rules, too. Some of them seemed pretty stupid, while others were downright cruel. The rule about orgasms is a perfect example. First they keep a girl sexually aroused for days - sometimes weeks - and when someone finally does fuck her, she cums and ends up getting punished...usually by having her kept aroused until she cums without permission again...which results in another punishment..in essence, a vicious circle of abuse. It was simply a fact of life as a slave, but that didn't make it any less cruel.

	Or the rule that said you had to keep your eyes open when in the presence of a male. Try keeping your eyes open when someone is pissing on your face. Sounds stupid, but I was beaten for that very offense. The same thing if someone decided we'd used too little or too much makeup, or if our legs weren't spread far enough while we were kneeling. Or the time I got beaten because the table wasn't set on time. How am I supposed to get my chores done if I keep getting called for mouth duty? These rules were just excuses, though. The only reason anyone needs to punish a slave girl is the fact that they're free and she's not.

	Breaking even the smallest rule always meant punishment. For a minor offense, it was usually a relatively minor punishment. For the younger girls, it might mean a spanking or not being allowed to eat for a day or two. It could mean a reward, like ice cream or a bit of chocolate, for everyone but the errant. For teen girls, whippings, being allowed to drink only pee for a time, or cleaning the other girls during their periods - with their mouths - were typical. The oldest girls were usually gang-raped and tortured, though that was more of a regular activity than punishment. I heard some of them whisper to each other, late at night when we were locked up in the kennel, that they actually planned to be disobedient, just so they would be whipped or raped. More serious offenses merited more serious punishments, like mine.

	I wasn't aware of much of the world, but about the time I turned nine, the Males were talking about "the crash." I later understood they were discussing the 1929 stock market crash. which signaled the beginning of the Great Depression. The only thing I knew was that Father was receiving more girls, mostly teens and older pre-teens. A lot of them came in crying, and I heard some say they didn't want to be slave girls; that their families sold them because they needed the money. I guess some people still had money, though, because sales - particularly of the pretty girls - were brisk. It seemed to me that they were often gone before they were half trained. Father had a steady stream of buyers coming in, and girls often left before I even learned what their names had been. Names. Slaves don't have names, just their registration numbers. Names are simply labels, that an Owner uses to identify his or her slave with. Father used our numbers. My first name was "slut," and I didn't get that until I was sixteen. But back to the impact of the depression on my life.

	At one point, there were over 30 of us, so many that we were literally ass to elbow in the kennel at night, but there was no additional room nor any additional food. Over twice as many slaves, but the same amount of food to share between us. Of course, the workload was split, too, so more time was spent on training the new girls. I guess that's where I learned my knack for counseling. Though I was younger than most of the new arrivals, I was more experienced at being a slave, and would often talk to one until the wee hours helping her make the transition from her former life to her future one.

	One of the slave girls Father acquired during this time was younger than me, so she took over my duties as straw girl. I was now working as a household slave, doing whatever needed to be done, usually cleaning. It was a better job for me. I had developed an reaction to the chemical used to disinfectant the kennel, so I used to get a terrible rash from just being around the stuff. The rash would clear up in four or five days...just soon enough for another dose.  Of course, that was my own fault. If I hadn't been so lazy and stupid to do my job so poorly two years earlier, I'd never have had the level of exposure...and therefore, probably never would have become allergic. Whereas before, I was pretty isolated from what went on outside the kennel, now I was suddenly thrust into the daily activities throughout the house. I would hear the men talking, and picked up snippets of information, most of which made little sense to me.

	It was about the same time that I was first used sexually. It was a boy about my age, maybe a year younger. He'd seen his elders using slave girls orally, and apparently wanted to show them he was ready.

	He had a typical prepubescent dick, maybe two inches long when it got hard, and he just shoved into my mouth. I guess at that age, Males don't produce semen, or maybe he didn't know he was supposed to cum, because he just ended up peeing in my mouth. It surprised me so much that I gagged, sputtered, and pulled away, spewing urine all over the linoleum floor. Unfortunately for me, one of the men was watching, and I was punished. I didn't understand at the time that I was expected to gratefully receive whatever a Master deposits in or on my body, whether that substance is urine, semen, spit, snot, shit, vomit, food or anything else.

	The first thing I was forced to do was lick the entire floor clean. Not just the few small puddles, but the whole 12'x20' formal dining room. I objected. I knew better, but I believed it was unfair for them to make me clean up more than I was responsible for, especially since I wasn't aware anything was going to being going in my mouth like that. I guess I was getting a rebellious streak in me. Well, my objection earned more punishment, and the rebellion was quickly beaten out of me. I learned quickly that "fairness" is not relevant with regard to slaves.

	After my beating, which was administered to my ass with a bamboo rod, I was informed that I would be given nothing to eat or drink for the next three days, but instead would serve as a toilet for the male field slaves. In addition, I would receive a beating consisting of 50 strokes each evening.  The beating would vary only on the device used - a whip one day, a belt on the second, and a wooden paddle on the third. Thankfully, these beatings were also limited to my ass.

	Being a toilet slave was worse than the beatings, though. It was harvest time, so in addition to the field slaves Father kept around, there were a number others who he rented to help bring in the crops. Tied to a wooden frame, I served as the personal toilet for twelve Male slaves. My total caloric intake during that period consisted of nothing but urine and semen...the first semen I'd ever taken. Fortunately for me, they all found the idea of shitting in my mouth disgusting, but that didn't mean my face, lips and tongue weren't used as toilet paper. They'd shit on the ground, next to my head, instead of in my mouth. I tasted plenty of human shit that week, all of it from hairy, sweat-covered, unwashed slave asses. By the time I'd finished my second day, I was determined to be obedient, submissive and compliant always.

	Thankfully, I was given a day to rest after my ordeal. Mother and my sisters carefully nourished me back to a semblance of health by feeding me a nutritious broth laced heavily with antibiotics, but it was still several weeks before I was fully recovered.

	Shortly after I turned ten, my duties once again changed. Now I was being trained as a serving slave, and taught how to properly set a formal table and serve meals. I was also now introduced to footwear, having been barefoot before this time. To acclimate me to heels, I was made to wear the at all times for three months, never being permitted to remove them. They were nothing like what a typical ten year old would wear, either. Platform soles three inches high, with spiked heels that raised my heels an additional six inches. More like sandals, really they strapped on at the ankle and left my toes and the sides of my feet uncovered. My feet and legs were constantly sore from wearing them, but I discovered on the day that they were finally removed that it hurt even worse to stand flat-footed. So, I begged to be permitted to wear them again. As payment for the privilege, I had to serve as a toilet slave for another day, only this time it was to the other slave girls. That was the first time I'd had my mouth on another female's cunt.

	Other than my shoes, I was still usually kept naked. Whenever I was helping prepare meals, I was allowed a white linen apron, and when serving, I wore a cute little lace one around my waist, but that was really it. Even when I helped in the fields, I was kept naked. But, mostly, I was a serving slave for the men, and would go around the table, filling glasses and cups, and fetching whatever they wanted. It was nice finally having a specific job to do...something to practice and learn well, rather than just being a kitchen scut, but there were disadvantages as well. Foremost among these was that I was constantly being molested by the Masters. Have you ever tried to pour coffee while someone is tweaking your ass or twisting your nipple? How about trying to light a candle, only to have someone stick their finger up your hold? Every time something like that happened, it seemed like I stumbled or spilled, and ended up getting punished.

	I had this job for about a year, and then, on the morning of my eleventh birthday, I was informed that I'd no longer be working above the table, but under it. It was a job I was looking towards with a great deal of apprehension because what I received to eat depended on how well I performed. From now on, my job would be to crawl under the table during meals and offer my mouth to anyone who wanted it. One of the Masters - the same one who peed in my mouth a few years earlier - told me the reason I was assigned this job was because I was so ugly that all the Masters were losing their appetites from looking at me. Keeping me under the table, at least they didn't have to look at my face, and they could fantasize it was somebody else sucking on them. Even knowing that His statement wasn't true, I was still humiliated by it. So, I spent my time crawling from Master to Master, kneeling silently under the table until one of them tapped the inside of his thigh, indicating he wanted my mouth on his cock. Some were satisfied to let me lick and suck, while others preferred to face-fuck me rather forcefully. I learned to enjoy it both ways, though it wasn't like I really had a choice. The only good part about it was that I became quite an accomplished fellatrix, and was given some of the choicest scraps from their plates. Once in a while, I would be ordered to crawl up on someone's lap or to sit on the table with my legs spread so a Master could fondle me. I was too young to really get much real pleasure out of it, but I'd seen my sisters and Mother fingered enough to know what was expected of me. I always moaned and rocked my head back like I was in the throes of pleasure while anyone was stroking my little slit. The men all laughed at that, knowing I was trying very poorly to put on an act for them, in the hope that I'd avoid punishment. I guess the fact that I didn't get wet from their ministrations gave it away.

	I lost my virginity just as I was starting to reach puberty...hadn't even had my first period yet, no tits to speak of, and just a couple of tiny hairs on my little pussy. All my other sisters...the real sisters, who shared a mother with me...got to wait until they were in their teens...but not me. I heard some of the Masters talking about money, and I guess Father needed some rather quickly, so sold my virginity a few years early. Looking back, I suppose it didn't really make any difference; I was going to have my cherry popped eventually, probably by someone who paid for the privilege, but at the time, it meant a great deal to me. If I'd been born free, I'd have probably lost my virginity to some clumsy, inexperienced boy, probably in a haystack or a smelly barn stall somewhere. I can tell you that the way I lost mine was memorable, and something I'll never forget. I was terrified. It happened one morning, right after we were awakened. I was separated from the rest of the slave girls, taken into the bathroom, and told to take a shower. This was very strange, since I'd always bathed outside, with cold water from the garden hose. I was allowed to use hot water, and was even given scented soap, and shampoo to use. Usually, I was expected to make do with the harsh homemade lye soap, or just water. I was even allowed to use a towel to dry off with, and then Mother came in to fix my hair and face.  She was crying silently, tears running down her cheeks, but I didn't understand why at the time.

	I also was dressed in the first clothes I'd ever worn...if you could call them clothes. A pink lace garter belt, pink fishnet stockings and a pair of matching spiked heel shoes, with a little pink lace babydoll outfit, sans the panties.  Not something anyone...even a slave girl...would be seen wearing in public. My face was made up, too. I saw it in the mirror, and while I remember thinking how beautiful I looked, I realize now I was an obscene caricature of a whore.  Even my lipstick and toenails were painted the same shade of pink. When Mother was finished, she took me into a room I'd never been before, chained me to the bed  She placed my back against the headboard and locked my wrists to restraints on the bedposts, so my body was in sort of a T shape. Leaving my legs unbound, she gently kissed my forehead and whispered that everything would be all right. I think she was trying to convince herself of that, though. Then she took a small tube and squirted a greasy substance inside my hole, taking one last look over her shoulder before she left, closing the door behind her.

	This was the first time I'd been allowed to touch a bed, except when making it or changing the sheets, so I thought I was in heaven. It was so soft and comfortable, I fell asleep almost immediately, even bound the way I was.

	I woke up to the motion of someone plopping down on the bed, and looked up to see a beast of a man sitting there, staring at me. He looked like a beast, too...black, curly hair all over his arms, legs and chest; a thick beard and long black hair; bushy eyebrows...a monobrow, almost...and a hard, dark uncircumcised dick sticking out from behind a curly mess of hair. He was grinning, almost drooling at me. I knew then what was going to happen...this naked beast was going to fuck me! I cringed, trying to hide in the corner of the bed to avoid him., but I was too tightly bound. I could only lay there helplessly while he explored my body with his fingers.

	"Spread out so I can see what I bought," he gruffly commanded. My legs shot apart, as widely spread as I could force them, my mind praying that he hadn't actually bought ME, but rather, the use of my body. Thankfully, I found out later that my wishes were true. He grabbed me and positioned me the way he wanted...flat on my back, legs spread with my feet pushed up as close to my ass as he could get them, forcing my knees into the air. He reached between my splayed thighs and rubbed His palm roughly against my mound, eventually sliding a single finger up and down my slit.

	"Shit," he said, finding me dry. I was scared, and I was young...my body hadn't yet learned to start producing lubricant when it was supposed to, and he apparently wasn't satisfied with what Mother had provided. "Get it wet," he commanded, forcing His finger into my mouth. "It's going in that sweet hole of yours, so the wetter you get it, the easier it'll be on you." I didn't need any second urging. I slobbered all over His finger, covering it in my spit. He soon pulled it out of my mouth and resumed diddling my tiny slit. The first time he touched my clitoris, I felt like he was giving me little electrical shocks. I didn't know why, but I liked it. I pushed my crotch into his hand, making him smile cruelly.

	"The little slut likes that, does she?" he asked. In response, I could only blush while he continued manipulating my little button. I could feel myself growing wetter.  "How about THIS then!" he nearly shouted, shoving two fingers directly up my abused hole.

	I knew from watching the other slave girls being used that I wasn't supposed to shout or pull away, so I only flinched a bit, hoping he didn't notice. Silent tears filled my eyes as his fingers penetrated me.

	"Git them legs spread," he gruffly commanded. "Yer daddy said you was cherry, I'm payin' fer cherry, and I'm a-gonna make sure that's exactly what I get!"

	I spread myself as far as I could, his fingers continuing their assault, until I could feel him pressing against something. He pulled his fingers out, inspecting the blood on his fingertip. "Well, missy, looks like yer old man was telling me the truth. Good thing fer both a' ya. "Now, let's see if you know anything about how to use that sweet lil mouth o' yours. "

	With that, he dragged his dark, turgid cock over my face, forcing it between my lips. I'd sucked cock before, plenty of times, but this was different. I'd never been chained up like a animal while it was being done, and certainly never had I taken a dick in this manner. My abuser was holding me by the hair, mashing my face into his hairy groin, forcing the head of his cock into my esophagus. The rancid odor of his unwashed, sweaty body was so overpowering that I probably would have puked from it, if I hadn't already struggling to keep from choking.

	Thankfully, he stopped after a few minutes. I don't think I would have survived much longer. I didn't yet have control over my gag reflex - something I would need to learn if I expected to survive. I was nearly unconscious when he finally pulled out of my mouth, giving me a hard fist to the stomach to start my breathing again.

	"Damned little slut, ya don't know nothing yet, do ya? Shit, cain't even take a little throat-fuck. Yer lucky I ain't yer ol' man. Jesus, I still remember back in the Great War, when he throat-fucked that Hun bitch to death. Shit, I can even remember what it felt like. I came in her ass just when she croaked, ya know. Damn, that was the best piece I've ever had." I laid there, sobbing in pain and gasping to catch my breath while he reminisced.

	"Okay, Missy, time to become a real whore," he pronounced suddenly. Git up on yer hands 'n knees, with yer ass in the air," he ordered. "All you bitches ought to learn it this way. Laying on yer back is fer wives. Bitches get boned from behind, just like dogs and pigs." He positioned the head if his cock just inside the entrance to my hole, causing me to squirm uncontrollably. I could feel him rocking back and forth, until he'd worked the head just inside me.

	"Say goodbye to your cherry, BITCH!" He yelled the last word, ramming himself deep inside me. My entire universe was a white flash of pain as he pierced me, ripping through my hymen like...well, some have described it as a hot knife through butter, but not so for me. More like a butter knife through a stringy piece of beef. There wasn't anything easy or smooth about it, and I felt the tissue continue to rip as he sawed in and out of me. "Fuck me back, you little whore," he screamed, raining blows down on my back. It was all I could do to stay up on my knees, but I was able to concentrate long enough to push against his groin several times, feeling his balls bounce against my ass.

	It didn't really take long for him to shoot off inside me, but at the time, it seemed like his pummeling would never end  He did finally cum, however, pulling out almost immediately and positioning himself in front of me.

	"See that?" he asked, waving his blood-streaked cock, dripping cum, in front of my face "You know what yer gonna do now, right""

	"No, Sir," I sobbed, believing I knew, but hoping I was wrong. "Jesus H. Christ, you really are stupid, aren't you? You really expect me to go home with a dirty cock? You really think I'm gonna fuck my wife with a dirty dick? Now get that slut mouth of yours to work, before I decide to try out that puckered little virgin asshole of yours."

	I tentatively reached forward and began licking then sucking at his rapidly shrinking cock. He got hard again, and he started mouth-fucking m once more. This time he wasn't nearly as violent, giving me instructions to lick the shaft or just suck the head, waiting until just before his orgasm to shove his cock down my throat.

	When my abuser was finished with me, he pushed me into a sitting position, with my back against the headboard and my legs spread. Tying into that position, he got dressed and left without a word, leaving me to sit in the puddle of blood-infused cum leaking out of my hole.

	That day marked another major milestone in my life. No longer was I not a virgin, but my body was now fair game for anyone who wanted to use it.

	I was twelve years old.

	 

	Well, like I said at the beginning, I apologize for the poor manner in which this first part flowed. I tried to proof-read and correct it, but I'm afraid it's as good as I can make it. I promise I'll try to do better as I continue the story, and will try to maintain a better feeling for the chronology of events.

	 Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 2: Sold I don't remember anything particularly noteworthy in my life during the years immediately following the loss of my virginity. The memories are mostly a montage of working and being used by the men. The number of girls had stabilized at about two dozen, and like the rest of the economy, the bottom had dropped out of the slave market. Unable to sell many of us easily, and without the funds to rent labor slaves, Father began using the females, formerly relegated to household and sexual duties, as field hands. Fortunately, the soil was still fertile, and even when the rains didn't come, we had sufficient water from the lake and stream for irrigation.

	It was heavy, back-breaking work, but Il enjoyed it. Being outdoors in the fresh air was wonderful. I even enjoyed being hitched to the plow and furrowing the soil, though that was undoubtedly the most physical labor any of us performed. I just loved the way my thigh muscles would begin to burn after the first acre or so...much better than the backache from stooping to pick beans or dig potatoes up. In times of drought, I would usually either haul water in buckets from the stream, or help dig irrigation ditches to channel the water to the fields. I believe the exceptional endurance and leg strength I've had all my life were a direct result of this period.

	But undoubtedly the best part of being a field slave was the was the stream running through the property, where we were all permitted to bathe in the cool, clean water at the end of our day's labor. I guess Father figured we deserved a reward, and I don't really think anyone minded that we came back clean, rather than covered in sweat, dirt and grime. Sometimes he even pemitted us to wade into the lake, but because none of us could swim, he always had us tethered to a rope in case we stepped into water over our heads.

	Father understood that since we were working so hard, we needed to be fed well. Lots of fresh vegetables when they were in season; potatoes, beans, corn and whatever had been canned when they weren't. Meat, lots of meat - pork and chicken, mostly, since that's what was raised in our area. Catfish or bass, once in a while, if one of the men happened to have a good day down at the lake. And these weren't leftover scraps, mind you. Ribs and chops, whole roasted chickens and slabs of bacon. Just the memory of how good it all tasted is making my mouth water! Overall, I'd say the ages of thirteen to sixteen were the happiest and healthiest of my life, though I'm sure all that pork was playing havoc with my cholesterol level! It was a good time for me, because I was eating well, getting exercise ad fresh air, and was able to clean myself almost every day. For me, life was pretty good during the depression, but I was about to undergo the first major change of my life.

	At age 16, I was finally sold, to a young couple expecting their first baby. They were seeking a slave who could be a wet nurse, and though my breasts weren't quite as large as they'd hoped, testing had shown that I would be a prolific milker. I'm sure Father gave them a good price, since they were able to pay cash.

	Master was 26, a handsome blond man with a muscular, nearly hairless chest. I nearly swooned when I saw Him the first time. If I'd been permitted to wear panties, they would have been soaked in an instant.  He was an attorney at first, but ended up working as the western region manager for some government agency. He kept talking about "twelve disciples" and somebody named "Wild Bill," who apparently ran the agency, but it never made much sense to me. Not that he talked much about his work anyway. Master was pretty secretive about whatever it was that he did.

	Mistress was only 22, but she seemed so worldly to me. She was, after all, the first female I'd met who wasn't a slave, but gone to school, and even went to college for two years.  She could read and write, knew about all sorts of different things, and even spoke to men without receiving permission first...things I couldn't even imagine doing. She, too, was a blonde, but very, very thin and not muscular appearing at all.  She seemed very beautiful to me, though, especially when she and Master got dressed up for special occasions. She wore diamonds and pearls, and always a white gown with long white gloves, which contrasted nicely against Master's tux.

	I found out later that she'd been an Olympic gymnast as a teenager. Of course, I didn't understand what the Olympics were until a couple of years ago. I watched the last Olympics, and was absolutely amazed at the athletic prowess of young people today...not to mention that some of those men were real hunks! But I still can't believe those gymnasts. I have to wonder whether those were really girls, and if so, where they hide their tits!

	After both looked me over carefully, my new Master counted out the purchase money and handed it to Father. In return, Father handed him my Ownership Record and a Bill of Sale. I had been sold, and was officially the legal property of this man and woman. Mother stood by, silently begging with her eyes permission to embrace her daughter, to kiss me one last time. That was not to be, though, as Master led me away with a tug on my leash.

	That was the last time I saw any of them - Father, Mother or my sisters. I always hoped they had good, happy lives. I like to believe they did.

	Master loaded me into the back of a panel van, then locked me in transport restraints...leather bands around my ankles and thighs to keep my knees together, handcuffs behind my back, with a short chain running from my wrists to my ankles.. The ankle restraints were then secured to a bolt in the floor. My leash was threaded through fitting in the roof, forcing my body to remain upright. I would remain in this position throughout the trip, except when I was allowed to lay down at night, during my feeding periods, and the infrequent times I'd be allowed to urinate or deficate. At least Master had placed a pillow under my knees. I don't think I could have survived the trip otherwise.

	The ride was a long one, but it was the first time I'd ever been inside a motorized vehicle. Neither vehicle suspensions nor roads were nearly as good as they are now, and I was bounced around pretty painfully,All the while, Master and Mistress talked about me like I wasn't there...discussing my body, and what they planned to do with me.

	We did make one quick stop that first day. Master pulled into a gas station, and while he got a couple of Cokes for Himself and His wife, Mistress allowed me a moment outside to stretch my muscles. She asked me if I had to pee. I nodded my head.

	"Well, you stupid slut? What are you waiting for? Squat and piss!" she commanded. I did as ordered, lowering myself as close to the ground as possible to keep my urine from splashing on her, emptying my full bladder onto the dirt. Once I was done, she pushed me back into the van and locked me back in place. "I'll bet you can't wait to get my husband's dick up that horny cunt of yours, can you?" she asked, squeezing my chin in her hand. "Well, you can get that idea completely out of your mind. The only thing you're getting up that whore's hole of yours is what I decide to put in it." She let my face go, causing my head to fall and drop against the metal floor. Master returned a moment later, and we resumed our trip.

	It took us four days to reach our destination. Each night, Master would stop at a hotel, and get a room for them. After the first day, I was allowed to lay down during the drive; though I was still bound in a kneeling position, I was able to lay on my side.  At night, I was left chained and gagged in the back of the windowless van, to shiver through the cool nights, my only protection from the elements that which the van provided. Each day I was fed twice - a bowl of cold oatmeal, and because of the way in which I was bound, I could only shove my face into the bowl and slurp. Each morning and evening I was given a few minutes to squat and empty my bladder and bowels, and to exercise my extremities.

	It was dark when we finally arrived at our destination. Apparently not wanting to bother with me that night, Mistress chained me to the back porch railing, dropped a dirty, smelly blanket on the ground next to me, and went back inside, locking the door behind her. I quickly fell into a disturbed, dream-filled sleep. The next morning I was awakened with a swift kick to my ribs, administered by my Mistress.

	"Get up, you stupid slut, and get our breakfast!" she ordered, telling me that this morning, they only wanted coffee and toast while they read the newspaper at the table. For myself, I was told to prepare a small bowl of oatmeal. I ate it directly from the bowl, like a dog would, kneeling naked on the back porch. This would become my regular fare, unless Master or Mistress decided to feed me some scraps from their own plates. During my first years as their property, I seldom received more than two meals a day, and often enough, not even that. Always oatmeal, usually served cold.  I still can't stand oatmeal.

	Once breakfast was over and my Owners were satisfied with my efforts at cleaning up, they trundled me off to a doctor's office for my medical exam. I was bound to a gynecological examination table, where I was subjected to the most thorough and humiliating "examination" I think anyone has ever had. My vagina and rectum were both opened widely, and kept that way for over an hour by the speculum in each. Every few minutes, the doctor would adjust the speculum a little wider, until both my holes looked like vacant caverns. I could clearly see what was being done, thanks to the mirrors strategically placed on ceiling and the wall at my feet. He reached deeply inside me with his fingers, though I don't know what he was feeling for.

	My clitoris was subjected to tiny electrical shocks, as were my nipples, supposedly to check my responsiveness. Personally, I believe it was for no other reason than to cause pain. Just like when the doctor inserted the catheter through my urethra into my bladder in order to obtain a urine sample...he could have gotten the same thing by giving me a specimen cup, but I think he just wanted to hurt me. The last thing the doctor did, right after declaring me fit to serve as a wet nurse, was to inject my body with hormones...one injection in each breast, and one in my ass cheek...to cause my breasts to enlarge and induce milk production. Then it became time for me to pay the doctor's bill...and the nurse's bill...and the receptionist's bill...and...well, you get the idea. I don't remember how many of them took me, but I was strapped to the table for close to six hours following the end of my examination. When I was finally released, I was literally dripping cum from each of my holes.  Mistress took a strip of duct tape and ran it between my legs, from the top of my ass crack to my navel, to keep me from leaking in the van. When we got home, I was once again chained to the back porch. I would remain there, completely ignored for two days and nights. At least it was summer, and the nights weren't cold at all.

	Master finally brought me in and ordered me to make myself a bowl of oatmeal. As a treat, he even allowed me to put milk and sugar on it, saying he needed to make sure I stayed healthy. I was afraid to ask for water, but when he saw the way I was looking at his glass, he got me a bowl of that, too. I don't think Mistress was around at all that day.

	He took the time, though there was no real need, to explain to me that he didn't particularly care for the idea of owning another person, but Mistress insisted. She was pregnant, and expected her child to be breast-fed, but didn't want her own breasts damaged or deformed. Master told me that he could allow me extra privileges when Mistress wasn't around, but when I said I wouldn't be able to lie if she asked me, he just scowled and walked away. I think he was angry with my answer. He took me out back and left me chained to the porch again, but brought me in later that evening, to his bed. That was the first time he raped me. He had a nice cock, and I got to sleep indoors for the first time in my new home.

	It was exactly a week later that Little Master was born. I was kneeling outside the delivery room, and was called in moments later. Master informed me that he and Mistress had decided that I would be given to their son on his thirteenth birthday, and to show my submissiveness to my future Master, I would take the baby's tiny cock into my mouth and swallow his piss. Master said Little Master would always know that his first piss was in his slave girl's mouth, and that she swallowed it obediently. I knew all this was Mistress's idea, because of the way he said it. That didn't matter to me, because I was owned equally by both of them. I had no option but to obey.

	Little Master was then given his Mother's nipple to suckle, but that was the first and last time his mouth went to her breast. From then on until he was weaned, he would be attached to one of my tits whenever he got hungry. Nowadays, one seldom sees a slave girl used in this manner, as a wet nurse. If anything, the slave is milked, and then baby bottle-fed by his mother, in order to foster a strong bond between them. It was discovered decades ago that when a baby is regularly nursed by a slave girl, the baby becomes more attached to the slave than to his or her mother. But that was still far into the future, and the common practice in that day was to have the infant suck on the slave's tits.

	There was no real reason for a wet nurse, other than the fact that Mistress didn't want her beautiful breasts damaged by her son suckling at them. She often teased me about how I'd have saggy bags drooping down to my knees, while her breasts would stay smooth and firm. She would rub her palms sensuously over her breasts, then grab my nipples and pull them downward with all her strength. She said she couldn't wait until her son was teething; she planned on having him breast fed until he decided it was time to stop. I would cry myself to sleep, thinking of how my tits would end up looking, like those in the pictures of other slave girls that Mistress took particular pleasure in showing me.

	Most of my next eight or nine years were spent taking care of my future Master and his parents. The one good thing was that I no longer slept on the back porch.  My bed was on the floor in Little Master's room, so I could more readily take care of his needs. Other than that, my condition did not appreciably improve. I was still eating virtually nothing but oatmeal, once or twice a day, except when Master would toss me a scrap from his plate.  Once in a while I'd be given some vegetable scraps...usually carrot peelings, the tops of tomatoes, or leftover salad...which I savored. Whenever chicken was served, I used to get the bones, and sometimes a wing, complete with skin, but it was nothing like what I ate when I was serving as a farm hand for Father. I used to have dreams of those days...especially the smell of barbecued ribs.

	I was seldom invited into the bedroom that Master and Mistress shared, except when Mistress was gone on a business trip, which was about once a month. It was then that I was used, well and good. One thing Mistress thought extremely distasteful was anal sex, so Master used me that way whenever he could. She was curious about it, so one night she dragged me by the hair into their bedroom and watched while Mater buggered me. Then she make me lick him clean. Of course, I would have done that anyway, but she didn't know.

	Mistress's business trips. I forgot to explain that. This was an era when women normally didn't work outside the home, but because Master was an important government official, Mistress worked for something called the American Red Cross, and another thing called United Servicemen's Organization. She used to travel around to different places, getting money for charity. I figured she was in sales, because she sold a lot of charity. Or, at least that's what I thought at the time. Today, of course, I know better.

	Sex for me wasn't always pleasant, but was always something I enjoyed. Around Mistress, the only way I was allowed to cum was by masturbating, and I had to ask her in advance. She only allowed me two orgasms a month. She liked to schedule my masturbation sessions for her frequent house parties, when she'd have her friends over. Because they were all "proper ladies," I seldom got used by any of them. They did stand around and watch me diddle myself, though, and I could tell that more than a few of them were getting wet knickers from it. There were a couple of times when one of the ladies would stay late, after the rest had left, and have me use my mouth on her. That was always in private, though.

	When Mistress was out of town, things were different. Master was much kinder, and made constant use of me. He never forbade me from having orgasms, and seemed to enjoy making me cum. I often had two or three to his one, though I did feel guilty about that. Not guilty enough to keep from having them, though! I loved these sessions, found it particularly exciting be made to cook dinner right after he'd taken me up the ass, feeling his semen dribble out of me as I prepared his meal.

	There were a few times when Mistress was gone for up to a week, when Master never let me wash up or bathe after using me. Once, after several of his friends took me, he didn't let me clean myself for six days. It wouldn't have been so bad if they hadn't cum all over my face and hair or pissed on me after they were done.  He didn't like using me when I was dirty like that, so I remained in need that entire week. When he did ordered me to shower, though, I was always used well and good. I knew I'd be sore for a week afterwards.

	Sometimes he'd host parties, with me the center of attraction. Most of the other people in Master's circle of friends didn't own their own slave girls, so I was a novelty to them. Neither the men nor the women present had much experience in dealing with someone who was totally obedient and compliant with their desires, and they great fun in trying to see who could come up with the most disgusting act for me to perform. Usually, it was pretty tame...scooping cum out of my ass with my fingers, then licking my hand clean, or reaming one of the men, or drinking piss. The guys always wanted to see me go down on one of the women, but the ladies usually objected. One time they brought in a prostitute, though, and had me clean her up after they fucked her.

	I didn't get much pleasure out of those things, but that wasn't my purpose. My purpose, was to serve their needs and desires, and if they enjoyed watching me clean someone's dirty asshole, that was fine. It didn't even really matter to me (or them) whether I enjoyed it or not, because I was simply doing what I was ordered to do, as I'd been trained. Most of the time, though, I really did like it.

	The only thing I really didn't like was when they'd have me service their dogs. This happened once every couple of months.  I didn't having my back scratched up with their paws, or how the larger breeds would get stuck inside me when their knots swelled up. I usually preferred to taking them in my mouth. Not only was it easier on my back, but I could open my mouth to expell the doggie dick right away, and get started on another one. That way it didn't take as long. The worst, though, was when a dog would mark me as his by lifting his leg and peeing on me. That was even more disgusting than having to fuck or suck them, because once one dog did that, every other dog would do the same.  Even then, though, there was seldom any real damage done to my body. The only time it really got out of hand was when a couple of the women watched me fuck a dog, and decided I was a disgrace to womanhood. They both went after me with bullwhips, and I needed medical treatment afterwards. Parts of my body still carry the scars of that session.

	Pretty soon, the parties started becoming less frequent.  Again, I overheard snippets of information, something about a war "over there," involving "Japs" and "Krauts," I knew big things were brewing, but didn't understand what. Master was working longer hours now, and seemed very harried and under a lot of stress. I did what I could to relieve some of that stress, so with Mistress's permission, I began a ritual of taking off his shoes as soon as he sat in his recliner, and then offering the use of my mouth. He could have used my mouth whether I wanted or not, but my intent was to help him relax.

	Sometimes he let me suck his dick, other nights I just massaged his feet. There were quite a few nights when he fell asleep while I was sucking him. I hope it was because he was so tired. I know he never complained about my abilities in that area.  Mistress didn't like the taste of cum, so he didn't mind if I sucked him off, unless she wanted to make love to him later that night.

	There were a couple of times that Master came home angry, to the point that he would throw things t the walls. Once he broke the window with his fist when it jammed while he was trying to open it. I begged him to take his anger out on me, to beat me, to kick me instead of breaking his valuable belongings, but he just looked at me strangely and then ran into his bedroom. I think he was crying, but still don't understand why. Maybe one of the things he broke has sentimental value. It was about that time that he stopped using me regularly. He didn't even want his stress relieved most days, either waving me away with his hand or pushing me back with his foot. I was worried that I'd done something to make him not want me. This went on for nearly a year, where he never even touched me with his dick.

	Master would still bring friends over to use me, thankfully, Most showed up wearing uniforms, and I would be given to them for the night as sort of a going away present. Most of them seemed preoccupied with whatever was going on, though I figured I was doing my part for our boys in uniform. At least, that's the phrase Master used when handing my leash over to them. This wasn't a very good time in my life. Most of the people Master gave me to simply poked themselves into one of my holes, came inside me, and left me unfulfilled. Mistress stopped having parties, and almost never gave me permission to cum more than once every couple of months. I still did have an occasional secret orgasm, but the guilt was always too much, and I always admitted them to her, begging to be punished. The punishments were usually harsh, but the sexual relief was worth it...usually.

	One day, while Master was at work, I told Mistress I'd masturbated myself to sleep the night before. She'd been drinking, and was enraged that I'd be such a disobedient little slut (that's exactly what she called me). She took me out into the garage, and hanging me from the rafters, began beating me with everything she could get her hands on. She used her fists, an electrical cord, a belt, even a stick to batter my body with. When Master came home, I was barely alive.  I had six broke ribs, fractured toes and fingers, a broken nose, a concussion and four missing teeth. My breasts were charred from being repeatedly burned with cigarette and matches. She'd taken pliers to my labia, virtually ripping one out altogether; it hung by a small strip of skin.  My scalp was a bloody mess from where Mistress had pulled my hair out by the roots, and my body was covered with welts and cuts from where she hit me. I went to the hospital, and Mistress went into rehab. I'm happy to say that we both made full recoveries, though I still show some of the scars. Mistress did not drink another drop of alcohol after that day. She probably doesn't know how proud of her I am about that, or how thankful that I had an opportunity to play a small role. The pain I experienced was for a reason...to help Mistress overcome her drinking problem...so I provided a service to my Owner, which is what being a slave is all about. The day Mistress came home - her rehab took longer than mine - Master said she was going to apologize to me. I begged him to not have her do that. It was simply not appropriate for an Owner to apologize to his or her property for any reason. I understood that she was angry and drunk when she hurt me, but as their property, she has that right.  If anyone was to apologize, it should be me, for being disobedient and allowing myself to be unable to serve for the time it took for me to recover from my punishment.

	When Mistress came into the room, she had tears running down her cheeks. The pain on her face as her eyes wandered over my naked body, taking in the ravages she'd inflicted on it, hurt me more than the physical pain she'd caused. My Mistress was upset, and it hurt me to see her so. I needed to comfort her. I crawled across the room and nuzzled her feet with my face, begging to be permitted to continue serving her. She lifted me gently into her arms and hugged me as we both cried. While she was always my Owner, our relationship somehow changed that day. I was somehow more than just a slave now to her, and she was more than just my Owner. It wasn't friendship...we could never act like friends and chat the day away over coffee and cake...it was but more like a fierce loyalty. I would serve her faithfully, and she would take care of me, protect me and ensure I was as well-treated as any slave girl in that era.

	My life improved somewhat from that point. Mistress accepted the fact that I was a female slave, and as such, had specific needs that she could help me meet. Most of the restrictions on orgasms were removed. Though I still had to ask for permission, it could be at any time and not only from her. If I was being raped, I could simply beg my user for permission, rather than asking her first. I couldn't spend time pleasuring myself unless all my chores were done, and I still wasn't allowed to cum unsupervised, but that was about it. She also invited me to her bedroom more often, sometimes just to pleasure her, but she always allowed me my own release.

	Other things changed, too. A mattress was provided for me at the base of Little Master's bed, and I was allowed to sleep on it. A small table was set up in the kitchen, where I was now permitted to take my meals, even allowed to use utensils instead of my fingers. I now ate whatever they were having, rather than cold oatmeal or scraps from the floor. I was even given some say in the foods I prepared, though the menu was always approved by Mistress first. She even took the time to show me some of her special recipes.

	I was no longer kept constantly in chains, though I still wore my collar and wrist and ankle bands so that I could be easily bound. My punishments changed, too, and now usually consisted of a simple bare-assed spanking with a paddle for minor transgressions. The whip was used very seldom, and major mistakes on my part were usually corrected by withholding my food for a day, or not permitting me an orgasm for a short period of time. I think Mistress knew that I sometimes intentionally made mistakes, just so I could get spanked. She would often smile at me knowingly as I bent over the stool in preparation for my spanking, but she never did actually let on. Whenever she'd withhold my cums, she'd say so with a gleam in her eyes. I knew that whenever she released me from that restriction, I'd be "forced" to bring myself to multiple orgasms. The one physical change that occurred about that time was my first labia piercings. Master knew Mistress had really been angry at him when she took it out on me, so they started talking a lot more. It turned out that Mistress was jealous, because Master was fucking me so regularly. She said she now understood he saw a difference between love and sex, but she still felt a little hurt whenever he used me instead f her. It was his idea to give control of my cunt to Mistress, so that she could decide if he should make love to her, or just use me to meet his sexual needs. The result was that my outer labia were pierced, five holes on each side. One set of openings, larger than the rest, were actually made with surgical steel grommets. There were two similar holes punched in my inner lips. A thin steel cable was threaded through the piercings and both ends were attached to a padlock which was then hung through the grommet. With the wire pulled taut, it was as though my pussy was sutured closed. Mistress maintained the key, but would give it to Master whenever he asked, or if she was going out of town for more than a couple of days. She didn't mind him using my mouth or asshole, and told him he could take me that way whenever he felt the urge - but to never, ever come to bed with his dick smelling like my ass!  Life was good. I was 26 years old.

	 Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 3: A New Master (1950 - 29 Years of Age)

	As promised, my ownership was transferred to Little Master on his thirteenth birthday. He was so excited, and proud...he was the first boy in his neighborhood to have his very own slave girl! In the beginning he took every opportunity to show me off, inviting his friends over to watch while he paraded me back and forth on a leash, ordering me to perform stupid trick, like playing fetch the stick or rolling over.

	The change of ownership meant that he was no longer "Little Master," but "Master," while his parents were now simply "Sir" and "Ma'am." It also meant that I was at his complete disposal and subject to his every whim. He immediately took advantage of this fact, and the only time I was allowed to leave his room for those first three days was to fetch him some water or food, or to use the bathroom myself. He wasn't sexually experienced, and had a beautiful, perfectly formed (if somewhat average sized) penis. And, being young, his recovery time was phenomenal. Sometimes he could cum as many as six or seven times a day, often twice within the same hour.

	Master went through a number of phases in how he treated me and the manner in which I was used. For the first several weeks, he spent every spare moment exploring my body and sampling my sexual abilities.  He used me in every way imaginable, and some that I still wonder about. I know he had nothing to grade me against, but I believe he was pleased with my efforts. He certainly pleased me! He didn't forbid from having my own pleasure, so I tried to cum at least once every time he used me - and usually succeeded.

	Then he went through a phase when he treated me like a bitch dog. I remained on all fours, and was permitted to only whine or bark, not speak. He had me wear a butt plug with a furry dog tail, much to the amusement of his friends. And, of course I ate dog food - sometimes canned, but usually the dry kind - from a bowl on the kitchen floor. He also designated a place in the backyard for me to do my business, as he called it, warning that if I peed or crapped anywhere else, he'd rub my nose in it, like a bad puppy. If he was feeling particularly abusive, he'd make me drink water constantly throughout the day, not allowing me relief, until I finally did pee on the floor. After having my face rubbed in it, he'd make me lick it up. That wasn't so bad on the tile floors, but have you ever tried to suck urine out of a carpet?

	After that came what I call his ass phase. That's the only place he'd use me. I'd be given enemas, then have my ass plugged, sometimes for hours, before he allowed me to release. Sometimes he'd take me out that way. Once, he took me up to a dirt trail in the woods and made me run, naked and barefoot, for two miles. The enema sloshed around in my intestines caused belly to cramp up horribly, but all he did when I finally got sick to my stomach was make me roll around in my own vomit. I was so horny from the abuse and humiliation, but he just let me shit on the side of the trail, then took me home without so much as a quick poke. Another time, he made me give 20 men orgasms before removing the plug. He took me to a hobo camp down by the train tracks to find the men. It was probably that session that took him to his next phase, which was offering me to his friends.

	I doubt anyone ever had as many friends as Master did during that phase. I'm sure some of them didn't even know he existed before they found out he was loaning out his slave girl, and making all of her holes available to them. Sometimes I was servicing three, four, five boys at once...one in my mouth, one in my ass, one in my cunt, and one in each hand. There were a couple of times some of the boys talked about both putting their dicks in my pussy at the same time, but one said that sounded "homo," so it was several more years before I experienced that particular form of sex. These mini-orgies spawned his next phase, which was using me to earn money. Master started whoring me out to anyone with a few dollars spend, though his friends - his real friends - could use me for free whenever I wasn't occupied with a paying customer. I would often be taken to a street corner, to ply my wares on anyone who wanted to dally with me. Other times I would just be sent out, and told to be back by a certain time with a certain amount of money. If I didn't meet the goal he'd established, I'd be punished. The problem was that I wasn't allowed to set a price and had to tell my clients that they should pay me what they I was worth, so it wasn't very often that I was able to average more than five dollars a customer. There were also a couple of times he had me prowl bars or hotel lobbies, looking for business.

	It was during the period when I was being whored out that he started experimenting with body modifications. Bartering a weekend of my use for the price, he had my nipples and clitoris pierced with gold-colored rings. At least I think they were only colored, no real gold. He had an ornate tattoo of the word "slut" placed above my bare mound, and had my nipples dyed bright red. The small holes in my labia he had filled with little faux pearl post earrings. He had my septum pierced and a ring inserted, and would often lead me around my nose ring, or just chain it to the headboard. He or his friends often bound me by just my nose and clit ring when they fucked me, fucking me doggy-style, knowing that I'd remain motionless for fear of ripping them out. One of his favorite things to do about that time was to actually chain my clit and nose rings together with a short piece of chain, and either leave me that way or fuck me silly. Finally, things started to settle down. The novelty of owning a slave girl wore off after a year or two, and returned to being just an object, a thing to be used when needed, and forgotten about at all other times. So it was back to cleaning and other chores for me, with an occasional porking by either Master, a friend or a customer. Mostly, though, I was just property, to be used when the desire was there, and to be left kneeling at the foot of his bed when it wasn't.  So I was relegated to cleaning his room, washing his clothes, and taking care of his other needs. I ran his bath every evening, and washed his body for him. I always woke him up gently, with my head nuzzling his groin and my mouth over his morning hard-on. He liked not having to get up for his morning pee, though I can't say I ever acquired a taste for urine. He still liked playing with me, finding things to do to excite me sexually, and then either using me or leaving to literally stew in my own juices. Sometimes he'd have me carry my butt plug like a pacifier, on a string around my neck, alternately putting it in my ass and then my mouth. Other times I'd carry a vibrator up my ass, or fishing weights from my rings while I did my chores. His parents didn't interfere at all, though Ma'am often sneaked me treats...especially chocolate...and she and Sir still used me on occasion. In his junior year, the very exclusive, private school Master attended began allowing slaves on campus. The original thought was that we'd be an unnecessary distraction, but the board finally relented and began allowing the upper classmen to bring their slaves. It was really an incentive program, because anyone with a GPA of less than 3.7 had to leave their slaves at home, and if you lost that privilege, you had to wait until the end of the following semester to get it back. Master's cumulative GPA was 3.87, so he started taking me along to carry his books and take care of whatever needs he might have...which usually included him putting his dick in me at least once a day. The school was still concerned about unnecessary distractions, so they instituted a few rules to reduce that risk. We weren't, for instance, actually allowed into any of the buildings, except the locker rooms. We weren't allowed to be naked, either, so the school issued a uniform to each of us. Our attire consisted of a knee-length thin cotton shift and a pair of plastic panties. The panties were designed to prevent what Master called "snail tracks" or "slave slime" from being left wherever one of us sat. I didn't mind the clothing, have to admit that not having the sensation of air blowing directly over my bare sex was a bit disconcerting at first.

	The reason we were allowed in the locker rooms was to help our Masters dress out for gym, and then shower and get dressed afterwards. It was also the one place we were required to be naked, and although many of the Masters forced their slaves to keep their eyes focused on the ground, my Master didn't restrict me. I was permitted to look around at all the naked young men and their slaves, and this always made me horny. I was proud to belong to Master, because he was one of the most handsome, virile young men I saw. I was less pleased when comparing myself to the other slaves, because I was ancient by comparison. Most of them were less than half my age, and next to them, I must have looked used and worn out. It didn't seem to bother Master, though, who often had to make use of my mouth before he put his pants back on.

	While Master was in class, I, like the rest of the slaves, spent my time chained to the wall outside the classroom. During this time, the other slaves and I - assuming their own Masters hadn't prohibited it - would quietly chat in order to pass the time. We'd compare notes, talk about our lives and how we served our Owners. Most of us were female, but there were always a few male slaves as well. Most of them were sissified, though, and not at all sexually arousing to me.

	I suppose I should explain about sissy slaves. Male slaves, particularly those who were sold into slavery as the result of debts - often as the result of failed business deals - were often beaten down and made docile by treating them as females. They wore frilly lace panties, garter belts, stockings and high heels; had their bodies shaved; wore makeup and had their nails painted (usually a cute pink); and wore their hair in a variety of female styles. Those with short or no hair wore wigs. Some were castrated, most were not. Those who still had functional dicks were placed in chastity cages, which caused extreme pain every time they got hard. Some of the slave girls liked to tease them, just to see if they could cause the sissies to get it up. Sissies were required to speak in soft, high-pitched voices, and in general, act like little girls. They were used as females, too. Their mouths and assholes were used as fuckholes, their dicks ignored except as places to inflict torture. The only time a sissy was allowed to cum was when two of them were coupled together, first to fuck each other in the ass, and then to finish themselves off in a 69, their shit-covered dicks in each others mouth.  A sissy who had an orgasm any other way could expect anything from torture to castration as her punishment. This movement still exists today in some places, though technology and medicine have taken it a step further, with hormone therapy. sexual reassignment surgery and vocal cord manipulation making it almost impossible to tell a sissy from a true female slave. I've seen several sissy slaves who, even naked, were among the most beautiful women I've known. Many Owners now, in order to more thoroughly humiliate the sissies, leave some of their body hair intact, usually on the face and chest. Big tits, cunt lips, and a five o'clock shadow...a clear-cut sissy.

	Anyway, we slaves would chat quietly while our Masters and Mistresses absorbed whatever it was they were learning. I learned that I was being treated better than most of the other females, and much better than any of the sissies. Several of the girls related how they slept outdoors, year round, with only the roof of a doghouse protecting them from the elements, and how many of them received a single meager meal each day. These girls were easy to spot, looking like malnourished scarecrows as they did. Some talked of nightly gang rapes, and while this was something I enjoyed I doubt I would have felt the same if they had been inflicted on me nightly. They talked of repeated beatings for the most minor of things, and of having their orgasms withheld for months at a time. I knew better than to tell them how my life was, because I knew I was among the fortunate few.

	One young girl who looked especially mistreated turned out to be owned by her very own sixteen year old brother. She'd belonged to him since she was eight, four years earlier. One day she pulled her dress up to show us how she'd been abused. Her entire body was a mass of scars, welts and bruises. He beat and raped her every day. Her little breasts were already marked with dots where he'd poked needles in them, and her cunt lips hung obscenely low, from the weighted clamps she wore on them. Her nether lips hadn't yet been pierced, but her Master had used a hot poker to burn her clitoris off, denying her the pleasure he took for himself several times each day. I didn't feel sorry for her, really, just thankful that my Master wasn't like hers.

	I was 32 years old, and my life, when compared to some other slave girls, was wonderful.

	 Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 4: A Slave Girl Goes to College

	Master graduated from high school right after he turned 18. He was worried about something called "the draft," though I didn't understand why a little wind would get him so upset. I should probably read more about that time, because I'm sure it wasn't the weather that was bothering him.

	That was the spring Sir and Ma'am had the new house in the back yard built. Literally IN the yard. A construction crew came in and dug a huge hole, then lowered this prefabricated metal and concrete box into it. Sir hired a couple of other men to build interior rooms, and Ma'am and I decorated and stocked it. When it was all done, it looked just like a little house inside, though it didn't have any windows, and instead of a front porch, you had to crank open a little metal door and climb down a ladder to get inside. I'm not sure what it was for, but maybe they were going to buy some more slaves. I don't think that was the purpose, because there were lots of books down there, and slaves don't usually know how to read. Between the books and amount of food, I knew whatever it was for did not include frequent trips to the grocery.

	Sir got a new job about the time the underground house was finished, so we moved to a place called Virginia. I enjoyed it very much. The new house wasn't very big, which meant I didn't have as much cleaning to do, but it was on a large piece of land, almost like living on a farm again. There was a huge field, and Master would let me spend hours out there, walking around or just sitting in the grass, relaxing. I used to look up at the clouds and pretend they were boats or people. There was a high fence around the property, and lots of trees, too. Sir bought horses so the three of them could ride on the weekends. Sometimes, Master let me ride, too, but only if he tied me belly-down over the saddle in front of him, so he could spank me or finger my slit. Usually, though, he just tied my lead to his saddle pommel and had me trot behind them.

	Anyway, Master was extremely excited when he got a letter saying he'd been accepted to a rather exclusive college. I guess it wasn't going to be windy there, because his mother said this meant his worries about the draft were over.

	 Most colleges didn't approve of slavery, and if someone took their slave girl to one of those places, she had to pretend she was a freeperson except in private. I was fortunate, because Master's college was one which not only accepted slavery as a fact of life, but catered to the slave owner. I was going to college!

	Slaves weren't allowed on public transportation yet, except as cargo, so Master had to ship me. How slaves were shipped had changed over the years. I was prepared for shipping by being thoroughly cleaned, inside and out. Starting two days before shipment, I was placed on a liquid diet, followed by regular enemas. My pre-departure meal, though, was a half pound of cheddar cheese. I always liked cheese, but knew I wasn't being fed for my pleasure; it was to bind up my bowels, and create a temporary blockage so I wouldn't shit on the trip.

	Just before the shippers arrived, I was placed in a diaper, just in case, and my wrists were secured behind my back with comfortable leather restraints. My mouth was filled with a rather small penis gag, which actually served two purposes: it kept me quiet, but also provided me with something to drink, through a tube attacked to a small water supply. Master told me the water was spiked with a drug that would help keep my anxiety under control; he knew of my intense phobia about enclosed spaces.

	My shipping crate was a padded wooden box, large enough for me to lay down and move around a bit in.  I was placed in the box, which was then nailed shut. The cotton batting lining the walls provided my body with protection from the bumps inherent with shipping, and was actually quite comfortable. Then it was off to the train station, where I was loaded with Master's other property into baggage car. It was a two day trip, so Master came back to visit me once, pleased to find my diaper wet but not soiled. He removed the gag and allowed me to exercise my jaws, relieved himself in my mouth, and then treated me to a small bit of chocolate before closing my box again. My diaper was not changed, but that was my fault. I should have had better control of myself.

	Upon arrival at our destination, Master released me from my bonds and had me prepare his dorm room. It was rather small, but functional. A bed, closet and desk with a chair were all it contained, and barely enough room for that. I laid out the carpet he'd brought, then began putting his things away. When I was done, he took me to MY quarters.

	Slaves weren't allowed to stay in the student dorms, except on weekends and holidays. Instead, we lived in a place known as "The Stables," which really resembled a dog kennel, not a horse stable. About the only similarity to a stable was the large oval arena, encircled with individual cages, each just large enough to hold a single slave. Each group of six cages was semi-protected by what resembled a lean-to style shed, side and back walls, with a roof. The front of the shed was open to the elements, but I found out later that a canvas sheet was dropped over the front during inclement weather.

	Once placed inside our cages, we were chained into position. It was our choice whether he'd be chained on our belly or our back, but once a slave made up her mind, that was it. At lights out, our ankles would be chained apart to the top corners of the cage, in whichever position we selected. It was impossible to roll over, and having our hands cuffed to our collars made most surreptitious masturbation difficult, if not impossible. I say most, because it really wasn't that difficult to lay on your belly and rub your pussy against the rough wool blanket they gave us, though there was a beating the next morning if staff found dried cunt juice on your thighs or the blanket. A lot of the girls would pee themselves after cumming, hoping to cover up the evidence, but the trainers figured that out quickly. Anyone who peed would receive a beating and get no food that day.

	Slaves weren't allowed outside the stables on school days, being deemed a distraction to the students. However, an Owner could come sign out his or her slave (we had a few female Owners, and a couple of male slaves as well) after noon on Friday, and keep us out until 9:00 pm on Sunday night. Master usually did that, and between laundry, cleaning his room, and taking care of his sexual needs, I never got much sleep. I often returned to my cage exhausted, bruised, and with my lips - both upper and lower - chaffed and swollen. But, I loved it.

	The arena which the cages bordered was used for the second most favorite activity of the slave owners - pony races. Each day, trainers would take us out for exercise. This consisted of being harnessed to a variety of weight-bearing devices...sometimes carts, other times just pallets stacked with rocks...and pulling them around the arena as fast and as many times as we could. Whoever finished first, or went the farthest, was usually rewarded with a treat of some kind...often a bit of chocolate, but sometimes an order to make herself cum. Sometimes we'd just go out and run in the yard, without being harnessed. We'd learn different ways of lifting our feet, like gallop, which meant to run as fast as you can, or canter, which meant we would prance around and raise our knees up as high as they could go. The trainers always stood by, observing, and used their whips to encourage the slaves who they believed weren't trying hard enough.

	This was all training for the spring races, during which we were harnessed to two-wheeled carts in which our Masters were riding, and would race a variety of distances against each other. A couple of the small girls had very large, heavy Masters, and I always felt sorry for them when they came in last. Last place meant no reward, and often a punishment. I finished first once (my reward was a whole chocolate bar!), and came in third place another time. I wasn't really that good as a racing pony, but I never finished last, either. Master never punished me for doing poorly, but I knew in my heart that I should have won every race for him. I think he knew I was beating myself up, emotionally, for my failures.

	Weekdays at the stables were pretty boring and monotonous. Other than the couple of hours for exercise and meals, we were kept locked in our cages. Our ankles weren't chained during the day, but there was always a trainer around to make sure nobody was playing with themselves. The only real break in the monotony would be if a slave's Owner permitted the trainers to use her. Each of the ten or so trainers could select a slave each day to serve them, but I was seldom picked. I was twice the age of most of other slave girls, and my body showed it.

	Meals at the stables. We were fed twice a day. After our morning walk, and again after our evening exercise session, we were hosed down and then herded to the feeding trough. It was a long, narrow metal gutter...about twice the width of what you'd have on a house...down which our food traveled. We'd be lined up, kneeling with our wrists cuffed to our collars, as the food was poured into one end of the trough. Master told me it was nutritious, but it didn't taste very good. He told me it had all sorts of good things in it, like pureed liver, asparagus, carrot peelings and other fresh vegetables and extra vitamins. Once in a while, one of us would fish something solid out, like a piece of bread or a bone with a bit of meat on it. Master said these were leftovers from the student dining room, which were added to our meal the following day. Whenever we heard the students had steak, we took special effort to dig around in the slop for a piece of fat or gristle. There were other things in the food, too, which weren't so good. Sometimes if the trainers were displeased, they'd make us watch while they urinated into food buckets before they dumped it in the trough. It didn't matter, because we were expected to eat whatever was served. I didn't really mind, because you could hardly taste the pee. Some of the other girls, though, refused to eat when they saw the trainers pissing in their food. It still didn't matter, and they always ended up eating more than anyone else - after their beating, and a promise that they'd get nothing but urine for the next week if they didn't slurp it up.

	Most of the time, though, life in the kennels was just plain boring. When we weren't exercising or eating, there was nothing to do. We weren't allowed to talk to each other...though we did, all the time. I discovered that my two neighbors were both born free. One was sold at age four, when her father's business went bankrupt. She didn't really remember much about being free, except the faint memory of sleeping in a warm, soft bed, and of never being hungry. The other voluntarily submitted herself to her boyfriend when she was eighteen. He told her the only way he would make love to her was as his slave. I couldn't believe she was that naive; slaves don't "make love," they are fucked and raped. The boyfriend didn't even have the courtesy to take her cherry, either, immediately reselling her to her own little brother, whom she detested. Too bad for her, particularly since he hated her just as much, and after repeatedly raping her, sold her to a slave brothel. One of her customers became enamored with her oversized tits and bought her as a gift for his own son, who was now a student here. He was a harsh Master, she said, but not nearly as cruel to her as her brother was. Oh, well, it was her own choice to become a slave.

	Like they say, you can pick your nose, and you can pick your ass, but you can't pick your Owner. Sorry, very old slave humor there.

	Weekends were often wonderful, but sometimes not. If a girl's Master didn't come to get her, she just remained in her cage until Monday morning. You couldn't even change position, because nobody came to release your ankles. There were no meals on the weekend, no exercise periods, and if you had to go, you soiled yourself and stayed that way until Monday morning. That happened to me twice, when Master went away with a free female for the weekend. There wasn't even anyone around to call if there was an emergency; one of the slaves died when she accidently cut herself. At least we think it was accidental. She seemed a happy enough slave, but you never know. Her Master only came to get her about once a month, so maybe she finally broke from the lack of use.

	My typical weekend, though, was pretty good. Master would pick me up as soon as his last class was over, and take me back to his room. He'd moved at mid-semester to a larger, nicer room which he shared with a young man who didn't have a slave of his own. Master was quite generous, and often allowed him full use of my body. This other boy, who I was instructed to refer to as "Boss," was a bit more well-endowed than Master, but not nearly as imaginative or skilled. Perhaps he deferred to Master because I was not his property, but I think he was just happy to have a slut with three willing holes to fulfill his needs. Between the two of them, I was used well and often...at least on the weekends.

	Master took vacation each summer, sending me to visit Sir and Ma'am while he toured South America, Europe or Asia. It was nice going back home again, because it meant I was temporarily their property. I even got to call them Master and Mistress again, and serve them as I had before. They had a new slave girl now, and I didn't like her very much. She was disobedient and untruthful, lying about the food she'd stolen and the orgasms she'd give herself at night. She hated me, I think, because every time she did something wrong, I reported it. Mistress used to beat her unmercifully for that. She was only twenty, and had been involuntarily submitted because of a crime she'd committed. Master bought her at auction as a gift to Mistress, though neither of them was quite pleased with her, and were considering disposing of her. Master told me that it was like buying a new pet when your old one had died...they never made suitable replacements. For some reason, that comment gave me a warm feeling.

	I was 38 years old, and my life was comfortable. However, things were about to change.

	 Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 5: Little Girl's Plaything (1959 - Age 38)

	Just before Master graduated from college, he started dating a nice young lady he met in one of his classes. They had a whirlwind romance, and the day after graduation, were married. I was so happy for him, but it would mean a major change in my life. Master's wife was from an abolitionist family, and she didn't believe it was right for one person to own another. Master offered to free me, but I knew I wouldn't be able to survive in the world on my own. A slave's life is the only thing I knew.

	Master refused to consign me to an auction house, saying he wouldn't allow me to be sold to some unknown who might abuse me. Instead, he advertised my availability through a network of slave owners. There must have been quite a few interested parties, because he spent a considerable amount of time interviewing prospective buyers. He wanted to ensure I didn't end up in the hands of a sadist. After several weeks, he finally made up his mind.

	My new Owners were a professional couple, seeking a slave to look after their home and ten year old daughter. They seemed nice enough, to the point of inviting Master to their home any time he wished. Master seemed pleased with his selection of my new Owners, and even telling them that he'd received higher offers, but wanted to make sure I was given to a family worthy of my services.

	I could sense, just from meeting them, that this was going to be a good time for me. My new Owners seemed truly concerned about my comfort and well-being. I was given a dress to wear, and got to sit in the back seat of the car - I actually sat on the seat, not kneel on the floor. They asked me if I was hungry (I wasn't) or comfortable (I was). The family chattered incessantly, happily, of all the nice things I'd find at my new home. Although I already missed my old Master...after all, I'd known and served him for over 20 years...I knew I was going to like my new life, and I'd learn to love my new Owners. The illusion lasted as far as the city limits.  The car pulled in to the first rest stop, and the child - my new Mistress - sneered at me.

	"What the fuck is a piece of shit like you doing, sitting in this fucking car, wearing fucking clothes, you stupid cunt? Get those fucking clothes off and your stupid ass out on the ground, on your fucking knees before I decide your worthless body isn't good enough to be used as a shitter, bitch!" she screamed, using her foot to slam my body into the door. I don't know whether it was the sudden change in demeanor or the fact that I'd never heard such words from a child that shocked me more. I must have hit the door latch when she kicked me, because the door flew open. As I fell from the still-moving car, she grabbed at my dress, ripping to off my body.

	I knelt there, naked in the dirt, while my new Mistress and her parents beat me unmercifully with fists, feet, belts and whips. When my bladder let loose from the unexpected turn of events - I hadn't been treated like this in many years - Mistress pushed my face forcefully into the pissy mud, screaming at me to clean it up, all the while my back being beaten to a bloody pulp.

	When they were finally finished - for the moment, anyway - I was trussed up with my arms behind my back, elbows touching. A spreader bar between my knees spread my legs painfully, and was pulled up behind my back and connected to my collar. I was then dumped unceremoniously into the trunk, to spend the rest of the ride home sobbing in pain, accompanied in the darkness by only the rancid odor of old sweat, urine, dried feces and blood lining my compartment. I knew I wasn't the first slave to be transported in there. I don't know how long I was in that trunk, but it was morning when we left my former Master's home, and well after dark when we arrived at my new one.

	My life was to become a living nightmare. Mistress was a psychotic, sadistic little bitch. Her parents, as cruel as they were, were angels by comparison. I was Mistress's third slave in the past eighteen months, the other two having died from her mistreatment of them. My daily duties seemed to change on a weekly, if not daily, basis. Initially, I was their toilet. If Mistress's father needed to take a piss, I was required to pull his cock out and take him in my mouth. When her mother had to crap, I not only swallowed her shit, but licked her asshole clean afterwards. When one of them got sick, I cleaned up the vomit with my mouth. Quite often, their shit and piss was the closest thing to nourishment I received. I'd certainly tasted urine and feces before, but not to this extent. The foul, revolting taste in my mouth constantly reminded me of the hell I was living in. Each night, and whenever I wasn't being abused in some form or another, I was chained out in the back yard. It didn't matter if it was raining, hailing or scorching hot out, I was left unprotected and vulnerable to the elements. Mistress took great pleasure in inflicting constant physical and mental abuse on me. When I was permitted food, it was once a day, sometimes once every two days, usually in the form of rotten vegetables, stale scraps of bread, or dog food. My drinking water came from the toilet. I was allowed to drink like an animal from it, but only before it was flushed after someone used it. This, of course, assumed that I wasn't the toilet. Mistress often refused to permit me to drink until several people had shit in it first. My own body wastes were recycled; every time I pissed or shit, I was forced to slurp it back up. The same when I got sick...if I was unable to eat, they'd simply keep my vomit in a bowl for when I was better.

	After a while, I graduated to being a garbage receptacle. I think I would have preferred remaining a toilet. Whenever Mistress's mother would prepare meals, I would kneel by her side and she'd stuff my mouth with whatever she needed to throw away. Food wrappers, onion peels, the fat trimmed off of meat, whatever it was, I was expected to eagerly and obediently chew and swallow. Undoubtedly the worst was when she would empty expired containers of milk, or other rotten food into her human garbage disposal. Sunday became refrigerator cleaning day, something which I learned to dread. This often made me sick, but it made no difference to my Owners; I was still expected to perform my duties, regardless, and if I puked, I was punished.

	I was virtually never permitted to take care of any of my hygiene needs, even during my menstrual cycle, which was now becoming very erratic. My thighs were almost always caked with dried vaginal blood, and the stench that followed me around turned my stomach. I began looking forward to the infrequent evening thunder showers, using the rain to wash my soiled body, even though it meant I would spend the night shivering in the cold air.

	Even though I was filthy, I was still used sexually. Mistress's parents both took great pleasure in raping my ass; Master with his average-sized dick, Mistress with a monster strap-on dildo that made me feel like I was dying whenever she rammed it into me. Once in a while, I would be forced to service Mistress or her mother with my mouth, while Mistress's father assaulted one of my other two holes.

	It was Mistress's young friends who were the worst, though. I would be subjected to weekend-long rape sessions, where I'd be fucked into unconsciousness. Mistress's male friends would use me as a target, having me lay with my legs splayed and my hole opened with my fingers so they could have contests to see who could most accurately piss into my cunt, or to see who could make me cum by spraying directly on my clit. The girls took a similar vein, squatting over my face and trying to shit directly into my mouth or cunt.

	Mistress took great pleasure in finding new, painful degradations for me. At the parties she regularly hosted, I always served as a portable toilet, crawling from guest to guest, offering the use of my mouth. On more than a few occasions, she had me do this with a lit candle in my ass, dripping hot wax down my unprotected slit, or while holding a gallon enema by sheer force of will; when she did this, she never plugged me afterwards. Not being to hold it, I would eventually expel my bowel contents on the floor, to be forced to clean my mess up with my mouth.

	The games played at her parties were painful as well. Like when I was used as a pinata, with bags of candy filling my cunt, having her blindfolded friends trying to knock them out of me by striking my unprotected belly with a baseball bat. I know my ribs were broken more than once from that. Or "Stuff the Dildo in the Cunt," where, once again, blindfolded girls wearing strap-ons would swarm around while I'd try to escape them by crawling on my hands and knees. The winner - the first one to get her dildo fully imbedded in my ass - would receive full use of me for the night.

	The worst, though, were "Whose Cock Is That?" and "Bone, Bone, Who Has My Bone?"

	In "Whose Cock is That," I'd be blindfolded and bent over a footstool. Each boy would take me in the ass, and after they were done, I'd have to identify them while I was sucking them clean, by saying whether the one in my mouth was first, second, etc. It wasn't all that hard to figure out after a while...I could tell a little by size, but also by taste. If I'd been given an enema first, the one that tasted like soap (or whatever was squirted up my ass) was always the first. If his cock has an excess of semen around the shaft, he was probably among the last. It was those middle ones I had problems with, and wrong answers always resulted in some perverse, sadistic punishment.

	To play "Bone, Bone, Who Has My Bone," one of the girls would hide a doggie biscuit inside her cunt, which I would try to find by sniffing at their crotches, then begin eating out whoever I thought was hiding my bone. This also wasn't that difficult, after I figured it out. Just find a girl having her period, and that's probably where my bone was. It didn't really matter, though, because I would still end up sucking everyone to orgasm, and then get punished anyway.

	The problem was when I guessed wrong, which happened every time. In that case, each person there would select a punishment. They were all either painful, unhealthy or both. I was made to burn my own nipples, eat dog shit, mark myself with a branding iron, punch a hole in my own labia, fuck a baseball bat, a tree branch and a goat...the list goes on, and there was no end to the degenerate acts they'd think up. There were times they'd play other games, as well. For a while, darts was a favorite - with my nipples and clitoris as the "ten rings." Not only did I serve as the target, but I was expected to do my best to ensure all the darts hit in the target.  When the darts were thrown, I couldn't just stand there and wait for them to hit; I had to move so they'd hit as close to the target as possible. Anything outside the ten ring and I'd receive a punishment.

	Mistress routinely allowed others to use me, but when she caught her boyfriend raping me, she responded by sewing my hole closed with a needle and carpet thread. She could have done the job more effectively by using the existing holes in my labia, but she just wanted to inflect pain. From that day on, I was allowed to take dicks only in my ass, but that hole was made available to anyone without restrictions. My mouth, she said, was reserved for piss and shit. I wasn't even permitted to suck a cock.

	No restrictions on my asshole included dog dicks. Mistress had a Rottweiler named Roscoe that she trained to take me up the ass. She even had a "wedding ceremony" for us, officially labeling me Roscoe's personal bitch and property. I was given a new collar, marked "Roscoe's Bitch," and from then on I slept in Roscoe's bed, shared the food he left for me, and allowed him full access to my body whenever he wanted it. I was allowed to move only on all fours, with my "husband" holding the other end of my leash in his mouth, leading me around wherever he went.

	All of this, though, wasn't the worst of it. That was reserved for the daily abuse, neglect and beatings. Because of my treatment, I lost nearly half my body weight. I didn't look much different than the photos of those Nazi concentration camp victims you see in the history books. My eyesight soon began to blur, and I could feel my teeth coming loose. I was more than just sore, I was in constant agony. My joints hurt, and I could barely move at times. My bowels stopped working properly, and sometimes I could hardly breathe. I knew in my heart that I was dying.

	I was 39 years old, and I lived in Hell. I still thank God that this lasted less than a year, because I'm sure couldn't have lasted much longer.

	 Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 6: Forced to Breed

	 Nine months into my personal Hell, I became so catatonic from my treatment that Mistress's parents decided to dispose of me. I suppose I was fortunate, because they could have just taken me to the incinerator, but they wanted at least a piece of their investment back, so I was sold to a discount slave broker. As a replacement, the family from hell bought their daughter a young teen couple, brother and sister, twins. They arrived as I was leaving, and I could hear their screams before I was bundled off into the transport van.

	I was in extremely poor shape, so spent the next 18 months in rehabilitation center where I was brought back to a semblance of health with nutritious food, good hygiene, and retraining. Some minor surgery was done as well, mostly cosmetic, to cover many of the scars left from my recent abuse.

	At the Center, I was fed initially fed four meals a day, very small ones, slowly graduating to regular food. It was high protein, low fat and high fiber, in order to assist in the healing process. Daily showers were mandatory, as were regular douches and weekly medical checkups. The best part, though, was that I was allowed to sleep in a real bed for the first time in over a year. It wasn't much of a bed, just a mattress on the floor, but the room was heated, the sheets were changed every two days, and the blankets were soft. In order to help support the Center, all of us slaves - about 70 of us at any given time - were required to provide services to the facility, staff and guests. At first, my physical condition was such that I was more of a burden than anything else, unable to do much of anything. Other slaves were assigned to cleanse and bathe me, assist in my feeding, and help me exercise. Once I was finally able to take care of myself, I was given my own chores. Light ones at first, like folding laundry, but eventually more demanding tasks.

	Another way in which the Center was supported was through rental fees. Each of us was available for rent at any time, though the slaves who were in bad shape - like I initially was - were quarantined and not open for use. The Center had a number of regular clients, all of whom understood that most of us couldn't handle severe abuse. Most came in just for a quick fuck or suck. A few parents brought their sons in, for their first introduction to sex, as well as to show them the advantages that a good education might have as far as being able to afford a slave girl of their own some day. During my time at the Center, nine handsome young teenage men lost their virginity inside my womb.

	The other way the Center supported itself was through the sale of rehabilitated slaves.

	As soon as I was deemed fit for sale, it was off to the auction block again. Although I was nearing forty, a medical exam showed I was still fertile and had an extraordinarily large number of eggs left. I was, it was decided, to become the property of a breeding stable..

	Being a brood slave was good and bad. I was fed well, and my medical condition was constantly monitored. My diet consisted of fresh fruit and vegetables, and just enough meat (usually fish) to keep my protein level within the normal range. Once in a while I'd get a sweet, usually a small bit of chocolate. Treats like that were a reward, often given out after a successful delivery.  It wasn't until many years later that I found out that women, whether slave or free, often crave chocolate. For me, chocolate was something I would do anything for.

	The breeding center was comfortable and climate controlled, but the process of breeding was very clinical. It was done very mechanically. Our bodies were monitored until the Breeders were certain we were ovulating, and then we were strapped to a contraption we called the knock-up frame. It forced us to remain motionless, bent forward at the waist, with our legs spread widely. Depending on the method of insemination, either a number of male slaves would line up behind and deposit their seed, or a large syringe would be used to infuse semen directly into the vagina. There was nothing even remotely sexual or pleasurable about the process, and we were even prohibited from giving ourselves orgasms. I eventually found out that the injected semen came from a variety of sources...milked from Male slaves, donations from adolescent Males, even from a few Masters who wanted to own their own children. Whichever process was used, we were bred four times each day until we tested pregnant.

	Once impregnated, we were permitted to do little more than lay on our beds. Other than four short exercise periods each day, using the toilet, taking the mandatory daily shower and walking to and from the communal dining room, we were forbidden to even stand. No sexual use, and no masturbation. Any slave caught masturbating while pregnant would be bound to a frame, unable to move at all, until she went into labor. No drugs were given during childbirth, and no training or preparation like slaves get now. Many children were stillborn, and when that happened, the slave was beaten for not giving a healthy slave baby. We never saw the baby after birth. It was always a painful experience, especially in the following weeks, as the milk in our breasts hardened.

	Eventually, a new theory on slave breeding took hold. The thinking was that if a slave girl were treated well, she'd give more babies, and those babies would be healthier, thereby ensuring more income for the Breeder. There were other changes, as well. Thanks to new scientific discoveries - more often than not made through experimentation on slave girls - the Breeders no longer found it necessary to wait until a slave girl was fertile before impregnating her. The new process involved implanting inseminated eggs directly into the womb...usually, three or four at a time, in order to increase "yield," as they called it. I understand they do this now with free women who are unable to have their own children.

	Many of us actually had our ovaries removed in order to completely eliminate the birthing timetable. Now, within a few days of delivering, the slave girl was taken into the impregnation center and implanted with new babies to grow inside her. It turned us into perpetual baby-making machines, and through DNA type-matching, the Breeders were able to ensure that we pumped out nothing but baby female slaves. In this manner, a healthy slave could provide three full-term litters every two years. Many times, labor was induced as soon as the babies were viable, again, to increase the yield. Through this method, the yield could be increased by one-fourth, to nearly two litters a year.  It was important that we produced as many female babies as possible, because they were sold at a premium. The demand for natural born slave girls has always been high.  Much higher than for involuntary or even voluntary submissions. Males, on the other hand, usually entered slavery at adulthood, or very near it, as the result of criminal convictions.

	The other change that occurred, at about the same time, was that we were milked daily. Before, our milk had been allowed to curdle and harden inside our swollen breasts, but now we were being attached to mechanical milking machines, much like you see in bovine dairies. There were two very simple, logical reasons for this: One, science had shown that infants develop more quickly and healthier if they are fed breast milk, and two, it taught the baby early dependence on Males. You see, we still never saw the babies we delivered, except for that few minutes after delivery. They were immediately taken and placed in a communal setting, where Male slaves took care of their every need. They bottle-fed the baby slaves our breast milk, changed them, cuddled and nurtured them. The Males were always naked, so as to acclimate the slave girl to understand that she was totally dependent upon those with appendages between their legs. But the real impact of this philosophical change on the slaves was our treatment. We were treated as valuable commodities, as this is exactly what we were. Given the fact that a healthy slave baby could command as much as $10,000, and a fully trained teen well over $50,000 - twice that if she were a virgin - a single breeding slave could earn her Owners many thousands of dollars each year. If the Breeder was willing to invest the time and money to raise and train the babies, that single slave could bring ten million dollars to her owners. Few Breeders looked at their slaves as a long-term investment, though, so slave babies were usually sold to Trainers while they were still in diapers.

	It took the mainstream Breeders a few years to catch on, but, thankfully, I'd been sold to one of the smaller, more exclusive houses where quality was more important than quantity. Admittedly, I was an experiment, as they'd never had a brood slave as old as me. Once the new philosophy started taking hold, I was treated very well, with good, healthy food and regular exercise. I lived in a well-ventilated, heated dorm with seven other breeding slaves, and we each had our own bed. We were permitted to use the adjoining bathroom whenever we needed, and were required to shower daily. Regular medical exams, daily vitamins and plenty of time outdoor in the sun helped maintain our health. We were even allowed to have one orgasm a week, though this was strictly controlled. As with all slave girls, we were prohibited from cumming until a Master gave us permission. Orgasms were now permitted, but always as a reward to the newly impregnated brood slave. Sometimes, though quite uncommon, we were even penetrated by the Masters...always while pregnant, and always from behind, while on our hands and knees. Again, the belief was that this would indoctrinate the slave baby to her life even before she was born.

	I was owned by this particular Breeder for ten years, and had given birth to 61 slave girls (I miscarried once, when I was implanted with sextuplets and lost them all). As the company which owned me was a very exclusive, selective and expensive Breeder, I was finally determined too old to be guaranteed to produce healthy slave babies. Once again, I was sent to auction. I was 52 years old.

	 Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 7: Frat Girl and an Extreme Makeover (1972 - Age 51)

	As you might imagine, after ten years of pumping out slave babies, I wasn't much to look at. Even with the decent care I'd received, stretch marks covered my belly and varicose veins were visible on my legs. My now-floppy tits sagged from the nearly constant milking of the past several years. I was still able to produce, but my Owners noticed that the weight and health of my most recent litters was decreasing. I was deemed too much of a risk. A lot of money was invested in each breeding, and they felt the potential for financial loss was too great. It was time for me to be sold once again.

	As the oldest among a chain of young teens and 20-somethings, I knew I probably wouldn't be much sought after. I tried my best to look appealing, submissive and absolutely obedient, but I knew going in that the chances were I'd soon be performing my last service as either fertilizer or animal food.  That, of course, didn't happen.

	I was bought by a group of college fraternity brothers for fifty dollars. I really wasn't worth even that much. I doubt that I was really what a group of young, virile men was looking for, but fifty bucks was probably all they could afford. So, a new leash was snapped to my collar, and I was led off to begin another phase in my life.

	It was your typical frat house, a large, two story Victorian. There were nine bedrooms, each shared by two of the fraternity brothers. They were fairly identical, differing only in the location of the closets and the layout of the furniture. The bedroom floors were covered in a thick, plush carpet. I would soon learn to enjoy the luxury of being able to sleep on the floors of these rooms.

	I was going to describe the rest of the house in detail, but realize you probably aren't all that interested. Suffice it to say that the residence, built just before the Civil War, was a combination of modern and antique, and maintained immaculately. I knew, because if as much as a speck of dust was found, it was my ass that paid for it.

	 My room was up in the unfinished, uninsulated attic.  A bare wood floor, exposed rafters with a single 60 watt bulb hanging from a wire, and an old, stained mattress on the floor. A bucket in case I needed it. The single window was boarded over; leaving the vents under the eaves at each end of the house as the only ventilation. The door locked from the outside, but not the inside. I could be secured in my quarters, but as usual, had no assurance of privacy. The attic was freezing cold in the winter and stifling hot in the summer. Fortunately, I would actually spend very little time in it. Even as old as I was, one or another of the boys bedded me almost every night.

	My duties were about what you'd expect...I cooked, served meals, cleaned the house, straightened their rooms, made their beds, washed their dirty laundry, and, of course, provided for their sexual relief whenever they couldn't find some young, nubile coed to take care of them. Dates didn't happen too often with this group; they weren't exactly the well-built, athletic, popular types. Today you'd call them geeks and nerds. Most of them were chemistry, biology, math or computer science majors. I doubt any of them had ever visited a gym or seriously participated in any form of sports in their lives.

	Whenever I was in one of my Master's rooms or my attic hovel, I was required to be naked. However, while performing my chores, serving meals or as a maid at their infrequent social events, they did give me a uniform to wear. It consisted of my collar, fishnet stockings, platform shoes with spiked heels, and a pressed, starched waist apron that just covered my bare sex. I thought it looked pretty silly; after all, I was probably old enough to be their grandmother, but they apparently like fantasizing that I was some nubile young thing. I doubt that was all that easy, considering my wrinkled, saggy boobs were always uncovered. Even when cooking, they remained bare. I particularly disliked cooking bacon, as I could never figure out how to fry it without being burned with the grease. The only time I was permitted to wear anything different was when they played dress-up with me, or when I was sent to do the weekly grocery shopping.  For my trips outside in public, the collar was removed, and I was allowed to wear a simple knee-length cotton floral print dress, sandals, a butt plug, and my leather chastity belt. It didn't matter what time of the year it was, even when the temperature was below freezing, with a foot of snow on the ground, I walked the nine blocks in the same dress, wearing the same sandals. Even though I bore no outward signs that I was a slave, it was undoubtedly quite obvious to everyone. Who else would wear the same frayed dress and cheap sandals. day in and day out, in good weather and bad? Only a slave.

	As I said, I belonged to a group of geeks. That's both good and bad. Geeks don't often have dates, except with other geeks or real porkers who can't do any better. With my owners, it was more the former than the latter, so I did spend a lot of my time on my knees and back. Each of them generally used me once a day, usually before or just after school. I usually enjoyed that, even when I wasn't able to cum. It wasn't that they'd forbidden me, but that some of them were neither well-endowed nor particularly talented in the sexual arts. I was pretty frustrated at times.

	After dinner and my chores, I'd be told to clean up and report to one room or another for the rest of the night. Sometimes I'd get sleep, others I wouldn't. Usually, though, I would be able to get a few hours. Most often curled up on the floor with cum leaking out of my holes, but sometimes nuzzled up to one of my Masters or huddled down under the covers, my mouth gently sucking his dick all night long.

	The best thing about geeks is that they are the people with brains, who end up creating new ideas and inventions, and who invariably end up with money. A whole lot of money. As this fraternity, which catered to the techno-science types, had been around for over a hundred years, there were a lot of very wealthy alumni, and they tended to pump some of that money back into their old fraternity. Hence, when some of them showed up for the spring Homecoming, they were surprised to find that their younger brothers were being forced to make do with an old hag as their frat cunt. After I was well and thoroughly used by everyone who wanted me, the more affluent of the graduates huddled together to discuss, what I later found out, was my future. Thought was given to just replacing me with another slave, but my Masters were adamant. I had served them well and faithfully, and even at my old age, they said they thoroughly enjoyed using me sexually. The alumni agreed on this point, that I was quite a pleasure to fuck. So, after a short discussion, they announced that certain temporary changes would occur within the fraternity...and with me.

	I was going to finish out the school term as frat slut, and then would be gone for the summer and fall term, possibly longer. When I returned, the frat brothers were assured, I'd be prettier, tighter, smarter and an overall more visually appealing slave, with all of my natural submissiveness and docility still intact. Since the graduates couldn't see leaving the fraternity without the services of a frat slut, they were going to provide temporary replacements. Each Friday afternoon, the graduates would send in a different slave who would stay for ten days. This way, there would always be one slave girl available during the week and two on weekends during my absence. I finished out the semester, and at the end of the term, the fraternity held a huge party to celebrate the coming summer break. It was a traditional reunion time for the graduates, so they all showed up as well, each with one or two slave girls in tow. Because of the number of cute young sexpots available, I wasn't used for anything but serving drinks and fetching napkins. I was disappointed, but watching all those young girls get their asses fucked off by my Owners sure got my motor running. Someone surely saw how wet I was becoming, because I was allowed to spread myself out on the back porch and pleasure myself with a huge vibrator, much to the amusement of the frat brothers and slave girls who were watching. Little did I know when I screamed to announce my orgasm that it would be the last time I would cum for nearly a year.

	The next day, I was packaged for transport, as cargo on a Fed Ex flight. I was granted the opportunity to use the toilet, then was given an enema in order to clean me out for the trip. A shower followed, and then I was bound, gagged and diapered, and placed in a padded shipping crate for the trip. The way Fed Ex routes their shipments, it wouldn't be anything near a direct flight. First we'd go to a local hub, then to a national hub, to another local hub nearer to my destination, then onto a truck for final delivery. The method for transporting slaves hadn't changed much over the years, even to the same sort of penis gag water supply that I'd used on my train trip to college so long ago. .

	My destination, as it turned out, was a small, privately owned island off the South American coast. The owner of the island was a research physician who had established an experimental facility where slave girls - willing and unwilling - underwent a variety of highly unorthodox, often dangerous, physical and psychological treatments. Some free persons had these surgeries, too, but only after they'd been proven safe by being performed on slaves. The doctor was a fraternity brother, though he'd never been to any of the reunions which I served.

	I stayed in the medical treatment section of The Center, as it was called, for almost six months. During that time, my treatment varied, sometimes daily, from that of a pampered patient to something lower than dog shit. I later understood that the pampering was necessary for my recovery from the numerous surgeries; the the harsh treatment afterwards was to ensure I remembered that I was nothing but a slave.

	                                                                 Some of the surgeries performed on other patients were pretty hideous. I remember one girl, she seemed compliant, but I could tell she wasn't totally willing. Her body had been modified so as to look more like a caricature than a woman...she was about 5'10" tall, but I doubt she weighed more than 90 pounds. That wouldn't have been so bad, but her tits....God, they were huge, like oversized basketballs hanging on this thin body. You could see her ribs clearly, and she reminded of pictures of Nazi concentration camp victims. Her feet had been modified somehow, or maybe it was her legs...she couldn't move her knees to within a foot of each other, and she had to walk on her tiptoes constantly. Completely bald, I was told that every hair follicle on her body had been destroyed. It was also whispered that she'd not been allowed a single orgasm since she'd been here, nearly a year, yet she was raped several times a day.  Her Owner was a woman who visited her a couple of times, and seemed exceptionally cruel. I gave thanks that I wasn't owned by Her!

	Other slaves underwent different surgeries. One, whose well-hung Master had a penchant for ass-fucking, had her sphincter muscles immobilized and her anal passage widened to accommodate him. She had to constantly wear a butt plug to prevent leakage, as she no longer had any control over her bowels.  Another had huge rings, the size of antique door knockers, implanted deep in her breasts. I saw her hung by them, her feet pulled off the ground as she screamed in agony. The rings never gave, though. I saw a male slave whose penis was increased to eighteen inches long with four inch diameter. I doubted if any woman would get pleasure being fucked by him, though I later found out that he was going to be used to punish disobedient slave girls who didn't perform adequately during rape. These were the more dramatic modifications that I saw during my stay. More common, though, were breast, labia and facial modifications, sterilizations, and the occasional castration. My modifications weren't nearly as drastic as most, though they did cause dramatic changes. I was sterilized, but the most significant change was probably just my overall appearance. With a few nips and tucks, the wrinkles were gone and my skin was as taut as when I was 16. Botox. Collagen injections in my lips...yes, both sets...caused them to swell up and give me a much more appealing look. My clitoral hood was removed...it was still intact, even after all the years of abuse, the result being that even the sensation caused by the simple act of walking would stimulate me. Chemical baths softened my skin, making it more pliable, and another chemical gave me a permanent, all-over tan. My breasts were enlarged somewhat, from a flabby, saggy 36C to a solid and firm 42D, but not by means of traditional implants. Instead, the doctor extracted fat cells from my thighs, and allowing them to reproduce in the lab, injected them directly into my breasts. Further injections of hormones ensured I'd grow a nice, large, firm set of knockers like so many Masters enjoy. Lastly, many of the marks and holes that had been put in my body were eliminated. With the exceptions of the steel grommets, my labia were returned to their pre-pierced state, and my vaginal and anal openings were surgically tightened. All of this took nearly a half year to accomplish, and then I was sent to another part of the island for "retraining."

	The training wasn't all that bad, except I soon found out what poor physical condition I was in. We spent upwards of six hours each day doing some sort of physical exercise, whether it was running on the beach, calisthenics, or working out in the gym.  Sex was also part of the training regimen, though I learned there wasn't much they taught that I wasn't already familiar with. Most of what I didn't know pertained to the why, not the how. Personally, I never felt it was all that necessary for a slave girl to know why her Master enjoyed something; just knowing he did, and acting on that knowledge, was enough.

	I also discovered how stupid I was, at least as far as my literacy skills. I was pretty bright for a slave girl, but until a few years ago, it had never been deemed important to have a slave girl who could read, write or do mathematical calculations. Slave girls were simply there to cook, clean, and provide for their Master's sexual needs. A knowledge of current events wasn't exactly considered a critical skill. Things, however, have changed over the years.

	Today, slave girls are being used in a variety of areas. In the household, they do the shopping, take care of the finances, and create gourmet meals from recipes they download from the internet. Of course, the internet didn't really exist yet, except as an ARPA project, but even in the 1970's, we were expected to read recipes and instructions. In business today, they serve as secretaries, laborers, janitors and maids, all of which require some degree of literacy to be successfully performed. Sometimes they actually manage and supervise mail rooms and such, but that was well into the future. I was put into an education program lasting another six months. Combined with the physical training, my days were often 18 and 20 hours long, with little time for rest and no relaxation. Our time was filled with note-taking, reading, writing, test taking and exercise. The topics ran the gamut from literacy and basic math to hygiene and nutrition. There were nearly daily exams, and anything less than a near-perfect score resulted in punishment. Those with perfect marks were permitted to masturbate to orgasm. Those with poor scores were punished. I was never perfect, but usually avoided the punishment. No matter what, though, we were all constantly exhausted. At the end of the day, we would all silently eat our meal and collapse on our mattresses, the only sounds in our dorm those of snoring or moans as sore muscles tightened up during the night.

	I was actually at the Clinic for a little over 13 months before I was deemed fit to return to the Fraternity. By then, I could read a newspaper, balance a checkbook, and cook a gourmet meal from a recipe. My skin was tight and wrinkle-free. I could cross my ankles behind my neck again, something I'd not been able to do since my teens. I had shiny new rings in my nipples, my holes were tight, and I'd even learned to take that abnormally modified slave boy all the way down my throat without gagging. Well, not much gagging, anyway.

	I was 52 years old, looked 30, and was in the best condition of my life for whatever tasks my Masters might give me.

	 Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 8: Pain Slave

	It took another twelve years, four generations of students running through the fraternity, before they finally tired of me. I was old and worn out, and looked it. Even the physician from the Clinic, who came to visit at reunion that final year, said there wasn't much he could do for me. The years of abuse had taken their toll, and the boys (I always thought of them as my boys) just couldn't see the use in keeping me around. Contrary to popular belief, maintaining a slave girl is not cheap. A younger girl could do everything I could, and would be much more enjoyable to fuck. So with some help from their "big brothers," they purchased a cute little blonde teenage slave to be their new fraternity slut. I was no longer of any use, so was led off to the sales lot once again.

	As you might expect, there really wasn't much demand for a 70 year old slave. My Owner tried every trick he could think of, including showing of my culinary skills. Not even homemade cookies of my own recipe worked, though and after several months, he finally had to pretty much give me away. Even then, he had to discount the lot I was sold with. I overheard the conversation between my current and future Owners. The buyer was even willing to pay more without me, but the seller insisted I be included, or there would be no deal at all.  His parting comment as he handed over the sales documents was that maybe my new Owner would find a client who fantasized over boning his own grandmother. I was being sold to a brothel.

	My new Owner was not at all happy about my inclusion in the deal, which I feared would not bode well for my treatment. Besides me, the lot consisting of eight young teens, two of whom were actually virgins. Six were purchased in China from their parents, while the other two were Salvadorans caught trying to cross into the U.S. A new federal law made slavery the only punishment for that offense. Since these illegals allegedly wanted to work, the thought was, we'll make them work. The virgins were Chinese, fourteen year old twins.

	We were all bussed off to a brothel out in the desert, in Arizona, I believe. It wasn't a bad life for me, at first. All the other slaves were considerably younger than me, so I was relegated housekeeping chores. Work for me was just that...work; hard and sweaty work  Because I wasn't being used as a sex slave, I was allowed no makeup, no clothes and one shower per week. There was no real reason for me to look like anything than an old, used-up, worn out old slave, and no need to spend any unnecessary money on making me look presentable. None of the customers ever saw me.  My duties primarily involved ensuring each bed had a fresh set of linen on it for each customer, quite a task when you figure we had seventy rooms, 200 girls and up to 500 customers each night. After hours (which was late morning), when there were no customers, I would dust and vacuum the lobby and rooms, so at best, I had no more than five hours of rest each day. There had been times when I'd made do with less, but I was a lot older now, and was definitely feeling the lack of sleep.

	The one thing that really made life bad for me was that the other slaves started treating me like I was their slave, too...ordering me around, having me fetch makeup for them between customers, calling me to warm up the shower for them so they could get cleaned up, etc.  That was important to them, getting as many customers as you could each night, because those who earned the most, got the best treatment. Preferential rooms, nicer beds, better food. You'd think that they'd at least tip me with a nice bit of chocolate or piece of hot chicken breast once in a while for serving them as well as I did, but that never happened. I mostly got cold, leftover scraps...and oatmeal. I really hate oatmeal.

	My life became a bit better once the Owners discovered I was a trained chef and put me to work in the kitchen. I guess they'd read in my papers that I was a pretty good cook; too bad they missed the part about oatmeal. Or maybe they didn't. Anyway, preparing 600 buffet-style meals a day was quite an ordeal, not to mention hors d'oeuvres for the paying customers, snacks for the slaves, and filling orders from the staff dining room. Everything cooked from scratch, served hot and fresh. The Owners and staff ordered from a menu that changed daily. Nothing but the best...grilled to order steak, salmon, game hens. Wild rice pilaf, freshly made pies and expensive wines, served on china place settings, real silverware and linen napkins. I started work at 3:00 a.m. now, and wasn't finished until the last of the clean dishes were put away and everything was staged for the next morning. But at least I was out of the laundry business, and was allowed the luxury of a cotton chef's apron to cover my body...and I was no longer being forced to submit to the whims of the other slave girls. I was actually pretty much ignored, like any other fixture in the establishment. I was a tool, an item, something with a single purpose, like a light bulb or a towel; something that was just there, but otherwise ignored.

	One night, though, my life took a drastic change for the worse. A group of drunk young men came in looking for a pain slave. This establishment didn't really cater to that side of things, but the Owner wasn't about to tell these boys, who obviously had money, to go elsewhere. Figuring he wouldn't lose anything of real value if I was damaged or killed, he rented me to them for the night. It was the beginning of my descent into Hell.

	That night, I was tortured like I had never before been in my life. My eyelids were sealed shut with hot wax from a burning candle, and my ears received the same treatment. My nostrils were clamped shut, and my mouth filled with urine.

	I tried to swallow, but it came too fast, and when it spilled out, they rolled me over and beat me terribly. Spreading my legs, they used the same candle to drip wax in my asshole. Not on it. They actually spread me open and directed the molten liquid directly into my bowels. I passed out from the pain.

	When I awoke, they were in the process of shaving my head bald. I was soon hairless, not even with eyebrows. My eyelashes were torn out, too, when they ripped the wax from my eyelids. There was not a hair on my body when they were through. My abusers spat in my face and in my mouth. They forced me to my hands and knees, one savagely raping my ass while another choked me with his cock down my throat. My nostrils were still shut, and I couldn't breath, but every time I passed out from lack of oxygen, I awakened to another beating. They shit on my belly and forced me to pack my cunt with it. They made me suck their blood and shit covered cocks clean. I was forced to clean their dirty assholes, and to bathe their bodies with my tongue. The night went on and on, one anguishing torment after another, until they finally left me, bleeding and half-conscious on the cold, concrete floor. I could see my pathetic figure in the mirrored walls. I couldn't understand how I'd lived through it.

	I was incapacitated for an entire week after my ordeal, but my life had changed. From that day on, I was the resident pain slave. I was in demand now, and used around the clock. The degradations and agony I endured was second to nothing on this earth. A two gallon ice water enema that caused an intestinal rupture. Holes in my body from where someone decided to try out a new leather punch...my labia, my ears, the web of my thumbs, my cheek and lips. Torn labia, ripped earlobes, nipple rings getting torn out. Being ass-fisted and foot-fucked. My tongue and tits being nailed to the walls and floor time and again. Being repeatedly raped while crucified...really crucified, with my hands nailed to an X-frame.  Being tortured with electricity...having shocks applied to my nipples and clitoris until they were numb. Being beaten and cut in so many ways I can't count them. Being covered in dried shit, cum and my own blood for days upon end. Being constantly dirty, starved and in excruciating pain, my only relief being found in the few minutes of sleep I'd get between tortures and the short recovery time I'd be granted when my Owners deemed I was too beaten to continue.

	                   I was 71 years old, and I was wrong those thirty years ago. I wasn't in Hell then. THIS was Hell. Memoirs of a Slave Girl Part 9: A New Beginning

	My life as a pain slut was hell. I can't count the number of times I tried to kill myself, either by reopening wounds inflicted on me, intentionally inflicting injuries or most often, simply trying to piss the customers off in the hopes they'd beat me to death. Nothing worked, and I remained alive for more and more cruel torture.

	Finally, though, I wasn't even fit for that kind of abuse. It only took a few weeks, thankfully.  People stopped renting me, probably because I no longer screamed or cried. I wasn't physically able to even do the simple chores I'd first been assigned, so I was sold to a disposal facility At that point, I didn't really care. I was ready for the suffering to end, and readily accepted my predestined fate as either fertilizer or animal feed. This was how slaves who were not longer fit for an productive use ended up. It was simply a fact of life that I was ready to eagerly embrace.

	My prayers weren't answered in the way I'd hoped, though. Rather than being destroyed, I was taken away by a charitable group dedicated to the humane treatment of slaves. Their philosophy was that slaves, unless they have a chronic, terminal condition that caused them extreme pain, should be allowed to live out their lives naturally and not be turned into fertilizer until they died naturally. So, my ownership was again transferred, and I was off to begin another new life.

	The rehabilitation center I was sent to this time operated solely on donations, so there wasn't a lot of money for "unnecessary" things. My treatment consisted primarily of massive doses of antibiotics, healthy food, and rest. My wounds were allowed to heal by themselves, the scars they left unimportant. Broken bones that hadn't been set properly were not repaired by surgery, but illness and infection were attacked vigorously. My teeth had mostly fallen out, so the last few were pulled, and I was given a set of second-hand dentures to wear. They neither fit well nor looked particularly good on me, but at least I could chew my food somewhat.

	Normally, the charity group would have kept me at the rehab center to assist in nursing other slaves back to health, but unfortunately for me, they were at a crossroads in their funding. Donations were down drastically, due to an economic downturn and many of their major contributors being unable to assist as they had in the past. So, several of us - those most likely to be long-term burdens on the organization, like me - were sent to a discount broker. I was in reasonably good health, but look exactly like what I was - and old, worn out slave.

	So there I was, on the morning of my 72nd birthday, naked and chained by the ankle to the discount rack at the Slaver's Emporium, feeling completely worthless. I'd been there for over a month already, and not even a single inquiry about the sign hung around my neck, reading, "FOR SALE CHEAP - or will take almost anything in trade." Not a single person took any interest in me, and I knew that if something didn't happen soon, I'd end up as a bag of fertilizer.

	While I was standing there feeling sorry for myself, I noticed a rather well-dressed, distinguished gentleman with salt-and-pepper hair walk past. The only reason I noticed him was because he looked so lonely, so sad. He must have sensed me watching him, because he suddenly stopped and peered at me over his glasses. I immediately lowered my gaze, hoping to avoid the punishment that resulted from looking directly at a customer without being told to do so. My peripheral vision caught him bending down to look at the fading ownership tattoos on my thigh.

	"May I please see her papers?" he asked the kiosk attendant, waiting patiently wile the salesman riffled through the sheaf of documents. Finally located, my Ownership Record was handed over. He quickly flipped to the back page, where my earliest records would be.

	"I thought so," he said excitedly. "How much do you want for her?"

	The salesman, sensing the man's intense desire to own me, quoted a price four times what I knew he expected. Without blinking, the stranger pulled out his wallet and asked if cash was okay. Money exchanged hands, two signatures were affixed to a new page on my title, and once again, I had a new Master.

	"You don't know who I am, do you?" he asked.

	"You are my Master," I responded automatically.

	"No, I mean you don't remember me, do you? Look at my face, my mouth, into my eyes. Think, think way back...I was just a child, a baby, when we met."  I did as commanded, and suddenly was dumbstruck.

	"Little Master?" I exclaimed, hoping he wouldn't be angry with my use of that old moniker. He used to beat me for accidently referring to him that way, but this time he bellowed out a loud belly laugh.

	"I haven't thought of that name in years!  I used to get soooo angry when you called me that, even when I was little!"   He smiled, and I smiled back. I suddenly felt better than I had in years.

	"Are you hungry?" he asked, unsnapping my leash and placing it in his pocket. "Could you get her a tunic, please?" he asked the attendant, not waiting for my answer. A plain cotton pullover, probably made from the remnants of a rice sack, was handed to me. It didn't fit well, but it did cover my body.

	"Come on," my new, old Master commanded even before I had it completely pulled on. "I'm in the mood for a nice big burger and fries. How about you?" He led me into the mall's food court.

	Walking up to one of the concessions, he placed his order.

	"What would you like? " he asked me, his eyes gleaming as the cashier stood there with a shocked look on her face. Ask a slave what she would like to eat??? Slave gruel, of course! How absurd...this guy must not understand how things are, or else he's mental case. I could see the wheels turning in the cashier's mind. I mumbled something unintelligible.

	"Okay, make that two of your supers, chili cheese fries, Coke and a milkshake for the lady. Chocolate," he ordered. "You still like chocolate, don't you?"

	Now the cashier KNEW he had a nut case on his hands...and I was beginning to have my doubts as well. "The lady?" Since when did ANYONE refer to a slave girl a "a lady?" Girl, maybe. Slut, bitch or cunt most certainly, but lady? Unthinkable!. The shock only grew greater when Master led me to a table and told me to sit in the chair. Master told me to eat my meal right there at the table, instead of kneeling from the floor like I should have. That's when the cashier called Security. I was savoring the first real, hot, fresh hamburger I'd ever eaten, when two security cops arrived.

	"Pardon us, sir," the larger of the two commented, "but you ARE aware that your slave isn't supposed to be sitting at the table, don't you?"

	"Actually, young man, my slave will sit wherever I wish her to sit I own this mall, you moron, and will do as I see fit. Now, unless you want to find yourself begging for scraps on the street, or maybe being on the auction block yourselves, I suggest you both go stand at opposite ends of the food court and prevent others from bothering my slave and I while we eat. Is that clear?" my Master angrily spat.

	"Uhh...yes...yes, sir," they both mumbled in apology before scampering off.

	"Master, that was the first time I've ever seen a free male humiliated in front of a slave," I giggled. I knew I was speaking without permission. I hoped he wouldn't be angry, but I didn't think so.

	"They're morons. My photo is on the wall of every office in this damnable building, and I sign their paychecks each week, but those idiots don't bother to pay attention. I really think I'm going to have to do something about that moron of a manager who hired them. Maybe put him to work cleaning out urinals." Master was angry, but I knew instinctively he wouldn't take it out on me. I had to ask the question that was burning in my brain.

	"You really own the whole mall, Master?" I inquired.

	"I really own the whole mall, slave...and several others as well."

	"Wow." It was all I could say.

	"Wow," he agreed. "So, tell me about your life. What have you been doing since we last saw each other?"

	"Gee, sir...let's see...first, I got this great job as a slave girl..." We both laughed. It was nice being around him again. It was nice just talking to someone again. So I told him briefly about my life, providing more detail when he seemed interested, glossing over the bad times. Then it was my turn to ask questions.

	"Your parents, Master, are they...?"

	"Both gone. Several years now. A problem with the heater in their home - the same one we lived in, you know. They never moved. Carbon monoxide, in their sleep. At least they went peacefully, not like..." He suddenly became very somber, like a black cloud appeared over his head.

	"Master? Are you all right?" Then it hit me. I'd forgotten about the young abolitionist he'd married. "Your wife?" I asked softly, taking his hand in mine and caressing it.

	"September 11th. She had a meeting at Cantor Fitzgerald. It had been cancelled, but nobody told her."

	I looked at him with blank look on my face. "You don't know, do you? About September 11th. Nine eleven?"

	"No, Master, I don't."

	So we sat there for over an hour, while he explained it all in its gory detail. I sat there, enraptured by the story, horrified and feeling very ill as he told me about it all - the firefighters, the heroes who died in Pennsylvania, at the Pentagon. How it had unified the country. About his personal loss.

	"Oh, my God," I said. No wonder you looked so sad when I saw you walk by me. I'm so sorry, sir," I said, taking his hand in mine. I was crying. The pain he must have felt...I'd have gladly suffered anything to keep him from that. The discomfort I'd been subjected to was insignificant by comparison.

	"They said she saved a lot of people that morning." Tears were now streaming uncontrollably down his cheeks. "She helped guide people to the stairs, kept several from jumping out of the windows. They say she was still urging people on when the building collapsed. People saw her on the eighth floor landing at one point, but as best as anyone can tell, she was somewhere above 30 when she died. They found her body in with a bunch of rubble from that floor. At least 20 people credit her for saving their lives."

	"Master, your wife was a caring person, and she died helping others. I knew what kind of person she was when I overheard you two talking about me." Then a thought occurred to me. "Master, she was concerned about what would become of me when I was sold, wasn't she?"

	"Yes, she was," he replied. "It was she who insisted on the family we sold you to. She knew they'd be kind, and that you'd serve them well. Was she right?"

	This wasn't the time to tell him about the cruelty they inflicted on me, so I just nodded my head. I had been trained to never lie to my Owners, but this was not the time for truth.

	"She really wasn't against slavery as much as she was for humane treatment of slaves. She understood how important slavery is to our economy and our way of life.  You know, she was the author of the Humane Treatment of Slaves Act. She did a lot of hard work to get it passed."

	"I don't understand, Master. Humane treatment?"

	"She spent six terms in the House of Representatives...you don't know that what that means either, do you?"

	"No, Master, I'm sorry, I don't." So he gave me an abridged, sixth grade civics class over the next fifteen minutes.

	"She introduced a bill that was passed into law. It gives slaves the same protection as pets, and even authorizes the Humane Society to have jurisdictional oversight. Slaves can't be subjected to severe cruelty, like prolonged malnutrition. If they're injured, they have to be treated by a medical practitioner. They can't be branded anymore, and any alterations, like tattooing and body modifications, have to be done under sedation. Slaves have the right to at least two nutritious meals a day, unless they're being punished, and even then their food can't be withheld for more than three consecutive days. They have to be exercised, and have the right to be outside, exercising in the fresh air for at least one hour each day  You mean you didn't know about this? Nobody told you?"

	"No, Master. Remember where I was at the time...it's not like I exactly had an opportunity to stay abreast of the news, you know?"

	He laughed again, causing me to smile.

	"That's something we're going to have to change. I'm going to set you up with internet access - unrestricted - so you can learn about what's been going on in the world." He chuckled at the expression on my face. "You have no idea in Hell as to what I'm talking about, do you? Don't worry about it. I'll explain it all to you."

	"Say, you know what," he suddenly asked with a start, leaning over to wipe a dribble of hamburger juice from my mouth, "I never did know your real name."

	"Thirty-one," I told him. Thirty-one is the last two digits of my registration number. That was my birth name, how Father named all his slaves.

	"Not much of a name," he shrugged, "but I suppose if it's all you've got..."

	"Do you remember what you named me when you were thirteen, sir?" I interrupted, a gleam in my eye.

	"Of course," he laughed. "I called you 'Juicy' because you were always so wet. Wherever you sat, you left a wet trail. We used to call them pussy tracks, or snail slime."

	"I still do, Master," I replied coyly. "Leave a slime trail, I mean. Right now, as a matter of fact. I'm going to need to clean this seat before I leave."

	"Never mind that. The mall has plenty of janitorial staff. Maybe I'll just have one of those idiot guards lick the seat off when you're finished. Which one, you think...fatso or blondie?"

	"Master! You are so bad," I grinned.

	"Okay, back to names. I think we're both a little too old for ‘Juicy,' don't you?"

	"Eva," I interrupted. "I've always liked the sound of the name Eva," I said, looking deeply into my Master's eyes. Once again, they began to fill with tears.

	"Eva was my mother's name," he said softly.

	"I know, Sir, but she was the first free woman to treat me as though I were something other than...well, other than a thing. Yes, she beat me badly, almost killed me that time, but that was the alcohol. She really was a caring, thoughtful Mistress, once she stopped drinking. I know she was sorry for what she did, and she eventually became the closest thing to a friend I ever had. Your mother was a good woman, and I can think of no greater way for me to honor her than to ask you if I may please be given her name."

	"Well, then, Eva...I think it's time for us to go home, don't you?" He assisted me to my feet, not bothering to use the leash. Before departing the mall, though, he took me into a clothing store and asked me what I would like to have. I'd never before been given an option as to my attire, and told him quietly that I didn't deserve any of these nice things. He bought me complete outfit to wear home...a nice dress, even a bra and panties - the first I'd ever owned., then led me out to the parking lot, to his car. He let me sit in the front seat beside him, showed me how to adjust the climate control and radio station. Even though it was a warm day, I turned the heater on high and let the hot air blow over me. I hadn't been warm in a long time, and it felt so good. I could tell Master was uncomfortable, so I turned it off. It wasn't a very long drive, anyway.

	Master took me to his house, though "house" didn't adequately describe it. More like a mansion. No, an estate, with acres and acres of manicured lawn, two swimming pools, a hot tub, sauna, televisions, books...all of which I had complete, unrestricted access to. I had no specific responsibilities; there were slaves as well as paid servants to take care of his needs, and mine as well. I had my first real massage, and it was wonderful. Hot meals, bubble baths, and clothes for the first time in my life. Real clothes - not just garter belts and spiked heel shoes, but dresses and jeans, panties, bras and cotton socks. Nightclothes meant for comfort, not just designed to appeal to someone's eye. And I could wear whatever I wanted. It was all so strange to me, and the most difficult adjustment I'd made in my life. Never before had I been permitted to wear what I wished. Food, whatever I desired (which was usually something chocolate!), whenever I wanted it. It was so intensely overwhelming. I still don't understand how free women can handle it. It must be so hard to make all these decisions...I know I had problems, and often went to Master for advice. It was never much help, though. He always told me to do whatever I wanted.

	Computers. This internet thing...how wonderfully strange. So much information available. News, history...I love reading history. The ability to interact with complete strangers, in a way that I'd never been able to do before. Support groups for everything imaginable. I even became sort of a moderator on a slave chat...girls and men who were interested in the life of a slave, a few slaves, too. Some of it was sexual, of course, but most was not. The vast majority of the non-slaves who visited the site were truly interested in the psychological makeup of slaves, and I tried very hard to explain my own feelings, desires and needs. Master read the transcripts...after all, I was still a slave, and had no expectation of privacy...and said he was very proud of me. That's when he got the idea of having me write this memoir, to help people understand what being a slave is all about. I know that a lot of people, a lot of girls in particular, think of giving themselves to someone that way, and a lot of men believe they'd like to possess their very own, absolutely obedient fuck toy, but I feel it is my job to explain that slavery isn't about sex. Sure, that's part of it, but what it's really about is total obedience and service to others, about helping, about taking the pressure and pain away from those in need. I have online slave friends who do this on a daily basis, who work in jobs that you wouldn't think a slave would be suited for. Emergency Room nurses, firefighters and paramedics. Yes, they all are often required to be aggressive and demanding in order to do their jobs, but that's simply the best way to serve others. Off the job, they are just as obedient and submissive to their Owners as any well-trained slave could be. I think, in my own way, I served as well.

	A few months after I began my new life, Master said he had a surprise for me.; we were going on a trip. He took me back to Kansas, to the very spot where I was born. The farm was gone, but a state-of-the-art slave training facility stood in its place. He took me around back, where the barn used to be, and showed me something. My parents were buried, side by side. James Howard Williamson. My father's name...I never knew it. Elizabeth Ann Williamson. Again, a name I'd never heard. My mother had been buried as a free woman, not merely disposed of as a slave would be.

	It turned out that Father and Mother were instrumental in starting the movement that ultimately changed the way slaves were treated. Father saw how so many trainers were taking intelligent girls and turning them into mindless automatons with no will and no reason to obey except fear. Father wasn't like that...he used the fear of punishment, but also reward, to encourage acceptable behavior in his slaves. He was no psychologist, but he understood the slave mind, probably thanks to Mother. She was his slave, but she was also his companion for over fifty years. The biography on the wall in the lobby explained that she was his confidant, his partner and advisor. I knew in my heart that this was true. Father and Master's wife were actually quite good friends, I discovered, and the three of them (Mother included) collaborated on developing the laws that changed the lives of so many slaves for the better.

	The entire institution was dedicated to the memory of my parents, and was even named after them: The James and Betty Ann Williamson Center for Slave Education. Everything a slave needed to learn, from initial submission to reintegration into freedom - yes, that was one of the provisions of the Humane Treatment of Slave Acts - slaves could now be freed - could be provided here. It was then that Master asked me the question that I'd never in my life expected to hear, and was totally unprepared for.

	"Eva, would you like to be free?"

	I dropped to my knees, whether from the sudden light-headedness or something else, I don't know. I looked up at my Master, tears in my eyes. I'd always known he cared about me, but until then, I didn't truly realize how much. He wanted to do what was best for me, what I desired, but I think we both knew that freedom wasn't possible. "Master," I said, "If it would please you, Master's slave begs to remain your property. But may it remain here? As its Master's slave, but in the service of those here who might need it, and to honor the memory of its parents?" I spoke in the most submissive manner I knew, placing my head on his highly-polished shoes while I awaited his response. It took him a few seconds to answer.

	"Of course, my love," he answered, his eyes welling with tears. Nobody had ever called me "my love" before. He gently lifted me to my feet and embraced me with fondness, both of us crying openly now. It was the first time I could truly say I loved my Master, but it is something I remind myself of every day. It is a mantra I repeat several times each morning when I arise, and before I go to sleep at night: "I love my Master. Oh, God, how I love my Master." Until that moment, I never really understood the concept of "love." It is so much more than devotion, or duty, or obedience, as I was taught from such a young age. I still don't have the words to describe it, but I hope you understand. So, now I reside in my own private, climate controlled room, with a real bed of my own, a television, a computer, a telephone, and a view of the open fields outside. I can listen to music, read books, draw, or do whatever else I want. I even dabbled in painting, but never could get the hang of it. Most of my work would remind you of a two year old's "art" hanging on grandma's refrigerator. If I don't feel like leaving my room, a phone call gets my meals delivered, or anything else. If I want wine, it's delivered, no hesitation and no questions asked. It's nice being treated like this, but sometimes I still wish I could serve Master like I did so many years ago. I still do, once in a while, but he never takes me like his slave, for his own pleasure anymore. It's still nice, and the concept of "making love" to the one I so dearly care for is much, much more emotional for me than simply being used as an object for his sexual relief. Not that I wouldn't mind a hot and heavy romp once in a while, mind you, but the body just isn't up to it anymore. Besides, I've discovered the memories get stronger and more vivid with time. At least the nice ones do.

	I feel more needed, that I'm providing a greater service, than I ever have in my life. I'm a good listener, and that's often what people...slaves and everyone else...need most. I've read a lot of books in the past two years, history and psychology, mostly, and I've found that many of the emotional and mental issues that are written about, I've experienced. The history books helped me understand some of the things I was on the periphery of...the little snippets of conversations I overheard, the times people were seemingly under a lot of stress. The psychology texts are rather difficult to comprehend, but I've come to understand that even if I'd been born free, I'd have longed to be a slave anyway. My greatest desire, my innermost need, has always been to serve others, and I will continue to do so until my death.

	I'm always available for anyone who needs me, whether to answer a question or just talk about anything at all. Trainers and the Owners who have sent their property here for training regularly consult with me, and the girls - particularly those new to slavery - often inundate me with questions, concerns, and their fears. So many of these young girls enter slavery completely naive, even those who do so voluntarily, and have so many insecurities and emotional issues. It's important for their well-being that they have someone they can talk to, a friend. They know that I never talk to staff about anything they tell me, unless I believe they are in danger of harming themselves. All slaves go through rough times, and for the young ones - the teens and twenty-somethings in particular - the roughest seems to be when they realize that they can no longer expect those things they took for granted - the right to wear clothes, to say ‘no,' to be free from hunger and discomfort, to do whatever they want. When the reality hits that they are nothing but property, to be used and disposed of as their Owners deem fit, that's when they need me. Thankfully, there is now a process for evaluating prospective slave girls, so the mentally deficient or emotionally damaged seldom end up as voluntary submissions. I believe it's better this way, because the best slaves are emotionally strong. We have to be, to survive with our sanity intact. To do otherwise would be a disservice to those who own us. The involuntaries are a different story, but I don't usually spend much time with them, anyway. They're not usually suitable for training, anyway, so spend their time in labor facilities where they tend fields, build roads, and the like. Those we do get are given to the victims of their crimes, and are often treated very harshly. Sometimes, though, I find one who is one of those "diamonds in the rough," who is truly suited for slavery. Sometimes, after talking to them and gaining their trust, I even discover they committed their crimes intentionally in order to become the slave of the person to whom they were given. These girls I try to provide particular guidance to, but with the majority of the involuntaries, my attitude is, "You're a slave now. Deal with it." Master comes back to visit me every few months.  He's a pretty imaginative lover, and I'm pleased to report that he still seems to enjoy the services I can provide in that area. We don't spend much time being intimate in that way, though.  We often just walk and talk.  I showed him where the field was that I plowed, the creek where I used to bathe, the room where I was first raped. I took him to the kennel, which is now a museum exhibit. Nobody lives there now; the "slaves" inside are just plastic mannequins. I still go inside and change the straw when it needs it though.  It feels good, but I can get melancholy when I think about those days. Sometimes I just sit outside and stare at nothing, but whenever anyone needs an ear to listen or a shoulder to cry on, I'm there for them. That's the most important thing for me right now, to be useful to others, to help others, to serve. I truly believe that today I am providing a greater service, being of more value to more people, than at any time in my life.

	I am 73 years old, and my life...my reason for being...has been fulfilled. Thank you for listening to my story.

	 

	
My Life in Prison

	Provided By: BDSM Library
www.bdsmlibrary.com 


Synopsis: A convict narrates a synopsis of his experiences in prison, with most of the incidents centering on - you guessed it - sex.

	My Life in Prison

	I read something on one of these porn story sites written by some broad who supposedly knows what prison is like, because she allegedly works in one. What a crock of shit! Even if she really is a screw, she don't know shit. In the vernacular of the fucking cops, she "does her eight and hits the gate," just like the rest of them. On the other hand, I do know what goes on in prison. I lived it, 24/7 for almost 20 years, unlike those pussies who swagger around in their dumb-ass wannabe-cop uniforms. My story is abso-fucking-lutely true.

	Yeah, I was scared when I got sent to prison the first time. Don't let anyone bullshit you, going to prison is scary as fuck. At least I'd been in a few jails, but some of those kids, I just knew they were prime fuckmeat and would be someone's punk in less than a week. I won't tell you where I was; you can imagine it's your state's penitentiary if you want, or some shithole in Turkey. I don't give a crap. And, yeah, I got my ass reamed when I was a fish. It happens to everyone. It took six of them, though, and three of the assholes ended up in the infirmary. One died, but nobody ever, ever tried to fuck with me after that. I got 60 days in the hole, but the DA didn't feel like prosecuting convict- on-convict violence. Most don't, so a lot of shit goes on in prison that never gets known outside the walls. That might change now that there's a new federal law about prison rape, but I could give a shit less. I've been out on the streets a while now, burned my number two years ago. But more about prison.

	The bullshit about having to be in a gang to survive, is just that - bullshit. At least it was when I did my time; maybe it's different now, or maybe it was just the joint I was in. In my day, there were just two gangs - the cops, and the cons. That's the way it should be, too. We did our own time. Nobody snitched, ever, unless they wanted to be real dead, real fast. From what I hear today, all they have in prisons are fucking snitches. Fuck snitches. Prison just isn't the same; I heard the fucking screws even call the inmates "Mister" and their last name. There aren't any convicts left, they're all inmates or - even worse - "clients." Fuck, like the warden is some kind of fucking used car salesman or something. In my day, if a screw called me "Asshole," I figured he was being nice.

	You could get whatever you wanted in prison, for a price. Booze, drugs, guns, even pussy, if you knew how. I knew how. I ran a pretty good business for a while, thanks to my job in the kitchen. Yeast was the big thing, and so damned easy to smuggle out. I used tostuff it inside the liner of my ball cap and just carry it out that way. I got patted down all the time, but they never caught me. Why yeast? It's the best thing to use when making hootch. That's home brew, for the uninitiated. The faggots in California joints call it pruno, for some reason. I guess they get prunes to keep their shitters clean so their butt-buddy's cock doesn't get all nasty. Anyway, hootch...fruit juice and yeast, in a trash bag. If you don't have juice, just cut up some fruit and add water. Hide it someplace warm and leave it for a week or two...and voila! Oh, it tasted like crap, but damn could you get a buzz from it! One time a stash I had brewing was found, and when they tested it, it was 160 proof - damned near straight alcohol! I made sure word got around, and pretty soon, my stuff was selling at a premium. Drugs weren't much of a problem, either. The trick was to make sure you weren't caught, because it could mean street charges. The easiest way was to find some scared punk - preferably one with a young wife at home - and threaten to fuck him up really bad if his bitch doesn't bring the shit in. It was so easy. Wifey gets a phone number to call, and is told to make a pickup at a certain place and time. She gets it already packaged in balloons. How she gets it in is her fucking problem; must usually just stuff it down the bra or inside the panties; once in a while someone will actually shove it up her cunt, though. Sometime during the visit, she goes to the restroom and puts the balloons in her mouth, then passes them to hubby during a kiss. He swallows them, and a couple of days later, shits them out. Joints where they have conjugal visits make it much easier. One bitch we used as a mule, they crammed her full of drugs. Cigar tubes full of cocaine up her ass, so many that she waddled when she walked and so many balloons up her twat that she looked six months pregnant. The bitch brought in nearly $100,000 worth in just one trip; not only that, but she wasn't even the dude's old lady. She was some slut his buddies rented for him, and sent in with phony ID. He spent the whole weekend fucking her in the trailers, and even managed to whore her out to a couple of other cons. Fucking screws are so lazy, they didn't even notice.

	Now, getting pussy is a bit harder. Some of it comes from the do-gooders who come in preaching the Word to us. Most of them don't have a clue, and can't figure it out when they're being gamed. Playing them like a hooked fish is more fun, but I've been known to simply threaten them, too. The younger they are, the more they seem to respond to that. Stupid cunts.

	I remember this one bitch - she was with one of those idiotic Christian groups that sings and dances while trying to "save" us poor, unwashed convicts. They think all we need is to "know God," and our lives will somehow be better. What crap. Like God is going to get me a decent meal or a soft bed to sleep on? All I need to make my life better is some good weed, a six pack, and a wet, horny bitch with her legs spread.  Maybe a t- bone steak, too.

	Anyway, this church bitch, she couldn't have been 19 years old. Cute, a real cock-lifter. Blue eyes, blonde hair that stopped just at her shoulders, full lips. Who really gives a crap about that, though? It was her knockers that I noticed. Huge, like she was deformed or something. She probably weighed 100 pounds soaking wet, but I'll be half that was tit flesh, and it was all real. I knew when I saw her that I was going to fuck her, and it was so easy to set up.

	I arranged for a little disturbance to break out during their performance. Big Tits, as I'd nicknamed her, wasn't on stage at the time, but sitting in the front row. A fight broke out and the screws were distracted by it. As the bitch's group ran for it, I grabbed her from behind and carried her, screaming, into one of the dressing rooms behind the stage. There was so much noise that nobody heard her. I just threw her over a table, ripped off the granny panties covering her juicy cunt, and slammed into her. For a religious bitch, I was surprised how quickly she juiced up. She was so tight it hurt my dick at first, but it had been a long time since I'd had virgin pussy. Yeah, the bitch was a virgin, but I took care of that in about two seconds. It had been a while for me, so it didn't take long for me to dump my load; she came, screaming, when I did. I pulled out and made her suck me clean and then lick my asshole before letting her rejoin her group. "Next time you come here, cunt," I told her as I left the room, "make sure you aren't wearing panties or a bra, and I don't want to see any hair on that fuck hole next time."

	I knew she'd come back. She did, four times, and always obeyed my instructions. I can still see that bald pussy of hers, all puffy and wet. The last time she visited , my buddies and I did a number on her. She pulled a train. While everyone else in her group was singing, she was squealing and squirming while we took turns with her. I rented her to fifty guys that afternoon, a carton of smokes each, any hole they wanted. She left that day barely able to walk, her ass full of cum, one of her own tampons crammed up there to hold it all in. She never came back for another visit, but the next time her group came in, someone said the cunt had a swollen belly, and a few months later, I heard she'd whelped some half-breed black brat.

	My number one piece of ass was one of the guards, though. Yeah, they let bitches work in male prisons. Equal opportunity, I suppose. Probably a lawsuit from some pervert male guard who wanted a chance to fuck women prisoners, or maybe he was just a pussy who was afraid of convicts. Whatever the reason, no matter to me. All I know is I had the chance to get laid on a regular basis.

	My first mark was this dumb brunette bitch, about 40, divorced, and with very obvious low self-esteem.  A bit overweight, short, and unhappy. She was a bitch, too. Nobody liked her, not even the other guards. Usually, you'd find them stopping by the housing unit to chat, but not when she was there. She was frumpy and grumpy all at the same time. Like perpetual PMS. Just what I needed.

	Nobody wanted to talk to her, so I took a chance and became the janitor responsible for the office. She worked the evening shift, so things were pretty quiet, and she was usually the only cop there at the time. So I'd go in and clean the office, making small talk at first, but after a few months, actually sitting down with her and chatting. Long story made short - this took over a year, actually - and she started sharing stuff from her lunch with me. Candy bars, a pop, a smoke here and there. I got her to bring me in some hardcore porn once, and after a week of jacking off to the photos, finally told her it was a shame all I had was pictures. I fucked her for the very first time that night.

	It wasn't anything special, that first fuck. She just pulled her uniform pants down and I slid inside her. She was sopping wet, so wet that I could hardly feel her cunt lips sucking at my dick. I stroked in and out maybe a dozen times before telling her this wasn't going to work. I told her to pull up her pants - the first time I'd actually told her to do anything - and then had her kneel on the floor and suck me off. I could tell she'd never tasted pussy-soaked cock before, but she gave damned good head. When I finished, I told her to bring a vibrator the next night; I wanted to watch her cum. I made her come into my cell after lockdown, strip and give a show for me and my cellie. I stopped her from cumming, then cuffed her to my bunk with her own handcuffs while I tattooed "Property of Rocco" on her fat ass. Then we double-fucked her, my cellie taking her sloppy cunt while I broke her asshole in.

	I pretty much fucked the bitch every day from then until she got caught. She was a good little whore, bringing me in all kinds of shit from a cell phone to drugs and beer. I even ran a panty rental service; the slut would stuff her panties up her cunt while she diddled herself, and after she was done I'd rent them out to the guys. The next day, she'd get to wear her old panties on her way out, crusted with the cum of all the inmates who jerked off on them. She finally got caught, though, about three years after I first started fucking her. The Captain came through while she was sucking off some guy I'd rented her mouth to. I don't even remember the con's name, but he knew to keep his fucking mouth shut, and took his 90 days in the hole like a man. She ended up with a five year prison sentence herself, and from what I'm hearing out of the broad's joint on the other side of town, she's learned to be quite a cunt-lapper.

	The best piece of ass I had, though, and the most regular, was actually the wife of one of the guards. He was a stupid fuck, and it was easy to set him up. Once I had him, I explained that he'd be bringing his wife in to fuck me, or he'd end up some gang- bangers punk. Oh, she was a sweet piece, just 25 years old, with that magnolia glow and southern accent that only the finest bitches in Georgia have. She was mine for five years, every Saturday like clockwork. I even made her stop fucking her old man, telling them her cunt and asshole were mine, but if he wanted a blow job from her, all he had to do was ask me. He refused for nearly six months, finally breaking down and begging me to let his wife suck him off. I handed him a note, and told him to have his wife bring it back to me at our regular date. Then I told him it would cost him a pack of cigarettes, in advance. Oh, fuck, the look on that dipwad's face was hilarious! They both knew, though, if I even thought she'd been giving him anything without my permission, I'd fuck them both up permanently. About a year before the fuckwad killed himself, I was thumbing through his wallet when I discovered he and the bitch had a couple of kids he'd never mentioned to me. Two girls, twelve and fifteen at the time. Now, I'm no Chester, but these young bitches were fine, with a capital F. Golden hair like their mama, the oldest one with a nice rack on her chest. I told the dipshit that I expected them to be brought to wherever my work crew was the following week. Yeah, these dumb fucks actually had us working outside the walls, doing all sorts of shit from picking up trash to clearing trails up in the mountains. Anyway, I told fuckwad to make sure he was one of the guards accompanying us, and to have wifey and the girls waiting. He just nodded his head slowly, not even bothering to beg or cry this time. What a fucking pussy he was!

	So the following Tuesday, he takes four of us up to this remote cabin - I think it was a place the park rangers used during the summer - which we're supposed to be renovating. Since there were only four of us convicts, he was the only guard. We all smiled knowingly, dicks hardening with each passing mile. These were my buddies, and I didn't even charge them for this one.

	There was nobody at the cabin when we arrived, and I was pissed. Fuckwad mumbled something about his wife saying she couldn't do it, but I didn't hear all of what he was trying to say. By that time, my fist had caused a bit of tissue damage to his face, and he was having troubles talking coherently. After my buddies finished his beating, we stripped him naked and bound him to a wooden kitchen chair, using a pack of flex-cuffs we found in the glove box of the van. The dumbass brought a cell phone, too, so I quickly placed a phone call to Mrs. Fuckwad and explained to her the consequences if she and the baby cunts weren't here in exactly one hour, ready to play. I think it was the background noise that did it for her, though. Fuckwad screamed for her to do what she was told, because Frank was running a razor blade up and down his pathetic little pecker. She finally agreed once we threatened to neuter her hubby if she didn't show.

	Okay, now I know you're probably sitting at home playing with your dick or whatever, thinking something like, "Hey, this is a pretty good story, but it's all bullshit." After all, why shouldn't hardened convicts like us just get the hell gone? I mean, it wasn't like fuckwad was going to keep us from escaping or anything. Well, let me clue you in on something. Escaping just ain't smart. Unless you got lots of bread and can get to some jerkwater country like Somalia or North Fucking Africa, you're fucked. They're gonna catch you. Besides, me and my buds only had a little time left before we burned our numbers. I was gonna be a free man in a few weeks, and the Frank was right behind me. I had plans, too. I was gonna make it big, living off the fuckwad and having his wife and kids turn tricks for anyone with a few bucks.

	Since we had an hour to waste, fuckwad got a quick lesson in cock-sucking. Up to that point, I'd threatened to use him like the punk he was, but hadn't done so. It was so fun watching him gag and choke when we each shoved our cocks down his throat. We just played with him, though, and never actually let him taste our cum. No, that reward was reserved for his wife and the brats. We had plans for his ass, too, but more about that later.

	So the three cunts show up, and what a set of lookers they were. Even better than in the picture. Mama knew she wasn't allowed to wear anything but a dress and sandals, and that's exactly what she wore. No bra or panties, no hose, just bare skin under that dress. The younger cunts were a different story. After I backhanded mama across the face for being so stupid, I told her that the brats should have been dressed just like their slut mama. Instead, they were both wearing tight jeans and tennis shoes, the little one with a yellow tee shirt, and her older sister a checkered men's shirt. Both of them were wearing bras, too, which really pissed me off. I took my anger out on mama, ripping her dress off and making her kneel down on all fours like a bitch dog, her fat cunt lips flapping in the breeze.

	"What are you, cunt?" I demanded.

	"A whore," she answered, sobbing.

	Aw, fuck this dialog shit. I mean, how many different ways can you say, "she said." I'll just describe the scenes to you.

	Anyway, there was the mama bitch, naked as a jaybird, with her ass pointed right at the brats' faces, saying how she loved to take convict cock up her ass, in her cunt, in her mouth, anywhere any convict wanted to put it. How she pays me $100 every time she comes to the prison for her weekly servicing, and how I rent her scuzzy ass out for a few cigarettes to the other prisoners. How she loved black and Hispanic cock, and how badly she wanted some convict to knock her up. I had her tell how her husband's tiny dick never gave her any pleasure, and even say to the girls that he wasn't really their father (even though, as far as I could tell, he was). Then I had her demonstrate cock sucking for the girls, making her lick Mick's hairy balls and take Jimmy's cock all the way down her throat until he exploded in her gullet. I had her suck Johnnie's ass for good measure, then I showed the girls how their mama squeals when she's being butt- fucked. Oh, God, how hanks of her hair made for great reins; every time I thrust in, I pulled back on her hair, enjoying the little squeaking noises she made. When I finally came in her ass, I made her scoop my cum out with her fingers and spread it on her face. During it all, the older cunt just sat there and cried; knowing it wouldn't be very long before she'd be experiencing the same thing as her mama. The younger cunt seemed to not be able to take her eyes off what was happening. Jimmy told me later that she kept touching herself while mama was being raped, only stopping to move her hand away when she noticed him watching.

	Now, I know about mama bears and how protective they can be, and I figured a bare mama isn't much different than a mama bear, you know? So I had Mick and Jimmy tie the bitch to a tree while we broke in her rugrats. I let Frank and Jimmy have the older bitch first. I knew fuckwad was a peckerwood bigot, and figured having Jimmy's fat black dick take his daughter's cherry would do him a world of good.

	We made Stephanie - the older of the two little cunts - do a strip for us. I'd read somewhere that to humiliate a man, you strip his clothes off him, but for a woman to be forced to take her own clothes off is even more degrading for them. You may find that fact strange, but I read it in a psych book in the library. You'd be surprised what you can learn when you have nothing but time to do. So we made Stuff-my-cunt - the name we'd given her - do a slow strip tease for us, removing every bit of clothing one piece at a time as we ordered her to. Hell, I even made her drop her jeans and little blue pastel panties first, knowing that having that furry cunt of hers exposed first would just humiliate her that much more. She danced around with her pants around her knees for nearly ten minutes while we had her rip her blouse open, popping the buttons loose all over the ground. Once her bra was off, we had her roll those little pink nipples between her fingers until they were hard, then made her face away from us with her legs spread and bend over to untie her shoes. As soon as her pants were off, Jimmy threw her forward onto the ground and fucked her doggy-style, just feet from her mama and daddy. I didn't pay much attention to that, though; my eyes were on the younger bitch.

	I moved over towards her and took her face in my hands, giving her a long, sloppy kiss. I wasn't all that surprised when her tongue started wrestling with mine, or that she started to wiggle towards me when my palm covered the visibly damp crotch of her jeans. Damn, this one was hot, I thought. Do you have any idea how wet a bitch has to be to soak through denim jeans?

	"Please make me," I heard her whimper. "Please make it hurt." Now, how could I ignore a request like that? Of course I was going to make it hurt! The original plan had been to gang-fuck the older girl while her parents watched, then rape the shit out of the little one. Well, plans change, I thought as I glanced over to see my buddies doing a number on Stuff-my-cunt - Jimmy underneath her now, still raping her cunt; Mick cramming his short, thick dick up her ass; and Frank's cock busy thrusting in and out of her mouth. They'd be busy for a while; the plan was to work their way around from cunt to ass, each finishing up in her mouth. After all, ass-to-mouth is essential for a successful whore.

	But back to my little bitch, who was squirming against my hand so hard I thought she was going to break my wrist. I grabbed her long, silky blonde hair and pulled her head back, exposing her neck to my mouth. I bent down and bit her shoulder, right were it meets the left side of her neck, eliciting a loud, deep moan of pleasure. I felt her legs spasm as an explosive orgasm washed over her. I found out later that it was the first time she'd cum so hard, or by some other manner than her own fingers. Enough foreplay, I thought; this one doesn't need to be humiliated, she wants it. So do I, I said to myself, just reaching down and ripping her pastel flowered blouse apart. She wasn't wearing a bra, something I'd noticed earlier; her budding breasts sported hard, erect nipples just begging to be sucked and bitten. Of course, I was quite eager to abide.

	The little slut couldn't get her pants down quickly enough. While I nipped and suckled at her hard little nipplets (I couldn't bring myself to consider them nipples yet), she struggled with the snaps and zipper on her jeans, wiggling her ass to pull them down as quickly as possible. I wasn't surprised to see that her snatch was a smaller, younger version of the old bitch's. Totally hairless - it had to be from shaving, because she already had tits - but with a single difference. The little slut's clit was pierced, sporting a tiny gold ring with a little blue gem of some sort shining in the sunlight. "What's this, slut?" I whispered, grabbing the ring with my thumb and forefinger, tugging on it slightly.

	"I got my clit pierced," she groaned while I made like it was a rubber band.

	"Do your parents know, slut?" I already knew the answer.

	"Fuck, no," she whispered. "They're like, prudes." She smiled up at me and continued. "You're supposed to be 18 or have a parent's permission, but the guy at the mall couldn't turn down a blow job."

	"So you really are a slut, then. Actually, a whore, because you traded sex for something you wanted."

	"Only a blow job, sir," she replied. "I've sucked off maybe five guys, and given about as many hand jobs. I've never fucked anyone. Yet," she said, hesitating. "You're going to change that, though, aren't you?" She looked up at me expectantly.

	"I guarantee you won't be a virgin when you leave here, but I won't be the one to take it. Your daddy will," I told her. "Go crawl over to your daddy and suck his dick," I ordered. She hesitated only long enough for me to raise my right hand as if to smack her before she dropped to her hands and knees and began crawling. Oh, God, the way her little white ass wiggled, with her bald little swollen cunt peeking out nearly made me cum in my pants.

	Dickweed looked pathetic with his wife's panties sticking out of his mouth, his eyes wide in fear as his own daughter crawled between his naked thighs. She took his blood- streaked cock gently in her diminutive hand and carefully stuck her tongue out, licking at the cuts left there by my friend's knife. She giggled when he began to respond, looking over her shoulder at me, my grin prodding her on. She opened her lips and slowly lowered her mouth over the head of her daddy's dick, eliciting a moan from his lips. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back as she sucked it into her mouth.

	"Open those eyes and watch your slut daughter suck you, fuckhead!" I ordered, giving him a backhand for good measure. "I don't want you fantasizing it's one of your faggot boyfriends. I want you to see it's your own slutty brat getting you ready to take her cherry!"

	"What!" That got his attention. "No, you can't..."

	"The fuck I can't, faggot. The bitch is going to get you hard, then she's going to lower that wet, hungry hole of hers over your dick and fuck you until you cum inside her slutty body. Unless you'd rather I give her to Jimmy over there? I'm sure he'd just love to rip her open." The dickhead glanced over at my pal, now standing behind the older daughter's upraised ass, his fat, long dick dripping pre-cum. Jimmy really would rip the baby bitch open, I thought, and that would be a pity. A real shame to ruin a nice, tight pussy that way.

	"I - I'll do it," he said with resignation.

	"I know you will," I said with an evil grin, then I lowered my face to his ear and whispered softly. "I know it's not the way you like it; after all, it's not some faggot's hairy ass, but your own slut daughter's virgin cunt you'll be plowing into. Who knows, maybe it'll turn you straight to have a nice, sweet piece like her?" I'd never seen a man blush before. Maybe I'd hit on something? Could he really be a closet faggot, or maybe just a pedophile? I noticed he got rock hard, though, so something was up.

	"Okay, slut, enough," I said, pulling her off her daddy's cock. "Now it's time for him to return the favor. Climb up on the chair and have daddy give you a moustache ride!"

	I lifted the squirming girl up so her feet were on the sides of her daddy's thighs, then pushed her sweet little hairless pussy right onto his mouth. The fuckhead knew better than to disobey; his lips were open and his tongue straining out before she even got her wet cunt within range. It was so funny to see him like that, so I even held her back a few seconds, watching him struggle to taste her sweet nectar. I finally pushed the little slut forward, watching her eyes roll back as her daddy's tongue lapped the length of her slit.

	"Never had your pussy eaten, have you?" I whispered into her ear.

	"Ugh...no, sir," she answered with a gasp. "It feels so...so nice! Lick harder, daddy!“

	she screamed, grabbing his head and grinding her virgin pussy into his face. "Oh, Gawd!"  The little bitch clamped her thighs down on her daddy's head, throwing her head back in rapture as the first orgasm was forced out of her. I watched intently as her naked body shivered, leaving the dickweed with a thin sheen of girl cum smeared over her face.

	"Time to lose that cherry," I told her, lifting her off without enough time to even come to full awareness. I called Mick over to support her limp body while I carefully spread her cunt lips around the tip of daddy's stiffy.

	"Push!" I yelled, and Mick shoved the slut straight down, peckerwood's cock to rip through the twelve year old's cherry like a knife through butter. Boy, did that wake her up! First she screamed, then as everything started to cream up, the little bitch started bouncing up and down on her daddy's dick like a basketball being dribbled. Her daddy even got into the act, grabbing her little titties in his hands, twisting and squeezing them like little baby melons.

	Anyway, I won't go into the details of their incestuous coupling - how's that for a couple of educated words - but once daddy finally spurted inside his baby, we carried her over to where mama bitch was now splayed out on the ground. Frank and Jimmy figured it might to good to keep her out of the action, so they used stuff they found in the shed and tied her arms and legs to some stakes they'd pounded into the ground. Still, I had to hold her head still while her baby's bloody, cum-filled gash was lowered right onto her mouth.

	"Suck that nasty cunt clean, bitch!" Mick told her. "We're gonna all take turns with the brats, and you get to clean them out when we're done!" Even with the humiliation she'd been forced to endure already, this act really broke her. I could see it in her eyes that she was going to do whatever we wanted from then on.

	So we took turns fucking the girls. They were both pretty decent lays, but that little bitch really got to me. Her cunt was like a vacuum cleaner, the way it sucked and gnawed at my cock. I'd already cum in each of the girls once, but was getting ready to devirginize her asshole when it hit me. I didn't even know the little slut's name, so I asked her.

	"Candi," she replied. "My name is Candi, but one of the boys at school called me 'Cunty' the other day, and I nearly creamed right there in the hallway."

	"Cunty it is, then," I said, lining up my dick at her puckered brownie.

	Anyway, that was about it. An hour or so later, we untied the peckerhead and let mama and her two brats drive off while we headed back to the prison. Mama kept coming back each week for her regular servicing, and peckerhead would bring me in a pack of smokes whenever he wanted a quick suck from his wife. The brats were too young to visit, but I made parole six months later, so it didn't really matter. When the dickweed found out I'd be whoring out his wife and kids, he blew his brains out.

	I never had a problem with mama or the baby cunt. Mama was totally broken, and her youngest daughter ate the shit up like candy. It didn't matter what I had her do, she was always eager and willing. I even took her down to Tijuana and had her do one of those dog shows once. The owner of the club offered to buy her from me on the spot, but I still had a warm spot in my heart (not to mention a hard lump in my pants) for her. Besides, between her and mama, the least they've earned for me in a week was four grand, and that was only because mama had some sort of cunt rash. It's a pretty good arrangement for them; they do what I say, and I let them live.

	Stuff-my-cunt was a different story. She continued to be a rebellious little bitch, and I finally got tired of her bullshit. I ended up selling her to a pimp who knew how to beat unwilling girls into submission. He filled her with drugs and put her to work down in New Orleans, far enough away from everything she knew that she finally accepted that peddling her ass to businessmen was her lot in life.

	Anyway, the whole point of this story is that prison is what you make of it...and I made plenty. If you're on your way to the joint, don't believe half the bullshit you hear. Just keep your ears and eyes open, do your own time, and wait until opportunity comes knocking.
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Synopsis: A lifelong slave/wife is displaced in her husband's bed by her daughter, who is expected to continue a family tradition. There's really no actual sex here, but I hope you enjoy it anyway.

	Retiring the Wife

	Carol stood silently at the open door to her husband's den, waiting for him to acknowledge her presence. Dressed only in her threadbare, faded cotton dress, she stared downward, the streaks of mascara from her silent tears only partially obscured by the stringy, tangled dirty blonde hair falling over her face.

	Carol absent-mindedly studied the position of her feet, ensuring they were exactly shoulder-width apart and that tips of her toes were aligned with, but not touching, the threshold between the highly polished hardwood hall floor and the deep, plush carpet of her husband's den. She'd never seen carpet so thick and luxurious, and wondered what it would feel like under her bare feet. A useless thought, she knew; this was one room in the entire house she was forbidden to enter, not even to clean it. Her husband had a maid - a free woman who did so for money - to take care of that.

	"What is it?" her husband demanded, not even looking up from his computer screen.

	"Sir, my period has started," Carol sobbed, no longer caring about the streaks in mascara. She'd not be wearing makeup after today, anyway.

	"Fine," was the terse response. "Get your things moved and get her ready for me."

	"Yes, Sir," she responded automatically at the command, bowing her head submissively before backing away from the door. Carols's husband heard the loud sobs as the tears flowed freely now, unhampered by the dread of having had made the announcement.

	While her husband returned to his work, Carol slowly trudged down to the end of the hall, still crying softly as she opened a door and entered what she always thought of as "the girl's" part of the house. She instinctively removed her dress and let it drop on the floor. Clothing, such as it was, was not permitted to be worn by females in this part of the house.

	Unlike the rest of the residence, this area was never seen by anyone, not even the guests at her husband's frequent parties. Even her husband rarely ventured past the heavy, ornate door; she could count on one hand the number of times he'd visited this part of the house in the fifteen years they'd lived here.

	The appearance of this wing of the house seemed more suited to a sharecropper's shanty than the mansion in which it was situated. Bare, untreated floors that had not seen as much as a broom in nearly two years, and dingy walls that hadn't been painted in longer than Carol had been alive were only the beginning. The entire wing was not only unheated, but unventilated, the windows permanently welded shut and shuttered over from the inside. From the outside, pastel colored draperies hung behind the glass panes, hiding the heavy metal covers from view. The air was permeated with the smell of dirty, urine, and unwashed, well-used female bodies.

	She glanced at her daughter, sleeping restlessly on the homemade mattress, their only semblance of furniture they had. Made from old, second-hand blankets and filled with crumpled newspaper, straw, animal hair and whatever else Carol had been able to scrounge, it had been their only bed since her daughter's birth. She saw with little real interest the evidence of the abuse her daughter had received the night before: dried semen between her thighs, welts across her belly and tits from a whip or belt, and a large bruise on the side of her face, apparently from someone's fist. Carol glanced upward, noticing the blinking red light on the security camera firmly affixed to the ceiling, reminding herself that her husband could be watching at that very moment, and even if he wasn't, the recorder was cataloging her every movement. Taking another look around, her eyes focused on the bathroom entrance, examining the screw holes where hinges had once held a door. Mildew grew unhampered along the dirty tile walls and under the peeling linoleum floor. On one wall, a filthy open shower stall, with an ancient garden hose attached to the spigot. A thick black ring ran around the inside of the seatless toilet. The bowl was empty, Carol realized; Tina must have flushed it recently. She'd have to find out exactly when; they were only allowed to flush their shared toilet once each day. Carol wondered when she would next be permitted to disinfect the bathroom; the last time was nearly a year ago. A bout of illness affected both females, rendering them useless to their Owner. He'd had to resort to hiring a slut to tend to his needs. After Carol had become well, she'd been rented to a pimp, so she could earn back what her Owner had needlessly spent on the temporary replacement. Then it struck her, and the tears began anew.  She always knew this day would come, but the implications never really hit home. until now - her first menstrual period after her thirtieth birthday.  She was to be displaced in her husband's bed by her own daughter, just as she had done to her own mother over 16 years before. While she would continue to feel the oftentimes painful bliss of sex, it would never again be with the man to whom she was wed.  It wasn't that she would suffer from a lack of sex; the truth, in fact, would probably be just the opposite. Her husband would undoubtedly loan, and probably even rent, her body to friends, colleagues, acquaintances and even total strangers. She'd probably end up getting used more now than ever in her life. At least that was the way it was for her own mother; a seemingly endless round of orgies and abuse sessions, until she was finally sold to a breeder.

	Sold. That would happen to Carol, too, but not for some time. Tina's baby girl had to be born first. She might end up as a wealthy person's housemaid, or maybe a sex slave in some Asian brothel. Neither of these most hopeful of options were likely, however. There was little demand for 40-something sex slaves. People who could afford such luxuries usually preferred young slaves, without stretch marks and saggy tits. She knew she'd probably end up in a BDSM brothel, or at best, a labor slave somewhere, probably doing the backbreaking harvesting migrant workers once performed. And when she was deemed unfit for even that work...well, her organs might still be worth something.   Whatever happens, will happen, Carol thought silently, wiping the tears from her cheeks. Just like the rest of her life, she had no control over the future. Right now, she had a job to do, and she needed to maintain some semblance of control.

	"Tina?" she whispered quietly, looking down at her 14 year old daughter laying exhausted on the filthy mattress. "It's time. You need to get yourself ready."

	"Mama?" the young girl looked at her inquisitively for a moment before she understood. "Oh, Mama!" she cried, painfully raising her body from the floor and reaching to embrace her mother.

	"It'll be all right, little one," Carol whispered, using the same diminutive as her own mother did, under the same circumstances nearly 17 years earlier. "Your life is going to change now. You're the woman of the house." The tears flowed freely from both females now. "He really is a good man; just do your best to please him."

	"Oh, Mama," the younger girl wailed, "I can't do this!"

	"Yes, you can, and you will!" the older woman said, grabbing her daughter forcefully by the shoulders. "You can and you will, just like I had to, and just like your own daughter will when her time comes!'

	"But I'm not ready!" the girl complained, crying so forcefully that her words were barely understandable.

	"Yes, you are, Tina. You're as ready...more ready...than I was. Look at me!" she demanded when her daughter tried to cover her face.  The girl looked up into her mother's eyes.

	"How long have men been fucking you?" she asked pointedly. Women in this household weren't permitted to talk about sex in anything but the most obscenely graphic terms.

	"I was eleven, Mama. You know that. You licked me until I was wet, guided Daddy's cock into me, and then watched while I cleaned it off with my mouth when he was done."

	"And you've been sucking cocks yourself since you were what, eight years old?"

	"Yes, Mama," Tina answered, for some unknown reason finding the admission of this simple statement of fact embarrassing.

	"And since then, how many times have boys and men used you?"

	"I don't know, Mama. Maybe a couple of hundred. There were eight just last night, Mama." Carol looked down at her daughter's bruised, cum-covered body and nodded her head.

	"Don't you think it would be easier to please one man, to know what he likes and doesn't like, rather than having to figure out someone new every time? Or a group, like last night?"

	"Yes, Mama, I suppose," she replied, wiping the back of her hand under her nose.

	"Think about it, sweetheart," Carol implored. "You've always been obedient, but sometimes obedience isn't enough. Sometimes a man just expects you to do what he wants, without having to tell you. Take my word for it, it's much easier to have just one person to figure out. Lord knows, I was beaten regularly back when I was doing orgies. So were you, from the looks of it?" her mother stated inquisitively.

	"Yes, Mama. Daddy rented me out to eight college guys yesterday afternoon. I accidently scraped my teeth across one's cock when his buddy started fucking me in the ass."

	"I take it they weren't pleased?" Carol grinned knowingly. They often joked after such incidents, but both knew the seriousness of making mistakes like that.

	"No, Mama, and neither was Father when he found out. The college guys beat me, but when Father saw the marks and asked me what happened, I had to tell. He gave them their money back, and then took me to The Club. They gave me to Ralphie, and said they're going to sell the video."

	"The Club" was a very exclusive facility catering to those into the BDSM lifestyle. "Ralphie" was the club's pig, 300 pounds of pile-driving, girl-fucking pork. Carol shuddered to think of Ralphie burrowing himself into her daughter's warm cunt, remembering the time she was forced to do the same thing for Ralphie's grandfather.

	"Well, you won't have to worry about being Ralphie's sow anymore, as long as you obey your father."

	"Yes, Mama," Tina cringed, "But he IS my father..."

	"Actually, sweetheart," Carol interrupted, "he's not, biologically," revealing the secret she'd kept all these years. "Your biological father was the man who raised me. You see, the same thing that is happening to you, happened to me. Just after my own mother's thirtieth birthday - I was only 13 - the same thing happened to her. She had her period, and I displaced her in my father's bed. Only just like you, he wasn't really my father. "

	"I don't understand this, Mama," Tina complained. "He's always been my father."

	"Don't worry, just listen. The man who raised me, when I was just 13 years old, took me to his bed. I didn't have the advantages you do, though. I was still a virgin, hadn't even seen a real cock. He tried for two years before he finally got me pregnant - with you. When I was seven months along, he sold me to the man you know as your father"

	"The same thing happened to your mama...and the same will happen to me?" Tina asked, wide-eyed.

	"Hopefully, it won't take so long, but yes. I was younger than you, and totally inexperienced. I had three miscarriages and a baby boy before I finally gave birth to you. My Mama had three boys to start, but she was only twelve. Once they're sure you're having a girl, you'll be sold. It's our lot in life, and eventually, the same thing will happen to your daughter. Someday you'll be explaining all this to her, just before the man she thinks of as her father gets her pregnant."

	"Oh, Mama! I never thought it would be so romantic! I knew Daddy would be fucking me, but I didn't know all this!" Tina almost swooned, as if it was a love story. "But what about you" she suddenly asked.

	"You're the woman of the house now," Carol replied. "I need to move my things to the basement." "Oh, Mama!" The tears started again in earnest, from both women.

	"It's okay, sweetheart. It's warm down there, and I have a blanket to sleep on. Besides, it's not like I'm going away, or that I'll be down there forever - just until your Father finds a husband to sell you to. Then he'll buy someone else to share his bed, and I'll get to move back upstairs to take care of the house. Now, you go out into the guest room and get yourself bathed. I'll be in later to help you get prettied up, after I'm finished moving."

	"The guest room, Mama? I get to use hot water?"

	"Yes, baby, and a towel. Nice soap and real shampoo, too, not the little leftover slivers of bar soap we get in here."

	"Oh, Mama!" Tina squealed excitedly, hugging her mother one more time before quickly scampering out the door, her naked feet padding down the hallway.

	Carol smiled at her daughter's excitement, then slowly turned to collect her meager things. An old hairbrush, the broken handle reminding her of how it had snapped while she was being beaten with it. The toothbrush she'd had for...what...four years? Its worn out bristles were used more often to scrub the kitchen floor than her teeth. Her diary, the one thing she could truly call her own, in which she recorded her innermost thoughts and fears. Hardly private, though, because her husband (and anyone else) had full access to it. The crude and obscene comments others had written in answer to her emotional words burned through her soul. The small bag of clothing, nothing more than rags that had been rescued from the trash, never washed, still smelling of the garbage they'd been set out with. She gathered these few belongings up and took a last look at the room she'd never again be permitted to enter. By most standards, it was a hell hole, but to Carol, it was her entire life.

	While Carol was moving her few belongings to the basement, Tina was luxuriating in only the second hot bath she'd enjoyed since infancy. Her normal method of bathing, permitted only twice per week, was with cold water from a garden hose, and only the tiniest bits of soap. Daily washing, when she dared, involved using water from the filthy toilet bowl in her quarters. The only other bath she remembered was the night her virginity was taken. Her mother had carefully prepared it, ensuring the water was neither too hot nor too cold, adding scented oils which created bubbles.  She was familiar with this bathroom, it being set aside specifically for preparation for "dates“

	arranged for herself and her mother, but except that one previous occasion, she'd never been permitted to use the tub. Tonight, though, she ran the tub full of steaming hot water, dumping in a generous amount of bath oil. Now she just laid back with her eyes closed, feeling the hot water and soft bubbles sting her abused flesh, warmth permeating every inch of her body. It had been so long since she'd truly been warm; perhaps four or five months, she thought, during the previous summer. Since the wet, cold winter weather had set in, she had remained chilled to the bone. Tina carefully rubbed her bruised thighs and breasts, feeling the dried semen, blood and feces from last night's rapes coming loose. Using the fresh bar of nicely scented soap, she lathered up a washcloth and gently gave her entire body a scrubbing.  The grime caked between her toes and on her soles, the dried fluids between her legs and the crack of her ass, the filth under her arms, all washed away. Next, the shampoo - again, something she'd used but once; her previous attempts at hair-washing having been restricted to the slivers of bar soap she'd been provided. She poured a capful out onto her hand, then began vigorously scrubbing it into her grimy, tangled scalp. She felt it tingle as the chemicals began to work, cleaning the greasy dirt and causing her hair to lighten several shades, to a nice, light blonde.

	As Tina was rinsing her hair, she noticed that the water had turned a dirty brown color, so she drained the tub. The bottom fo the tub was covered with dirt, and the recently pristine porcelain now displayed a large ring of grime where the water level had been. Tina turned the shower on, and finished rinsing off, washing out the tub as she did so. Once the dirt was rinsed away, she filled the tub again. A second scrubbing, concentrating this time on the nooks and crannies - behind her ears, between her toes, the crack of her ass, her still sore and swollen slit - and then more hot water, just to relax in. It was the first time ever she'd had no real time limit for bathing; at least, she'd not been given one. She knew better, however, than to spend too long in the tub, so quickly climbed out.

	A thick, soft towel - again, something she was normally not permitted to use - hung from towel bar. Unsure whether it was for her use or not, she hesitated before taking it. She was as sure as possible that it was meant for her use; the towel rack had always been empty on her previous visits to this room.

	Drying off, she then took a comb and brush to her hair, carefully loosening the snarls and tangles created since the last time she was permitted to brush. How long ago was that, she thought? A week? No, more like two. Just before her "date" with the lesbian, she remembered, shuddering at the memory of the beating she received that terrible night. It wasn't her fault...the bitch should have said something before she flooded the girl's mouth with piss!

	Finally, she started on the makeup. Six years of whoring for the man she knew has her father had taught her much, and she quickly camouflaged the bruises and weals on her body before tackling her face. She knew only two ways of making herself up: virginal and slut. Tonight, she assumed, her father wanted her to be a slut. She began with bright, red polish on her always-manicured fingernails. Even with the cleaning and scrubbing the two girls performed, their Owner insisted on perfectly manicured, unblemished fingernails. a heavy coat of mascara, carefully covering the bruised cheek, heavy eye shadow, eyeliner and a thick coat of glossy red lipstick. She remembered to rouge her nipples slightly, then spritzed herself with a heavy spray of cheap perfume - just the kind a street corner prostitute would wear, she thought.

	By the time Tina was finished, her mother had arrived with the clothing she was to wear tonight. Clothing was actually an exaggeration, as the outfit consisted of nothing but a red lace garter belt, red fishnet stockings, and bright red shoes with nine inch spiked heels. Tina hated these shoes because they were so uncomfortable, but she knew she wouldn't be spending much time on her feet. The only other things Carol brought were a collar, wrist bands and ankle restraints, all made of the same glossy red leather. Once fully attired, Tina looked like the consummate slutty slave whore. She looked in the mirror admiringly, not aware that any other female would be mortified. Her bare cunt -permanently denuded when she was just an infant - was displayed like a white welcome sign, framed by the red border of garter belt. Her nipples, the tips now daubed with lip gloss, shone like little beacons, staring at her, hardening even as she gazed at them. She could feel her slit responding, the moisture forming on her nether lips, while she slightly parted her legs, enjoying the feel of air on the bare lips. Her mother reached down, fondling her daughter's sex, making sure she was wet and ready.

	"It's time, sweetheart," her mother said quietly, a tear forming in the corner of her eye, leading her daughter back into the bedroom. Carol's husband walked in, his erect penis pointed towards the girl.

	"Go," he commanded, pointing to the door. "Hands and knees. You're no longer permitted to stand in this house," said.

	Carol obediently dropped to all fours, and slowly crawled out of the room. As she turned the corner to the basement steps, she heard her daughter cry out in ecstasy. Soon, a new baby girl would be on the way, a pregnant slut would be sold, and the cycle would continue.
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Synopsis: The story of a man who becomes a sissified slave to his stepdaughter, and how he got there Sissy Stepdad

	Chapter I

	 

	Daaadddeeeee!" the shrill voice of my stepdaughter called. "Get your sissy ass up here! I have a clean-up job for you!"

	 

	Shit. As if having to clean the house while wearing a red lace panty and bra set with six inch stiletto heels, and a butt plug shoved up my ass wasn't bad enough. I knew she was in her bedroom with some boy, and also knew exactly what the "clean-up job" would be. Just like all the other times. She'd just been laid, and I was going to lick the cum out of her pussy, and then suck her lover's cock clean. If I was lucky, that's all I'd end up doing. Fuck. Again. I climbed down from the step stool and laid the feather duster I had been using to clean the tops of the window sills down.

	 

	I struggled up the carpeted stairs, teetering precariously on the ridiculous heels. As humiliating as my situation was, I could feel my hairless cock straining within the confines of the tiny, hard plastic case locked around it. Perhaps, I thought, she might unlock it for a few moments and allow me to jack off, if I pleased her. At least, I hoped so. Probably not, though, since she wasn't exactly pleased to find stubble around my asshole arms during this morning's inspection. I could still feel the burning on my ass cheeks caused by the beating she gave me with my own belt, while I stood bent over with my legs apart, my lips on the inner rim of the toilet seat. She insisted that I remain hairless, except for my scalp, eyebrows and eyelashes. Entering her room, I stood in the doorway and curtsied, wincing when the cock cage whacked against my thigh. Then, kneeling, I addressed her.

	 

	"Yes, Miss?" I said, my eyes focused on the floor, submissively. "How may your sissy slave boy serve you?" I recited, already knowing the answer. My mixed-race stepdaughter - the product of an African-American father and an Asian mother - pointed to the creamy mess covering her curly black pubic hair and motioned me over with a perfectly manicured finger. I knew better than to hesitate, and immediately knelt at the foot of her bed, lowering my head between her muscular thighs. Sometimes she wanted me to work from the outside in, circling around and lapping at her thighs and belly on my way to her cum-filled snatch. This time, she just grabbed a handful of my long, recently permed and frosted hair - I'd not been permitted a haircut since she began dominating me - and shoved my face forcefully into the cum-clotted mess of her pubes.

	 

	Her latest boyfriend looked on in amusement. He couldn't have been more than sixteen; young and muscular, just like all the others. So many of the others. The only real difference was this one was blond; Stephanie's dates tended to be Black or Hispanic of late. He was naked, cum glistening on his still-turgid cock. Nine or ten inches, I quickly estimated. I doubted I'd be able to take it all in my mouth. I hadn't yet learned to deep throat, even after six months of humiliation at the hands of my stepdaughter and her suitors. He was probably inexperienced, too, so might cum quickly if I had to suck him off.

	"Is your slut any good?" he asked, taking a moment to flick his finger against the cage surrounding my cock, causing me to flinch. "Very cute, by the way," he laughed. "I think the look suits her." Except for my head, I was completely, permanently hairless. She said it would make the tattoos she had planned easier; so far, there was just one - the word "sissy whore" in lower case letters on my left ass cheek. Heavy mascara and bright red lipstick only made me look more hideous, I felt, but even that wasn't as bad as the professionally done finger and toe nails. Bright, florescent pink, with a single letter on each digit spelling out "panty slave." I could hide the tattoo with clothing; I could remove the makeup; but if I ever I went out in public - that hadn't happened yet, but would soon - everyone would be able to see my fingernails.

	"She's fair. I've been told she's a better cock sucker than a cunt lapper, but that's probably because she's a latent faggot, you know," she replied, pushing my head lower, towards her thighs, forcing me to lap up the fluids that had dripped there. She was referring to me as though I wasn't even a man. In a sense, I suppose she was correct. It had been so long since I'd felt like one, it didn't really matter. All I was now was whatever my stepdaughter wanted me to be.

	 

	"She's getting better, but she still makes mistakes," she continued. "Just last weekend, for example, she fell asleep while I had her servicing a few of my friends. I had to punish her for embarrassing me."

	 

	A few friends, hell, I thought to myself, not missing a beat with my tongue. Twenty-six couples, and before I even got to the first woman, I had to take each of the men up my ass or suck them off. Some wanted both; ass first, of course. Shit. Of course I was tired. I'd sucked and fucked for over six hours before my semen-covered face was shoved into that first sweaty, smelly, hairy cunt. My tongue gave out on the eighth pussy. My lips and tongue were so swollen by then that I could barely do anything with them. That didn't matter to Mistress, though. She beat me bloody, then still made me lick the rest of the women until they came on my face. The welts still hadn't healed.

	 

	"It seems your sissy has a hard-on, babe," he said. "Not that you'd really notice, though, huh? Tell me, slut, does it get any bigger?"

	 

	"Sir," I said, reciting the humiliating words Stephanie had imbedded into my brain, "The panty bitch's useless wee-wee never gets any longer than four inches, unlike your beautiful cock, sir. Sir, may I suck your cock, please? I love having a long, hard cock in my mouth," I recited with a faux tone of excitement in my voice. They were all lies, of course; I wasn't exactly well-endowed, but when hard, was a full eight inches long, and sucking cock was far from what I really wanted to do, ever. I hated the humiliation of being forced to suck cock even more than licking the fresh semen from my stepdaughter's cunt, but I knew from experience what Mistress Stephanie could do to me if I ever disobeyed.

	 

	"That's enough, slut," she suddenly said, roughly shoving me off the bed with a stocking-covered foot. "Go clean Bobby's cock. He's going to be late for class if you don't hurry up, and if he IS late, I'm going to let HIM take it out on your ass!"    

	I crawled across the carpeted floor to the young teenager and knelt at his feet.  Keeping my hands at my side, I took his drooping cock into my mouth, being careful to not touch it with my teeth. I knew Mistress would ask him if he felt my teeth, and if he said yes, I'd be beaten again. I could taste Mistress's cunt on his cock as it began to harden in my mouth. Shit. That was the last thing I wanted. Now I was probably going to have to suck him off, too. I was wrong, but that didn't make things any better. They quickly got worse for me.

	 

	"Don't cum in daddy's mouth, lover boy," she said, assuming a position on her hands and knees. "Once she gets you hard, climb up here and stick that beautiful tool of yours up my ass. She's never sucked cum out of my asshole before, and I want the slut to get a taste of it right now."

	 

	"Actually," he said with a leer, "I've never butt-fucked a faggot before. How about I just take the bitch in the ass? You and I can always fuck later."

	 

	"You know, I think she'd really like that. Yes, I think so," she commented, then turned towards me. "Get up here, bitch, and get that scummy tongue of yours to work. Get my asshole nice and clean."

	 

	Fuck, I thought, as I got up from my position at the foot of the bed, what else could happen? As I lowered my face to her ass, I felt strong hands on my ass, spreading my butt cheeks painfully.

	"She does have a cute ass," he commented offhandedly, shoving his thumb up my shitter. "I like the way you've marked her up. Mind if I do the same when I'm done?"

	 

	"Feel free," she replied. "There's a selection of whips in her bedroom. Oh, and she really enjoys the taste of a shit-covered cock, too, so you won't have to bother getting cleaned up afterwards. Just let the slut take care of it."

	 

	As he slowly entered me, I could only grimace, knowing that even a quiet moan would result in a beating. I wasn't like I'd never taken a cock up my ass before, but never before without lubrication. As the familiar pain began shooting up my spine, I heard the click of a camera, and Stephanie's voice.

	 

	"You know, he's only fourteen. He'll be in your class next semester, too."

	"That's right, Teach!" he said, thrusting deep inside my bowels. "You got four years to make sure I'm class valedictorian!"

	 

	I was the head of the high school social sciences department. I was so fucked!

	 

	************

	I guess it was bound to be my fate, though. I've always been a wimp. I wasn't a sissy until high school, though. Sure, I'd always been a loner who never stuck up for himself, but it wasn't until my sophomore year that things changed for the worse. Or better, depending on your point of view. Even 20 years later, I'm still undecided on that point, but I can still remember the day it all started.

	 

	I was sixteen years old, with a terminal case of raging hormones so typical of teenagers. I was envious of the football stars and others who always had one beautiful, short-skirted thing after another hanging on their arms. I knew they were off-limits to the likes of me, however, but that didn't keep me from lusting after them. Or touching, when the opportunity arose.

	 

	You see, the school I went to was overcrowded by half, which meant the hallways were virtually always shoulder-to-shoulder between classes. It also meant the "invisible" kids like me could live in relative anonymity. It also meant it wasn't uncommon to have bodies pressed up against other bodies, so I would try to surreptitiously bump my groin against some girl's butt, or press my arm into her breasts, sometimes even copping a real feel. Once in a while, I'd flick at the hem of a mini-skirt, or even rub the palm of my hand against a satiny-smooth thigh. One morning, I went even further. The girl I targeted was someone I'd lusted after for nearly two years. I didn't even know her name, but she had long, blonde hair and legs that seemed to go on forever. We were walking towards each other in the crowded corridor, when I quickly slipped my hand between her thighs, cupping my hand and shoving it upward into her pussy, and just as quickly pulling away as I passed behind her. The whole thing took just a fraction of a second, and I was gone. I never even looked back, as though I was oblivious to what had just transpired. I was probably five feet away before she finally let out a loud gasp, almost like a squeal. I knew I was safe, though, as I walked away in the shoulder-to-shoulder crowd. There was no way she could have identified the person had felt her up.

	 

	I was wrong.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	.

	 Sissy Stepdad

	Chapter II

	 

	As usual, I had to excuse myself from class in order to masturbate in the boy's room after the incident. I took the opportunity to sniff my thumb, the one part of my body that came closest to that wondrous thing I lusted after so much. I wasn't sure, but I imagined the sweet scent of her body, or perhaps the perfume she used. All I know is that I shot my largest wad ever at that moment; it was as though I hadn't cum in a week, though it had only really been a few hours.

	 

	Nothing happened that day or the next, so I assumed I was in the clear. I even resumed intentionally brushing up against girls in the hallway, sliding my palm across a particularly cute ass or leg on occasion. To my knowledge, none of my victims even noticed they were being violated. I think I set a record for jacking off that day, at least five times during the school day that I can recall. I remember that I masturbated, but not to the point of orgasm, after gym - my last class of the day - because I wanted to get home. I always liked spreading out on my bed, jerking off to porn magazines and watching my cum spurt in the air before landing on my chest and belly. I knew by teasing myself after gym, my orgasm would be that much more powerful. I also knew that by hiding in the restroom, everyone else would be gone by the time I got dressed. Since it was Friday, I'd be taking my gym clothes home, and I could hide my jockey shorts inside the roll. Walking around without underwear on always made me all that much more hornier. Today, I decided to do the same with my undershirt and socks.

	 

	I'd just walked out of the boy's locker room when it happened. Both locker rooms were adjacent each other, with L-shaped walls keeping prying eyes from seeing inside when the doors were open. Of course, this also blocked the view of the outside from anyone exiting either door. Just as I passed the end of the wall, my shoulders were grabbed from behind, hands clamping my arms to my side. A bag of some sort was placed over my head, and I was dragged backwards across the front of the building. Since the two L-shaped walls opened at opposite ends, I could tell when we made an abrupt U-turn that I was being pulled into the girl's locker room. My jeans were unfastened and pulled down to my ankles, and then I was forced to my knees. A pair of strong arms pushing down on my shoulders kept me in place as my head was uncovered.

	 

	"Hello, faggot. Remember me?" I blinked, looking up at the angry face of my Goddess, the girl I'd so brazenly touched a little over 24 hours ago. As I began to lower my head, a bright flash of light went off. I turned and saw another girl with a camera, smiling. I'd just been photographed, kneeling with my pants down, on the floor of the girl's locker, at the feet of the most beautiful girl in the school. As I thought about the position I was in, my cock began to harden.

	 

	"Look at this, girls! He likes it! The little faggot likes being on his knees at the feet of his superiors!" she laughed. "Too bad his little weenie can't compare to my boyfriend's beautiful cock, but I have to admit, it is cute. Like my little brother's, when he was about three."

	 

	I blushed at the verbal abuse, knowing that she was at least partially right. Kneeling here like this was exciting to me. The thought of being forced to do their bidding, of being humiliated, was turning me on. I lowered my head again, and could see that I was now rock hard, a drip of pre-cum forming.

	 

	"Stand up, faggot!" she yelled. The hands were removed from my shoulders, and I quickly jumped to my feet, standing with my head bowed submissively. "Strip him," she said in a quiet, matter-of-fact tone to her conspirators. My shirt and shoes were quickly removed, leaving me standing naked in front of them. My Goddess walked to the far side of the locker room, over to the toilets, and then called for me.

	 

	"Get down on your belly, worm, and crawl to my feet!" she commanded. I felt my balls tighten as though I was about to cum. I fell to the floor and slithered over to her as quickly as I could, my dick rubbing painfully against the cold concrete floor. I barely noticed as more photos were taken.

	My Goddess was sitting on the toilet, fully clothed, when I stopped at her feet. I prayed to myself that the abuse would continue, but hoping at the same time that it would soon end.

	 

	"I need a foot massage, faggot. Take my shoes and socks off...without using your hands."

	 

	I hesitated only a moment before reaching carefully forward, taking the lace of her petite sneaker in my mouth and tugging gently on it. It came untied without effort. I wasn't sure how to get the shoe off her foot, however. She solved my dilemma by lifting her foot up slightly so that the back of her ankle was at my face. Taking the heel in my mouth, I gingerly pulled the back down until it was off, the shoe dangling from her delicate, sock-clad toes. Her admonishment to not leave teeth marks caused me to cover my teeth with my lips before I carefully took the toe in my mouth, pulling her shoe off the rest of the way. All the while, flashes and the sounds of the camera shutter were constant reminders that this humiliating act was being recorded for posterity.

	 

	After the second shoe came off, I tackled her white, ankle high athletic socks. This was easier, since all I had to do was grasp the top between my teeth and roll them down. However, right at the very end, she curled her toes, making it necessary for me to pull them off from the front. Thankfully, her socks were clean, if damp from perspiration. I could taste the sweat of her feet; it wasn't all that disgusting, and not nearly as terrible as I'd imagined.

	"You may wash my feet now," she commanded, sliding the whole front of her foot into my mouth as soon as I opened it. "Work the tongue all over the toes," she directed, "and make sure you get between them as well."

	 

	I worked on her oh-so-sexy feet for the next twenty minutes or so, slavering them with my tongue, sucking each tiny, delicate toe into my mouth, until she was satisfied. When she had enough, she simply used the ball of her foot against my mouth and pushed me backwards, knocking me backwards.

	 

	"I'm going to go get ready for my date now," she pronounced. "I'm so horny that I just might let Jason fuck me tonight. As for you, worm, I don't want to ever hear that you've touched another girl without her permission again. And don't think your punishment is over yet, either. Monday after school, I want you waiting outside the girl's locker room, on your knees, wearing nothing but your gym shorts. If you're not there...how many pictures do we have?" she asked, looking at her photographer friend.

	 

	"Two rolls, so 72. I'll have them developed tonight, too."

	 

	"Make copies so we have enough to post on the bulletin boards, and maybe send to his parents if he decides not to play. Understand what'll happen if you aren't there, faggot?" she said, turning her attention to me. I nodded my head.

	 

	"I can't hear the rocks rattling inside that empty skull of yours, worm! Answer me, do you understand?"

	 

	"Yes," I replied.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," she corrected.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I recited.

	 

	"From now on, anyone on the cheerleading team is ‘Ma'am' to you, got it, worm? And any other girl is ‘Miss.'"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am, I understand."

	 

	"Good then. See you Monday!" With a giggle, she turned her heels and marched out, her troupe of followers-on at her heels.

	 

	I took a few minutes to get myself together. My street clothes were gone; the girls must have taken them when they left, I thought. I looked around for my gym suit, but all I could find was my shorts. I pulled them on and quickly slipped out the back door, as I heard the janitor coming in the front to clean. I thought about grabbing my gym shoes out of my locker, but the boys' locker room was already locked. Nearly naked and barefoot, I virtually ran the entire way home - a mile and a half - and upon arriving, locked myself in my bedroom, dropped the trunks on the floor and began frantically jerking off while visualizing what had happened in the girl's locker room. As usual, I was laying on my back on my bed, and the cum spurted so high and with so much force that some of it actually landed on my chin and nose. I wasn't disgusted, though; I reached out with my tongue and tasted my own semen for the first time, licking what dribbled onto my lips, then rubbing the rest all over my face and chest. My own "punishment," I decided, was to spend the rest of the day covered in my own cum.

	As expected, I spent most of the weekend pounding my pud whenever I could. Since the girls had taken everything but my gym shorts, I had to go down to the department store on Saturday and buy a new gym shirt and jock strap. To my chagrin, one of the girls who had witnessed my humiliation on Friday worked there on the weekends.

	 

	"You sure you need a large?" she giggled, holding up the jock strap. "I seem to recall you were more like a small, or maybe a medium at most!"

	I can't remember what I stammered in reply, but quickly handed over my money.

	"Thanks for letting me keep the change," she said. "Maybe I'll buy a nice pair of lacy socks for when you give me a foot bath."

	 

	Of course, I had no intention of giving her the change, but what choice did I have? I just blushed, took my bag, and walked quickly out of the store. Not surprisingly, I discovered I had a raging erection once I got outside.

	 

	The weekend finally ended, and I wasn't sure whether I was dreading Monday or looking forward to it. In the end, it really didn't matter, though. I knew - and the girls knew - that I'd do as I was told.

	 

	School that day was uneventful, other than having to jack off three or four times, including once just before gym. It just wouldn't do to show up in the locker room with a hard-on; the guys might think I really was a faggot.

	 

	It wasn't unusual for me to be the last out of the locker room. After I got dressed, I headed to the restroom and waited until everyone else was gone. I then returned to my locker, stripped down, and donned my gym shorts. I could already see the outline of my hardening cock through the fabric. Unwilling to take the chance that the locker room would be locked when the girls were through with me, I tossed my street clothes into a plastic bag I brought along for that purpose. There were some low juniper bushes outside the back door, and I stuffed the bag behind them. If worse came to worse, I could always hide behind the shrubs and change back into my clothes. Finally, I took a deep breath and stepped over to the girls' locker room, kneeling just outside the door, praying silently that nobody would see me there.

	 

	I didn't have long to wait. The door opened just seconds later; someone must have been watching.

	 

	"Get your ass in here, worm!" my Goddess commanded. I wasn't sure whether I should get up or not, so remained on my knees and crawled in behind her.

	 

	"Today, your punishment continues," she announced. "First, though, it's truth or consequences time. I've passed the word around that there's been a pervert feeling up girls in the hallway, and I wanted to know how many times he's violated someone. Now, I'm going to ask you a similar question, and if the number is lower than the one I computed, your punishment will be doubled. So tell me, how many girls have you felt up?"

	 

	"Uh...Ma'am...could you please define the term for me?" I asked, my face red.

	 

	"Felt up. Touched without permission. Lifted the skirt of. Intentionally mauled by pretending to stumble. How many girls have you touched without their permission?"

	 

	"Um...I'm not sure, Ma'am," I stammered.

	"Okay, did you do it every day? Once a week? Can you estimate it?"

	 

	"Um...probably a couple of times a week, sometimes every day, Ma'am. Sometimes more than once a day, Ma'am." The girls were circled around me, all wearing their cheerleader outfits.

	 

	"So give me an estimate, worm!" she demanded.

	 

	"Um...maybe a hundred, Ma'am."

	 

	"A hundred it is, then. Face down over the bench, ass in the air, and lose the shorts," she commanded. I looked up in near-horror as she took my own belt - the one from my pants on Friday - and doubled it over in my hand. "You will count each one," she told me, "thanking me and telling me you're sorry for your behavior with each stroke. One stroke for each female you dared touch. If you lose count, we'll just have to start all over again."

	 

	She was serious, I could tell. Tears started forming in my eyes even before I had my shorts off.

	 

	"Quit being a sissy," she complained. "Take your punishment like a man, if that's what you are!"

	 

	The first blow struck, and while I was expecting it to hurt, I wasn't expecting it to be as painful as it was. I screamed aloud, unable to even remember what I was supposed to say.

	 

	"Someone is going to hear," one of the other girls said.

	 

	"So gag him, like we discussed," my Goddess answered. "We saved your underpants just for today," she told me. "Too bad about the racing stripe you left behind. Perhaps next time you'll remember to wipe your ass better."

	 

	Someone pushed against the angle of my jaw with their thumbs, forcing my mouth open while another shoved my own wadded, filthy shorts into my mouth. A strip of duct tape was slapped over my face, holding them in place.

	 

	"Of course, now you won't be able to thank me or tell me how sorry you are, but I do expect you to keep count with your fingers. Understood?" I nodded, crying. "Now, since you had the opportunity to count that first one, but didn't, it doesn't count. That means we have to start over."

	 

	Whap! Pain washed over me as I held up one finger. Whap! Another lash, right across the same spot. A second finger up. Whap! A third time, this one angled across the other two. Three fingers. Four. Five. Six. Finally, at twenty, she stopped.

	 

	"My arm's getting tired. I need a rest," she said, "and I think Julie said something about needing her feet washed. Get the gag out, worm, and go beg Julie to let you lick her feet clean!"

	 

	Dropping down off the hard wooden bench and onto my belly on the floor, I slithered like the pathetic worm I was to the toilet where my latest abuser awaited.

	 

	"Please, Ma'am, may I have the honor of washing your beautiful feet?"

	 

	"I don't think he sounds sincere enough, do you?" she said, to the giggling girls standing around watching.

	 

	Thwack! The belt landed across my ass one more time, causing me to jump.

	 

	"Look up at her when you beg, faggot, and this time make her believe you want it!"

	"Ma'am, please...I beg to be permitted to pay homage to your beautiful, lovely feet, Ma'am!" I cried. "I know my skills are pathetic, but please teach me how to serve your beauty, Ma'am. My mouth is unworthy of touching your body at all, but please grant me the privilege of kissing your wonderfully pretty feet, to suckle on your petite, beautiful toes, Ma'am!"

	 

	"Well, I still don't know, but okay. You can start by taking my shoes and socks off, but don't you dare touch my feet with that nasty mouth of yours!"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I said as I leaned forward to untie her shoes. Yesterday's technique had worked fairly well, so I didn't have to think about how to accomplish my task today. The only hard part was making sure I didn't touch her feet. My mouth did have to brush against her ankle as I grabbed her sweaty white sock, but I managed to pull both completely off without violating her. Once that job was done, I just lay there on my belly, my face less than an inch away, inhaling the sweet scent of her feet. I could feel my cock hardening underneath me.

	 

	"Roll over, worm!" she commanded, bringing me out of my self-induced reverie. "Lay on your back, legs apart and slide closer so your feet are against the wall."

	I did as I was told, resulting in my crotch being about a foot from the base of the toilet. My cock was sticking straight up in the air, the head already covered in pre-cum. Before I could react, she placed her feet on my groin, the soles together against my erection.

	"I've always wondered if I could bring a guy off with my feet," she commented, softly stroking my shaft. It only took about two strokes before semen shot in the air, landing on my belly and her feet. She wiggled her toes, letting the cum drip between her toes, rubbing them across the puddles of ejaculate on my hairless chest.

	 

	"Okay, now you may clean my feet," she announced, not-so-gently shoving against my balls with her heel.  I quickly rolled over and began my humiliating task, fully aware that not only photos, but a video as well, were being taken.

	 

	As I'd discovered yesterday, the taste of semen was salty-sweet, not at all disgusting as I'd imagined. It was the humiliation involved that I really craved, though. Being forced to lick my own cum off a beautiful girl's feet while it was all being filmed? Oh, God, it was beyond my wildest sexual dreams that this could ever be happening in real life. I made quick work of my task, taking special care to gently lick between each dainty toe, making sure they were completely clean and dry.

	 

	"You're our little boy toy now, our slave. You know that, don't you?" my Goddess asked when I was finished.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied. The camera was focused on my kneeling form, recording for posterity my answer.

	 

	"You still have punishment coming. Eighty, I believe?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am, eighty," I confirmed, tears once again forming in my eyes.

	 

	"We've decided to give you an opportunity to work those last eighty off, worm. Tomorrow morning, you're to provide me with a list of alternative punishments, things you find as bad as eighty of my best. If I don't like the list, or if I think the punishments are too lenient, you'll get them plus the eighty. Understand, worm?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am."

	 

	"Good. Okay, we're through for the day," she said, once again turning heel and walking out, her troupe following close behind.

	 

	I laid on the floor for a few minutes, trying to catch my breath, until I heard the sound of the janitor's cart rolling in the front door. I scrambled for my shorts, but not finding them, scooted out the back door, naked. It was still broad daylight, but I was fortunate enough to peek around the privacy wall and discovered nobody in the immediate area. I sprinted on all fours to where I'd hidden my street clothes, quickly pulled them on, and slowly walked home, my mind going over possible punishments. I knew whatever I came up with needed to be humiliating and disgusting, if not as painful as 80 lashes with a belt. My ass still burned from the 20 I'd received earlier, and I knew there would be welts visible tomorrow.
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	Chapter III

	 

	By the time I got home, I had a raging hard-on. Normally, I would have taken care of that issue as soon as I could, but decided that remaining "in need" would be a self-imposed punishment. Nobody was home when I got there. Dad would be at work until later in the evening, and Mom and my younger sister were at some ballet recital or something, so I immediately locked myself in my room, stripped naked, and sat at my desk to work on my punishment list. I imagined my Goddess was standing there, glowering, watching over me to make sure I didn't relieve my obvious need. Pre-cum seeped out of my cock head, dripping onto the fabric of my chair, leaving stains that would remain there for years, causing me to remember day every time I looked at them.

	 

	I knew everything on my list had to be right on the cusp, riding that thin line between relatively extreme and impossible. I couldn't, for example, get a bare-butt spanking in the middle of the quad at lunchtime. Writing the list was going to be difficult, but the embarrassing part was going to be tomorrow, when the girls read and shared it with each other. This, too, I understood, would be part of my punishment. So, I began writing, hoping they would do everything on the list, and at the same time, praying they wouldn't. My first intention was to come up with a list of 100 punishments - one for every girl I claimed to have violated - but I soon ran out of what I considered reasonable ideas. Looking at my list, I discovered I only had about thirty, and some of those were pretty weak. I ended up refining what I had, combining some of the punishments and expanding on others, until I had what I believed were 24 humiliating, feasible punishments. Three per cheerleader, I hoped, would suffice.

	 

	Just as I finished my list, I heard the front door open. Mom and my eleven year old sister, Beth, were home. I quickly folded the paper up and stuck it in my binder, threw my jeans and shirt on, and went out to greet them. I couldn't waste time with underwear, and knew that my erection would be obvious if either of them bothered to look. Beth did, smiling knowingly at me. As she went into her room, she flipped up the hem of her ballet tutu, flashing me with white tights that clearly showed the outline of her little quim. I don't know whether or not it was my imagination, but I could have sworn I saw a tiny wet spot.

	 

	Except for dinner, I continued my self-imposed banishment, claiming I had homework to do. Once again, I imagined being in the presence of my Goddess, kneeling naked on the floor before her, begging forgiveness. I vividly remembered being gagged with my own soiled shorts, praying next time it would be recently worn panties, or a damp pair of sweaty socks that I'd pulled off one of them before paying homage to those delicate, pungent feet. Pre-cum continued to drip from my cock; at my imaginary abuser's command, I dropped to my belly and licked the wetness from the floor. While doing so, I raised my ass high in the air, offering it up for an imaginary beating.

	 

	Carefully checking the floor and discovering it was clean, I rose to my feet and stood before the mirror on my closet door, inspecting my own body in a manner I'd never done before. Standing with my legs spread and my hands clasped behind my neck, I saw a geeky, skinny boy before me, his cock bouncing ridiculously with every breath he took. Flexing his arms, I almost laughed out loud at the sight. There were no biceps to speak of, just flatness; his upper arms barely larger than his wrists. He was so skinny that his ribs were visible, the tiny patch of soft, downy hair on his pubes almost humorous to see. Turning slowly around and looking over my shoulder, I could see the angry red stripes on his ass from the day's earlier punishment. Facing the mirror once more, I dropped to my knees again. I wasn't worthy of standing erect even before my own reflected image. I shifted on my knees, moving closer to the mirror, leaning down and trying to kiss the reflection of my own cock, leaving a vivid imprint of my lips on the glass.

	 

	I decided to forgo dinner that evening - another part of my self-imposed punishment, I suppose - telling my parents that I wasn't particularly hungry. This was far from the truth, as I'd skipped lunch as well. My stomach was growling incessantly, but I would continue my fast until breakfast.

	 

	While the rest of my family enjoyed their dinner and an evening of television afterwards, I remained kneeling on the bare hardwood floor of my room, my robe handy in case there should be an unexpected knock. Being naked and on my knees wasn't enough, however. Crawling into my closet, I found a wide, white leather belt and wrapped it around my neck, creating a makeshift collar. A few minutes with my Boy Scout pocket knife - yes, I was a Boy Scout at the time - and it was cut to size, with new holes punched for the buckle. Next, I took a red felt pen from my desk and wrote in large, block letters, "SLAVE BOY," before finally fastening it around my neck. The humiliating words glared back at me in the mirror as I knelt there, my eyes lowered submissively, looking at the reflection of my naked body using my peripheral vision.

	 

	This still wasn't enough self-imposed abuse, though. I listened at the door for a moment, and hearing all three voices of my family out in the living room, slipped into the bathroom that my sister and I shared. Our bedrooms were actually adjoining, with the small bathroom providing a pass-through between the rooms. Quietly rummaging through the laundry hamper we shared, I found a pair of pink knee socks she'd apparently worn a few days earlier. They were quite filthy, and I could smell their pungent odor even before I held them to my nose. These would do perfectly, I thought. Returning to my own room, I made sure the door was locked on my side, and set myself to work.

	 

	Ever following the "Be Prepared" motto of Scouting, I dug into my rucksack and found the items I'd need tonight: a roll of duct tape, and three lengths of cord. First, I stripped my bed, neatly folding the blankets, linens and mattress cover and placing them on my desk, along with my pillow. I would sleep without the accouterments normally associated with a bed this night. Quickly securing two of the ropes to the bottom corners of the bed, I then tied one around each of my ankles, making sure my legs were uncomfortably spread. My sister's dirty socks came next, wadded up and shoved into my mouth, a strip of duct tape ensuring my makeshift gag would remain in place all night. Finally, it was time for my hands. It would be necessary for me to be able to release myself in the morning, so I simply threaded the final piece of rope between my collar and neck, made a loop at each end, and slid my wrists through them. I spent the night thusly, spread out on my bed, pretending my hands were in handcuffs, not easily removable slip knots, fantasizing that my body was available for any who wished to abuse it.

	 

	As you might imagine, what little sleep I got that night was fitful. I was cold and uncomfortable, not being accustomed to sleeping on my back and without covers. What sleep I did get, though, was filled with vivid dreams of being forced to do the most obscene acts, things I dared not put on my punishment list for fear that they might actually be imposed on me. I awoke once in the middle of the night to a warm feeling over my groin; I'd actually had a wet dream, and semen was dripping down my slender cock and near hairless balls. I thought momentarily about getting cleaned up, perhaps even curling up inside a blanket, but knew that I had to finish what I'd started.

	 

	I awakened before my alarm went off; a good thing, considering it would have taken me several minutes to release myself and get across the room to turn it off. By then, someone might have become concerned and forced themselves into my room. I saw that it was fifteen minutes before my normal time to awaken, so I released myself from my bonds. Gathering the evidence of my self-abuse, I buried the cords, socks, and most importantly, the collar, deep in the back of my closet. By the time my alarm did sound, I was already making my bed.

	 

	I took a moment to examine myself in the mirror again. The stripes on my ass seemed to be fading, but were still visible. What intrigued me most, though, was the way the semen had dried, leaving a flaky white substance, not unlike dried glue, on my body. I decided to not shower, instead leaving the dried cum in place as a reminder of what I'd done to myself.

	 

	I seldom ate breakfast, but after a full day without eating, it had become a necessity. Of all the normal breakfast foods, I hate oatmeal the most. Therefore, that's exactly what I had: a large bowl of oatmeal, no sugar, no milk, nothing to make it even a smidgen more palatable. I did treat myself to coffee, however, the caffeine a necessity after my lack of sleep.

	 

	It wasn't until after I arrived at school that I realized I had a major problem: no gym shorts. I sought out my Goddess during morning break.

	 

	"Ma'am?" I said hesitantly.

	 

	"What is it, worm?" she replied in a voice I thought was too loud. So far, my situation was known only to myself and the cheerleaders...at least, I hoped so.

	 

	"Ma'am, last night...you kept my gym shorts. I need them for seventh period, Ma'am."

	 

	"That's your problem, worm. I don't know why you should expect ME to bring YOUR clothes to school. I suggest you either find a pair to wear, or figure out a way to get out of gym. However, wether you do or not, remember that the only thing you're permitted to wear when reporting for your afternoon punishment is gym shorts. If you don't have any, you'll just have to go without."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I acknowledged quietly, my eyes downcast.

	 

	"Oh, by the way, where's your list of punishments?"

	I quickly pulled the folded sheet of paper out of my pocket, standing there while she perused it.

	 

	"Interesting, but I think we can do better, can't we?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I mumbled.

	 

	"I'll keep this for now, though," she commented. "I need to make copies for everyone. Oh, and from now on, whenever you're given a homework assignment like this, you'll present it to me before class. You should have come looking for me as soon as you got here; I shouldn't have had to ask you for it. You'll get another ten hard ones this afternoon."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am."

	 

	"Now get out of my sight worm, and stay away from me. The next time I see you, I want it to be when you're on your knees outside the girls' locker room." With that, she turned on her heels and marched away, leaving me behind.

	 

	My most immediate problem was what to do about gym. I considered claiming that my locker had been broken into and the contents stolen, but Coach wouldn't believe that. For a fleeting moment, I considered seeing if one of my friends would lend me theirs, but that would cause too many questions to be asked; questions that I was not yet prepared to answer. Then it struck me: the school nurse. It was a simple matter, actually; I just went in complaining of lower back pain, was given aspirin and an excuse from P.E. Today, of course, no school nurse would ever dispense any medications, but this was nearly 30 years ago, when it was quite common.

	 

	So I didn't have to dress out for Phys Ed, instead spending the hour sitting in the gym while everyone else played basketball. Since it was Friday, we would all take our gym uniforms home to be washed. I was able to hang around the locker room, feigning getting my stuff together, until I was the only one left.

	 

	I both anticipated and dreaded what was going to come next. In all probability, I'd find myself kneeling naked outside the girls' locker room door, unless I could find a pair of gym shorts somewhere. I checked a number of lockers, all to no avail. I'd hoped someone had left a pair behind, but it wasn't to be. Once again, I went out the back door and hid my street clothes under the shrubs, then skulked back to the opposite end of the locker room. There I waited, peering out the crack between the two doors, waiting until the last possible moment before making a mad dash out the door and around the two privacy walls, dropping to my knees outside the girls' locker room. I instinctively tried to make myself as small as possible, keeping low and curling my body into a ball, but knowing that if anyone happened upon me, it wouldn't matter. I waited and waited, seemingly for hours, but in reality it was probably no more than ten minutes - an eternity in my current state of public nakedness - before the locker room door opened. One of the younger girls - a sophomore named Jeanette - stuck her head out the door and giggled.

	 

	"Get in here, slutboy!" she commanded. "We're waiting back by the toilets. You are to crawl to us, then stop in front of each one of us and kiss the floor between our feet. Understand?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I responded, rising to all fours and crawling behind her as fast as I could. The eight girls were all fully dressed, each sitting on a commode. As directed, I stopped before each one, lowering my lips to the floor. Jeanette giggled when I knelt before her. I noticed the floor was wet as I dropped my face onto it.

	 

	"Sorry about that, slutboy. I had to piss really bad, and guess I missed. We were talking about my little accident, though, and decided that if you want to lick it all up, you can earn ten lashes off your punishment."

	I nearly came right there, my dick immediately hardening as my tongue went to work on the small puddle. I lapped it up as quickly as I could, relishing the absolute degradation of performing such a disgustingly humiliating act.

	 

	"Good boy," she said, patting my head like a puppy when I was through.

	 

	"Now, about this list you came up with, worm," my Goddess announced. "It's a fair start, but we can't see how this would negate what you've done to all the other girls in this school. It's obvious you are too stupid to devise appropriate punishments for yourself. Although some of your ideas are intriguing - like this one about using your tongue to clean us up after we have sex with our boyfriends - it's obvious that you're all about getting your own rocks off. So, we've come up with our own ideas. Your first punishment will be tonight. You're going on a date."

	 

	"A date, Ma'am?" I asked. How could a date with one of these beautiful girls - or even any girl - be considered punishment? My eyes lit up.

	 

	"Yes, a date. Don't worry money or anything, your date will take care of all that. You'll be picked up out front in thirty minutes. Wear this," she said, tossing a balled-up garment at me. "Nothing else." With considerable trepidation, I unfolded the item and found it to be a team basketball jersey, long enough to reach well below my knees. It smelled of sweat, and I knew without asking that its owner had worn it during last night's game. Whatever this "date" was, it apparently wasn't going to be formal.

	 

	"Your date will identify you by what you're wearing, but just to be sure, you'll use the name ‘Pansy.'" Your date will ask you if you're Pansy, and you will answer affirmatively, in the appropriate manner. Understand?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, still on my knees before her.

	 

	"I'd better not hear any complaints from your date. If there's any disobedience, or even a tiny bit of hesitation when you're told to do something, your ass will pay for it."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am, I understand, Ma'am." I answered dutifully.

	 

	Twenty-five minutes later, I was standing on the curb in front of the school, waiting to be picked up. The basketball jersey was about six sizes too large for me, the neck plunging so deep that a good portion of my upper chest was exposed, and the arm holes extending nearly to my hips. I was so skinny that standing there barefoot and naked underneath it, it was almost like I was some sort of starving refugee child from those TV commercials. It wasn't a warm day, foggy, overcast and seemingly wanting to rain. The damp chill caused my nipples to harden and my testicles to retract. It was the fear, though, of what was to come that really affected me. I'd always believed that being nearly naked in public would be an extreme turn-on, but at the moment, my dick was shrunken and pulled up between my nearly hairless thighs.

	 

	A horn honked, wakening me from my daydream reverie.

	 

	"You Pansy?" a deep voice called. I nodded, looking up at the driver. If I was a girl, he'd have been my dream. Driving a nearly new Mustang convertible, he was blond, well-built, and impeccably attired. He was in his mid-20's, clean-cut and very handsome.

	 

	"Get in. We don't have all day, and I still need to train you."

	 

	I climbed in through the passenger's door. Thankfully, the weather was such that the top was up. Seeing me shivering, the car's owner turned the heater on full.

	 

	"Dominique was right, you are the cutest little thing," he commented. "Lift up your top so I can see."

	I raised the hem of the jersey to mid-chest, exposing my hairless, cold-shrunken dick for him, holding it up until he motioned for me to drop it.

	 

	"Yes, I think you'll do nicely," he commented.

	 

	"Uh, do for what, Sir?" I asked timidly. As nice as he was acting, I was trembling in fear.

	 

	"We're going to a little party, just myself and five or six friends," he explained. "I needed a waiter, someone to fetch drinks and towels and such, someone not too hard on the eyes."

	 

	I nodded, a vacant look in my eyes as I tried to figure this all out. I guessed I was going to be some sort of servant at an orgy or something.

	 Sissy Stepdad

	Chapter IV

	 

	Even with the car's heater on high, I shivered, The damp, sweaty basketball jersey was the only thing I had on, and I didn't know when I'd be wearing anything else. We continued driving, my mind so befuddled by now that I had no idea where we were. I was getting scared, my mouth becoming dry. I licked my lips, and tasted the acrid urine that had dried on them. I'd almost forgotten about that, but the memory of how I'd abased myself before those beautiful, demanding girls came back in a rush. I could feel my dick start to rise once again. The driver glanced over at me, a knowing look in his eyes.

	 

	"Getting excited, are you?" he asked with a grin.

	 

	"Uh...remembering something from earlier, Sir," I mumbled.

	 

	"Scared?"

	 

	"A little, Sir," I answered almost truthfully. In fact, I was terrified.

	"You needn't be," he replied calmly. "Nothing terrible is going to happen to you. You won't be hurt, not really. In fact, you might enjoy it. Mostly, you'll just watch and take care of whatever we need taken care of."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I said, still unconvinced.

	 

	I rode in silence for nearly an hour, all too aware that I was completely at this man's mercy. Even if I tried jumping out of the car at a stop light, there would be too many questions to answer, both to the police and my parents. I was quite literally stuck between the proverbial rock and a hard place. I'd made my decision when I got in the car, and now I would have to live with it. A sudden, worrisome thought jumped into my head.

	 

	"Sir? My parents...they're expecting me home soon."

	 

	"Actually, they're not, Pansy," he said, using that humiliating name I'd been told to identify myself with. "Arrangements have been made."

	 

	"Arrangements, Sir?"

	 

	"Yes, nothing you need to concern yourself with, though. Everyone is okay, and you'll return home in the morning. Now just relax. Take a nap if you can, because I don't want you falling asleep during the party. We'll be at our destination in a bit." For some reason, his voice had a calming effect on me. I had to admit I was exhausted, having had very little sleep the night before.

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I yawned. I was tired, and the heater had finally taken the chill out of my bones. Fatigue had finally overcome apprehension, and I did manage to fall asleep.

	 

	The change in the engine's sound awoke from my nap. We were slowing down to pull off the main highway. Groggily, I rubbed my eyes and looked around. Nothing but a tree-lined drive. I looked over at the driver.

	 

	"Almost there, little one." Well, it was better than being called "Pansy," I thought.

	 

	A few hundred yards later, a house came into view. More than a house, I corrected myself, a large, Victorian mansion, it looked like. Several cars - all late-model luxury or sports models - were parked on the circular, gravel-covered drive. The driver pulled up beyond the other cars, stopping some distance from the door and turning off the engine.

	 

	"Welcome to my home," he said. "I would prefer not to have that dirty rag you're wearing smelling up my house, so you'll have to leave it outside. You can just drop it on the ground when you get out," he ordered matter-of-factly. "From this point on, you'll do everything you're told, without hesitation. So far, you've not displeased me. Continue to be respectful of all you come in contact with, remain obedient, and everything will be fine."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I responded as I climbed out of the car. Closing the door behind me, I pulled my arms through the jersey and let it fall to the ground, standing naked now before him. He seemed demanding, but not threatening. It just felt right to follow his instructions.

	 

	 

	"Come now, we need to get you cleaned up and ready for the party." He walked towards the front door, not even looking back to make sure I was following. I felt...strange, I guess...walking behind him naked, but it was dark out now, and the house was fairly isolated. Whatever embarrassment I might have felt, though, I instinctively knew would be nothing compared to the humiliation I might encounter once inside.

	 

	I was somewhat surprised to find that nobody seemed to be around when we entered. As I stood just inside the doorway, once again shivering, I took in my surroundings. The entry opened into a small foyer, beyond which I could see what appeared to be a larger room to my front, and a stairwell to my left. I followed him upstairs, three flights to a small attic room.

	 

	"This is the servant's quarters," he explained, "though you won't be spending much time here. This is where you would live if you were staying longer."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I answered, looking around. It was dingy and sparsely furnished, unlike what I'd seen of the rest of the house. An unfinished plywood floor; a tiny, dirt-caked window to the outside, and insulation over bare beams for a ceiling. There was a single wool blanket folded on the bare mattress of the metal, military-style bunk. Other than that, the only "furniture" was a shelf and clothes bar mounted on the wall. A chamber pot sat on the floor next to the bed. There was minimal heat, and even less ventilation. I stood there, shivering in my nakedness.

	 

	"Wait here while I get your uniform for this evening," he said.

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I replied again, watching him close the door, then hearing him throw the bolt, effectively locking me in this quasi-jail cell. I hadn't noticed until then that the heavy, solid wood door could only be locked from the outside. Any occupant - me, at the moment - could easily be imprisoned here, with no expectation of privacy. I had to pee - the cold was having its normal effect on my bladder - but wasn't sure whether I should use the chamber pot.

	 

	Fortunately, it was only a few minutes later when I heard the door being unlocked again. I rose as Sir - I still didn't know what to call him - entered with a small cardboard box, setting it on the tiny shelf.

	 

	"We need to get you cleaned up first. You'll be handling food and drinks, among other things," he explained. It was the "other things" I was worried about, but I followed him back down one flight of stairs to a well-appointed bathroom.

	 

	"Take a shower. You may use the hot water," he stated flatly, as though this was some sort of unusual privilege. "No more than five minutes, starting now. If you have to pee, do it in the shower.  You won't have an opportunity to use the toilet tonight."

	 

	There was no curtain for the shower stall, so turned on the waterI peed, and then showed under his watchful eye, carefully scrubbing myself clean for fear that he might not think I was clean enough and decide to scrub for himself. I was all lathered up when he announced I had thirty seconds left, so I quickly rinsed and turned the water off, standing in the stall dripping.

	 

	"Dry off," he commanded, tossing me a threadbare, faded towel. There were two nice, plush bath towels on the towel bar, but I supposed they were reserved for someone of higher status than a servant, or slave, whatever I was. I dried off as quickly as I could. At least I'd stopped shivering, thanks in large part to the hot shower.

	 

	When I was finished, he led me back upstairs to the jail cell, as I'd begun to think of it. The bag he'd brought earlier contained my attire for the evening: a black bow tie and a set of white, French cuffs complete with cuff links...but no shirt.

	"Now before we go any further, I need to ask you some questions, and I expect truthful answers, okay?"

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I responded almost automatically. I had no right to be anything but absolutely honest with this man.

	 

	"First, are you a virgin? Have you ever had sex?"

	 

	"Yes, Sir...I mean, no, Sir, unless you count masturbation," I said almost automatically. I wasn't sure whether a yes or no answer would be right, felt I had to explain it to him.

	 

	"No, beating off doesn't count," he said with a smile. "So I'm assuming the first question, you meant you'd never had sex with a woman. What about a man?"

	 

	"No, Sir, never."

	 

	"Never sucked a cock, even?"

	 

	"No, Sir," I replied, blushing now.

	 

	"But you'd like to, wouldn't you? Truthful answer, please."

	 

	"Um...I don't know, Sir. Maybe."

	 

	"You'd do it if I told you to, though, right?"

	 

	"Um...I think so. Maybe once, just to see what it's like."

	 

	"What about being ass fucked? Does the thought of that happening excite you?"

	 

	"I don't know, Sir. I'm afraid something like that might hurt, and I'm not sure I'd like it, Sir." I was scared again, afraid that something like this might happen. "Sir, am I going to...you know...is someone going to do that to me?"

	 

	"No. Not tonight, anyway. Maybe never." I'm sure he could see the visible signs of my relief.

	 

	"What about sucking cock, Sir? Will I have to do that?"

	 

	"Probably," he answered. "Almost assuredly, as a matter of fact. Does that scare you?"

	 

	"Maybe a little, Sir," I answered as truthfully as I could. "I've practiced on things like hot dogs and bananas, Sir, but my gag reflex..."

	 

	"Oh, don't worry about that. You're still a beginner, and nobody expects you to be able to deep throat just yet. You will be expected to swallow, though."

	 

	"I understand, Sir. Thank you, Sir," I said with less relief in my voice than there was in my heart.

	"One more thing for you to wear," he said, reaching into the bag once more. He pulled out a white leather thong. "Nobody will expect your ass to be available while you have this on. White means you're still a virgin. Unless you want to be ass-fucked, though, I suggest you don't take it off. With it on, you're anal virginity is secure. Without it, your body is fair game."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I replied, slipping the skimpy garment on. The back was nothing more than a string that fit deeply inside my ass crack, the front a sort of sack to hold my cock and balls.

	 

	"Okay, a few ground rules before we go downstairs. As I'm sure you figured out by now, this is a gay party. There will be six of us, though two are bisexual, not strictly gay. Your job is to serve drinks and hors d'oveurs, fetch towels when we need them, and generally be at our beck and call. You'll call us ‘Sir,' and you'll be referred to as ‘boy,' unless, that is, you prefer ‘Pansy?'"

	 

	"No, Sir, ‘boy' is fine, Sir."

	 

	"Good. Now, one last thing. You'll do what you're told, when you're told, no matter how humiliating or distasteful it might seem. The only thing that's off limits is your ass, unless you beg for it. If someone wants you to hold their dick while they pee, you'll do it. If someone wants you to wipe their ass after they shit, same thing. Whenever you're not busy fetching or serving one of us, you'll be tidying up. I don't ever want to see anyone with an empty drink glass. If you're disobedient, hesitant or in any way unacceptable, I'll report your behavior to Dominique. I've been told she'll take it out on your ass, correct?"

	 

	"Yes, Sir. She told me she'd make sure I couldn't sit for a week if she got a bad report from you, Sir."

	 

	"And you don't want that, do you, boy?"

	 

	"No, Sir."

	 

	"Good, then we understand each other. So, let's go downstairs before the party starts without us!"

	 

	Awaiting us in the immense living room were five men, all about the same age as Sir, all dressed in short silk robes, and all sitting with a drink in one hand, chatting quietly. All eyes turned towards me as we entered; I felt like a piece of meat being appraised.

	 

	"Go get the snack tray out of the kitchen, boy," Sir told me, "Then bring it back and offer our guests some refreshments."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I responded automatically, padding off barefoot through the swinging doors. I could hear mumbling as I set to my task, assuming correctly that they were talking about me. I found a tray of hors d'oveurs in the refrigerator, and draping a clean white linen towel over my arm - as I'd seen waiters in the movies do - I carried the snack tray out, stopping before each guest and allowing him to take what he desired. A stack of small plates in the center of the tray were there for this purpose.

	 

	"Steven says you're a total virgin," one of the guests commented. He looked to be the youngest of the group, certainly the shortest at about 5'4" tall.

	"Yes, Sir," I answered promptly, blushing that my lack of experience was now common knowledge among these men..

	 

	"Good. It's been a long time since we've had one serve us. You may remove my robe and hang it in the closet," he said, standing up. "When you've finished that, come back here."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I replied, setting the tray down and helping him off with his robe. I couldn't help staring at his body. He was sculpted like a marble God, with bulging muscles and rippling abs. As physically powerful a man as I'd ever seen. I also couldn't help looking down at his cock, something that I immediately envied. My own was barely six inches long when erect; even flaccid his was at least that, and considerably thicker. Even his balls looked bigger, I thought. Catching myself, I quickly averted my eyes and scrambled over to the coat closet, carefully hanging the robe on a coat hanger. I then returned to him, feeling the eyes of the other five watching me. I stood in front of him, then knelt down submissively..

	 

	"What do you think of it?" he asked. I looked up and saw he was serious.

	 

	"Um...it's very nice, Sir," I answered, not sure what else I should say, hoping my response pleased him.

	 

	"Describe it to me," he ordered. I stared at the object hanging softly just inches from my face, studying it, inhaling its scent.

	 

	"Sir, it's the most beautiful cock I've ever seen. I wish I had one like it, Sir. It seems so utterly masculine, soft yet masterful, perfectly formed. It even smells wonderful, Sir," I said. "Sir, I'm not sure what else to say."

	 

	"Nuzzle it with your face, boy," he ordered. I obeyed, gently rubbing my cheeks against his soft, slowly hardening member. It felt right to be here at this man's feet, with his manhood sliding against my face.

	 

	"Steven says you've never sucked a cock before."

	 

	"No, Sir, I haven't," I answered. "Will yours be my first, Sir?"

	 

	"Only if you want it to be, little boy. Do you?"

	 

	"Um...if it is your wish, Sir," I answered submissively. I knew it was, as it was mine, but I couldn't bring myself to admit it out loud.

	 

	"I think you should beg for it, then," he replied, an almost sadistic tone in his voice.

	 

	"Please, Sir, may I suck your beautiful cock, Sir? I know I won't be very good at it, but I promise to do my best!" Strangely, I really did want it in my mouth, though I'd never really had any homosexual thoughts at all before.

	 

	"What do you think, guys?" he asked his friends. "Do you think our little slut wants it bad enough, or should we make him beg some more?" I almost came in my leather panties when he called me a slut.

	 

	"I think we ought to have him tell us all the nasty things he'll do in order to suck your cock, John," the oldest of the group said. My own dick, already hard, started seeping pre-cum again.

	 

	"Sir, if you allow me to suck your cock, I'll do anything you ask," I begged. "I'll swallow your cum, I'll lick your asshole, I'll let you do anything you want to me. I'll drink your piss, let you fuck my ass, anything! Please, Sir!" These were my some of my most humiliating fantasies, and as difficult as it was to admit it to myself, I honestly wanted them to happen...and more. I wanted them to make me suck their cocks and lick their balls, and have them spit on me and piss in my mouth, to make me jerk off and lick my own cum from the floor. All these things I wanted so badly.

	 

	Their only response, though, was to start laughing. All of them. At me, kneeling before this naked man, ready to be his personal whore. Ready to give him my virgin asshole for the privilege of sucking him off.

	 

	"I think not," he said. "Go retrieve my robe."

	 

	Chagrined, I rose and walked to the closet, bringing the silk robe back to him, helping him on with it.

	 

	"Gentlemen, shall we go get dressed now that the entertainment is over?" As a group, they laughed again, then all went upstairs to various rooms, returning soon fully dressed. I just stood there, unsure what was going on.

	 

	"Boy, didn't I tell you your job was to keep our glasses full?" Sir asked, rattling the ice in his otherwise empty glass.

	 

	"Sorry, Sir," I replied. "I'm not sure what you're drinking, though, and I don't know how to mix drinks anyway, Sir."

	 

	"There's a pitcher in the refrigerator. Just bring it out, please."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I responded, speeding of at a near trot to complete his bidding.

	 

	I spent the rest of the evening just standing around, refilling glasses, offering snacks and fetching whatever anyone wanted, while they sat around and chatted. Sports, business, you name it...everything except sex. I'd fully expected to be covered - and filled - with semen by now, but that didn't seem to be the point of this party. It was more like, well, friends getting together to socialize. And that's exactly what it was, I finally realized.

	 

	It was shortly after midnight when the party broke up. They'd stopped drinking alcohol several hours earlier, and the only beverage they'd had since draining that one pitcher was coffee. Well, tea, in one case.

	 

	"Okay, off to bed with you," Sir said, swatting me playfully on the butt as I started up the stairs. "Go up to your room and think about what you've learned this evening."

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I said, entering the tiny living quarters, closing the door behind me, waiting to hear the lock being turned. It was, and I was alone, in the dark, only the cloud-shrouded moon providing any illumination. I carefully removed the collar and cuffs, setting them on the shelf. I took the panties off, too, but instead of the shelf, pulled them over my head, the crotch at my face, inhaling the scent of wet leather and my own need. After a few minutes, I finally wrapped myself in the scratchy wool blanket and went to sleep. My dreams were curiously calm and normal, nothing of bondage, abuse or humiliation like I'd been having lately.

	 

	I awoke hours later, the sun shining brightly through the filthy window, to find my clothes - those I'd worn to school the previous day - neatly folded on the floor just inside the door. I got up and checked the door, and finding it unlocked, dressed and padded downstairs. Sir was sitting in the kitchen, drinking coffee and reading the newspaper.

	 

	"Sleep well?"

	 

	"Fairly well, Sir."

	 

	"Any questions about last night?"

	 

	"Only one, Sir. Why?"

	 

	"Why? Why do you think?"

	 

	I had to ponder that one for a moment.

	 

	"Probably a lot of reasons, Sir, but two main ones, I guess. First, I needed to admit to myself that I am submissive by nature. I really did want to suck that man's cock, not because I wanted to, but because I thought that was what he wanted. I would have done all those other things, too, and anything else demanded of me."

	 

	"Good. You're beginning to understand yourself. But what else did you learn?"

	 

	"Sir...um...I guess I owe you and your friends an apology. I always thought gay people...or whatever you prefer to be called...were only interested in sex with each other. But other than the first few minutes, when I thought I was going to suck his cock, and when you made me expose myself to you in the car, there was nothing sexual involved. It was like you were all simply friends, getting together for dinner or something."

	 

	"So what you're saying is we were acting just like..."

	 

	"Normal people, Sir." I just blurted it out, realizing afterwards how insulting that could be. "I'm sorry, Sir, I didn't mean to say that."

	 

	"No, that's okay. But let me ask you something. Do you think you're normal?"

	 

	Again, I had to think it over.

	 

	"I'm not sure, Sir. I mean, other than my sexual and emotional needs, I'm really not all that different from anyone else, I guess, just like you and your friends aren't really different."

	 

	"So you've learned something about yourself as well as the gay community. I think you should be proud of that. Now, how about some breakfast?"

	 

	We sat and chatted for another hour over eggs, bacon, toast and coffee. It seemed so normal. He asked about school, we talked sports and current events, even politics and religion. I was surprised to find he was actually a practicing Catholic, knowing how that particular church stood on the issue of homosexuality. His response was if having a loving relationship was a sin, he was willing to make his argument before God when his time came. I had to agree with his logic. Assuming the Holy Bible was really God's word, wasn't it just man's interpretation of that word, and who is to say that interpretation is accurate?

	 

	He drove me home after breakfast. Well, not home, exactly, but close enough. I walked the last few blocks, thinking about all I'd learned in the past 24 hours.

	 

	 

	 Sissy Stepdad

	Chapter V

	 

	It was mid-afternoon when I finally returned home, too late to start my Saturday lawn mowing - I did yard care for a number of people across town - so I called my customers and asked to reschedule for Sunday. Everyone was okay with that, though one said he'd be gone after this evening and wouldn't be there to pay me. I told him it was no problem

	 

	I had a lot to think about. I was pretty much in a daze for the remainder of the weekend, going about my chores, eating meals with my family, but most of all, evaluating and searching my inner self. I spent a lot of quiet time, just sitting and contemplating everything that had happened the last few days, and the realization I'd come to only a few hours earlier. I was a submissive, but I wasn't sure what that meant. Was I supposed to submit to everyone, or just certain people? Is this "condition" temporary? Am I going to get over it, like a cold or the flu? If there were people I couldn't let know about this - and there certainly were - how should I act around them? If I start changing my behavior, somebody will undoubtedly wonder what's going on. I just wasn't sure what to do, and there weren't many places I could turn to. It wasn't like it is today, with internet access at the push of a button, chat rooms where you can talk things out and get information from others. Finding information wasn't easy, and I decided to just let my instincts take over.

	 

	The first thing I did after coming to this decision was go back to my room and re-write my punishment list, this time without any consideration or concern for myself. I didn't care if the punishment was painful, humiliating, disgusting or resulted in public knowledge of my submissiveness. My pen flew across the paper, and I ended up with over a hundred suitable penalties in short order, ranging from dressing like a girl in public, to eating shit and sucking off dogs. Grabbing a stack of dimes from my dresser, I took the six pages of notes down to the local pharmacy, where there was a self-serve photocopier, and made eight copies, one for each of my Mistresses. I carefully folded each one, placed them in separate envelopes, and set out to hand-deliver them. The entire affair, from the time I started writing until the final sealed envelope was placed in the last cheerleader's delicate hands, took four hours. Two weren't home - including my Goddess - but there was nothing I could do about that. I'd try again tomorrow, and if all else, would take care of it before school on Monday. I'd be certain to be waiting when they arrived..

	Since I had my weekend job, as well as a morning paper route (this morning's deliveries were made by a sub, which would cost me more than I made in a day), I had few chores at home other than my own cleaning. Mowing the lawn, of course, but I'd do that tomorrow, either before or after my paying customers. It was Beth upon whom most of the chores fell, she who washed the dishes and vacuumed the floors. With nothing else to do, and a strong desire to be of service to someone, I asked her if she would like to relax while I took care of the housecleaning.

	 

	As you might imagine, she was surprised at my request. Typical among siblings, we weren't exactly best of friends, often going out of our way to irritate each other. I always considered her a pest, and she thought I was just a big bully. Ne'er the twain shall meet, and all that, you know? Not today, though. Beth spent the afternoon watching television while I cleaned the bathrooms, stopping only long enough to make sure she always had a fresh Coke, then returning to my/her chores.

	 

	"Why are you doing this?" she asked the third time I checked to see if she needed anything.

	 

	"I just feel like being nice to you, I suppose," I lied. In reality, I was trying to apologize without really apologizing. Besides, it gave me that warm feeling to be doing my sister's work. I almost imagined either she or my Goddess were commanding me. "Would you like to check my work, make sure it's acceptable to you?"

	 

	"Huh?" she asked, startled by my question. "Uh, sure," she said, getting up from the couch. I took the glass from her and followed her into our shared bathroom.

	 

	"Wow, you did a really good job!" she exclaimed. "But where's your stuff?" We'd always shared the bathroom counter, but now it was bare except for her hygiene and makeup items, which were neatly set in place. I'd even picked fresh flowers from the garden and placed them in a vase. The bathroom even smelled feminine.

	 

	"I figured you're growning up now, so you need the space. I moved all my things into my bedroom. I'll just bring in what I need, and take it out with me when I'm done," I explained. "Just let me know if anything gets dirty, and I'll take care of it."

	 

	"Really?" she asked, an eyebrow raised.

	 

	"Really," I parroted, looking her in the eyes momentarily, then lowering mine.

	 

	"Well, this is a real change, but I think I like it."

	 

	"Thank you," I replied. "Is there anything else you need from me today? If not, I have a bit of studying to do before dinner."

	 

	"Uh, no, I don't think so."

	 

	The next morning, I got up a little earlier than normal, because it was Sunday and that meant major newspaper deliveries. Weekdays, I only delivered about 60 papers, but Sunday I had over 100, so many that it took me two trips on my bike to get them all delivered. I didn't use my bike today, though. After rolling the papers, I hoisted my carrier over my shoulders and made my deliveries, placing each copy right on the doorstep. If I'd ridden my bike, I'd have thrown them from the street instead, and that just wouldn't have been right. From now on, I'd take special care with each paper, making sure none of my customers ever had to search for theirs. As soon as they opened their doors, there it would be, waiting right on the porch. The weather was nice, so I wore nothing by a pair of cotton shorts, a tank top and my tennis shoes. No underwear and no socks. I found that being dressed like that made me feel even more submissive than normal.

	 

	As soon as I got home from my route, I went into the kitchen and started a pot of coffee. Everyone would be getting up soon, and I knew they'd all like a cup. Even Beth, though hers was pretty much a cup of milk with a splash of coffee in it. I guess it made her feel more grown up to be drinking coffee. While the coffee was brewing, I emptied the dishwasher, putting last night's dishes away. This was usually Beth's job, but I had nothing else to do at the moment. When that was done, I got out the dishes and pans for breakfast. Sunday meant pancakes, usually, so I pulled the package of mix out of the cupboard and read the instructions. It didn't seem difficult, but Mom always used the mixer, and that would certainly wake everyone up. So, I just got the ingredients together and staged everything on the table, ready to mix, then went back to my room and sat at my desk, reading over the punishment list I'd written the day before.

	 

	Everyone was surprised to find everything ready. All Mom had to do was mix the ingredients, turn on the grill and cook. I even cleaned up for her afterwards, clearing the table, loading the dishwasher and wiping everything down until it was spotless. Mom and Dad barely noticed, I think, but Beth kept giving me really strange looks.

	 

	Once breakfast was over, it was time to get the lawn mower out and start taking care of my customers. I told all of them that because I was a day late, there would be no charge. Most tipped me, anyway, but a couple just nodded and went back inside, happy to have saved a few dollars. I ended up with $30 for mowing ten lawns that day, quite a bit less than what I usually earned, since I normally charged $6. Yeah, I know, that wasn't much, but remember, we're talking about the 1960's here. Most of my friends were working for $1.35 an hour, if they had jobs. I could do two lawns in an hour, and generally set my own schedule.

	 

	The rest of the day was easy, mostly just hanging out in the back yard or watching TV. I wasn't much into sports, so while other guys would be down at the park tossing a baseball around or something, I'd usually just read or watch TV. I liked reading the most, though, because I could escape my own reality through the words of others.

	The one thing I did need to do was take my day's earnings and go back down to the department store again. I needed another complete gym uniform; mine was gone, except for the shoes. I didn't have much time to waste, because by the time I realized I needed this stuff, it was a half hour until the store closed. I was lucky at that, because back in those days, most stores weren't even open on Sundays. So, I got on my bike and rode the twenty or so blocks, locking it to the rack on the curb and going inside. As luck would have it, Debbie was clerking again. She was the cheerleader who'd embarrassed me a few days earlier when I was buying a new jock strap. She was also one of the two who weren't at home the day before when I tried to deliver my papers. I'd hoped she'd be working, and brought her envelope with me.

	 

	"Ma'am, this is for you," I said quietly, setting my purchases on the counter and handing her the envelope. "I hope you don't mind, but I've taken the liberty of re-writing my punishments for you. I reviewed my original set, and they weren't really punishments at all, Ma'am."

	 

	"Fine, I'll read it later," she said. "But I think you got part of your purchase wrong, didn't you?"

	 

	"Ma'am?" I asked, befuddled by her question. I took inventory: gym shorts, shirt, jock strap and cotton socks. "No, Ma'am, I think I have everything right."

	 

	"No, you don't," she insisted. "These socks are all wrong," she said, holding them up. "You need to get them from over there," she pointed towards the girls' department. "You find ankle socks on the third aisle, towards the left end."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I said, leaving everything on the counter and walking quickly to the are she'd indicated. I did find them, right where she said. My only concern was which style to purchase. There were plain cotton athletic socks, knee socks, some with pink toes, and others with frilly ankles. They were all distinctively feminine, though. I quickly made my decision and grabbed a pair of the thin, frilly ones. I knew I'd be ridiculed in gym, but that was my problem.

	 

	"Good choice," she commented, ringing up my purchase. It came to $15.30. I handed her at twenty, and like before, she kept the change. I didn't say anything, just took my bag of goods and left.

	 

	Monday morning came, and I found myself waiting in front of the school for my Goddess to arrive, so I could give her my revised list of punishments. Her boyfriend - a college student who graduated from here the year before - dropped her off at the curb. She just walked right by me, completely ignoring my presence, as though I wasn't worthy of being noticed by the likes of her. She was right, of course, and I should not have expected her to even acknowledge me. She did, though, looking over her shoulder as she passed by and instructing me to bring the list to my punishment session. One of the other girls had apparently called her.

	 

	The day was fairly normal, until gym. The other girls had taken their cue from Monique and completely ignored me. It was only when I got into the locker room and started changing that things got difficult.

	 

	"Hey, what happened to your ass, man?" someone said. I could see in the mirror hanging on the wall that faded welts and bruises were still very visible. I blushed.

	 

	"Yeah," another chimed in. "Who took the belt to you, your old man, or your girlfriend?"

	 

	This led to a raucous round of guffaws, but nothing like what happened when I sat down to put on my gym shoes and socks. I feigned ignorance, claiming that my mother must have put my sister's socks in my drawer by mistake, and I hadn't noticed when I packed for school.  I held the socks up inquisitively, then shrugged my shoulders and put them on. After all, I said, it was better than the black nylon dress socks I'd worn to school.

	 

	I got razzed about the socks all period while we were playing basketball. Most of the guys called me "cutie pie," or "girly." Even the coach got into it during our uniform inspection - a staple of Monday gym, when he'd troop the line, making sure we were properly attired.

	 

	"Cute," he commented. "Did you paint your toenails, too?"

	 

	I knew I'd only be able to get away wearing girls' socks one time, and I stammered the same excuse I'd given before.

	 

	The coach replied, "I guess I should be thankful you didn't get confused and pack your sister's panties," before continuing down the line. My face burned bright red; having my toenails painted and wearing girls' panties were both on my punishment list, and I knew I would be forced to face that eventuality.

	 

	I stayed in the hot, steamy shower longer than the rest of the guys, keeping my face to the wall as much as possible in order to display the stripes I'd earned. At this point, I didn't care what they thought. They'd seen the welts on my ass, watched me put girl's socks on, and soon they'd see me wear panties, pink toenails, and if all my punishments were imposed, someday see "SISSY SLAVE" written on my ass in felt marker. Fuck it, I didn't care what anyone thought anymore. At least, for the moment, I didn't.

	 

	I decided to leave my gym shorts in the locker, too, rather than wearing them to punishment. I'd probably lose another pair if I took them with me, and I didn't have enough money left to buy a new pair. So, I bundled up my street clothes, stuck them behind the bush again, and walked naked to the girls' locker room. This time I didn't try to hide, but knelt down with my back straight and my knees spread, my dick and balls fully exposed to anyone who might walk out of the locker room.

	 

	This time it was Mary and Susan, fifteen year old freshmen, identical twins, with light brown hair and green eyes. Mary stared at me and started to giggle; Susan just motioned with her finger and said, "Come." I lowered my hands to the ground and began crawling behind them, keeping my ass held high and my legs spread in order to maximize my humiliation.

	 

	My Goddess awaited back at the toilets, as usual. I prostrated myself before her, gently kissing her tiny, beautiful feet.

	 

	"How may I serve you, Ma'am?" I asked in a tiny, soft voice.

	 

	"I understand you learned something last weekend," she replied by way of an answer.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am, I did, Ma'am," I said quietly, rising to my knees but continuing to stare at the ground. "I learned my proper place in life is at your feet, Ma'am."

	 

	"My feet, or anyone's feet?"

	 

	"Anyone's, Ma'am."

	 

	"And are you begging for our forgiveness for what you've done?"

	 

	"Oh, yes, Ma'am," I said earnestly. "I beg with all my heart for forgiveness. It was wrong of me to take my pleasure in touching you and the other girls, and I am ready to accept whatever punishment you believe is appropriate."

	 

	"Forgiveness is earned, not given," she said harshly, pulling on my hair and forcing my head up. She stared in my eyes. "You will begin your true punishment tomorrow, when we will start going through your list, one item at a time. Then, when you're through with that list, you can start on the one we wrote."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am," I replied.

	"For right now, I want you to open your mouth as wide as you can and look straight up," she commanded. I did so, and she spat a huge glob of saliva directly into it. I started to wretch, but the look on her face warned me to hold position. 

	"Don't swallow," she ordered. "Crawl to each of the girls so they can spit in your mouth as well. Once everyone has had their chance, then you can swallow."

	 

	Unable to answer, I simply nodded my head, the sensation of her spit sliding down the sides of my throat wanting to make me retch. I crawled in turn to each girl, silently begging with open mouth, waiting for their spit to join that of their teammates. When they were all finished, I swallowed, reveling in the absolute subjugation of the moment.

	 

	"How did it taste?" one of them asked.

	"Um...I didn't like it, Ma'am, but it made me feel...worthless."

	 

	"Good, because that's what you are, as worthless as scum on a toilet bowl," my Goddess reminded me.

	 

	"Okay, one last thing before you leave. How long has it been since you've cum?"

	 

	The question was totally unexpected, and when I thought about it, I realized I hadn't jacked off in something like four or five days. That was really unusual.

	 

	"I'm not sure, Ma'am. I think it was Thursday, Ma'am," I replied as honestly as I could.

	 

	"That's a rather long time for a little stud muffin like you, isn't it?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am, I guess so."

	 

	"How often do you usually jack off?"

	 

	"Maybe once or twice a day, Ma'am," I answered, my face turning red again. "Sometimes more."

	"My, my, what a nasty little boy," she said. Several of the girls giggled; I just wanted to disappear. "You jack off at school, too, don't you?

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am." I can't remember - even with all that had gone on over the past week - when I'd been so embarrassed.

	 

	"Well, I see that we have two problems, then. First, it's well known that adolescent boys are driven by their hormones, and unless they empty their balls regularly, they turn into sex maniacs. We can't have you going around raping poor, innocent cheerleaders, can we?"

	 

	"No, Ma'am," I replied.

	 

	"But at the same time, we can't have you wasting time and using up all your energy playing with your pud, either."

	 

	"No, Ma'am."

	 

	"So what do you think the solution is?"

	 

	"Um...I don't know, Ma'am."

	 

	"Yes, you do. Think about it, slug."

	 

	"Um, a restriction on how many times I'm allowed to cum, Ma'am?"

	 

	"You got it almost right. From now on, you have to get permission before you can cum. That permission must come from a female, any female, but I have a feeling you'll probably restrict your requests to the eight of us. Now, just to be fair to the rest of the female population, we'll ensure you get a minimum of two orgasms each week. You might not always like the way they happen, but you'll get at least two. You can play with yourself all you want, but if you cum without permission, you'll be punished."

	"I understand, Ma'am."

	 

	"Oh, one other thing. You will masturbate to orgasm - or not to orgasm - whenever any of us tell you to."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am.

	 

	"Okay, do it."

	 

	"Ma'am?" I asked, confused.

	 

	"Show us how you pound that pathetic little pud of yours, but don't you dare even think about getting any of that nasty boy cum on any of us."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied. "May I sit on a toilet, Ma'am? That's where I usually do it," I said truthfully.

	 

	"No, I don't think so. You can just stay on your knees and stare at the floor. I don't want you looking at any of our legs, either, slug."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I said, spitting on my hand for lubrication before starting to stroke myself. I was hard already, in fact had been most of the day, and it was only with great effort that I managed to get my dick to subside while I was changing. I could feel my balls boiling in less than two minutes.

	 

	"Ma'am, may I please cum, Ma'am?" I asked, remembering to keep my eyes downcast.

	 

	"Angela, didn't you have something for him to cum on?" my Goddess asked.

	I saw the blonde hair, blue eyed Sophomore's feet step into my view, then her hand setting a slice of bread down on the floor.

	 

	"You're going to cum on the bread, and then eat your first cum sandwich," she told me. Her statement, the realization that this would be the most humiliating act so far, and the fact that I'd not cum in at least 96 hours caused an immediate reaction. I tried to keep my dick pointed at the slice of bread, but my world went black as my orgasm exploded. It was the hardest, longest cum I could ever remember. I finally opened my eyes, panting, to see semen not only soaking into the bread, but dripping from my hand and splattered across the floor. A hand suddenly came out of nowhere, cuffing me across the head.

	 

	"I told you not to get any of that nasty shit on me, you slut!" my Goddess screamed. I looked down as she lifted her foot, showing me a large drop that had landed right between two of her perfectly manicured toes. "Clean it up!" she demanded.

	 

	I lowered my face to her foot and began carefully licking my own cum ejaculate, stopping only when she finally got tired of my ministrations, kicking me away.

	 

	"You got the floor dirty, too, you nasty boy!" one of the other girls commented. "I hope you don't expect us to clean your mess up."

	 

	"No, Ma'am," I replied, dropping to my belly and slithering to each small puddle, first licking it up and then using my hair to dry the saliva off the floor. It tasted different than when I licked it off my Goddess's foot; perhaps it was the cleaning solution, or just the taste of the feet that had been walking there before me.

	Finally, it was time for my "afternoon snack," as one of the girls called it. By now, the bread was soggy, as cum had soaked through it. Nonetheless, I picked it up with my hand, folded it in half like a sandwich, and slowly chewed it, savoring the flavor. To be honest, I really couldn't taste the cum, but I knew I had to put on a good show if I didn't want to be punished more.

	 

	I noticed that the girls were having a quiet conversation while I was doing all this, but didn't really pay much attention to what they were saying. It was none of my business, anyway, though I was sure it concerned me. I was right.

	 

	"You got lucky, slime," my Goddess, Angelique, said when I was finished with my meal. "I was going to have you give us all your money from your paper route and lawn mowing, but the girls convinced me otherwise."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am."

	 

	"Don't you think you should thank them, slime?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am. I'm sorry, Ma'am." I crawled to each of the teenagers, gently kissed each foot, and verbally thanked them. When I was finished, I returned to my place in the middle of the restroom floor.

	 

	"Instead of taking your money, we decided that you can just spend it on us instead. You'll keep accurate records, and we'll be checking, but you can keep five percent for yourself. Everything else you'll spend on us. We've also come up with a rotation list. If you want to have your pathetic little orgasm, you have to ask whoever has ‘the duty.' She's the only one of the eight of us who can give you permission. You can still ask someone outside our little group, but somehow I think you'd prefer not to do that, right?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am."

	 

	"The person on the list for that day has complete control over you, both at school and afterwards. If you displease her, you probably won't get to cum. Even if you're nice to her, you might not get to anyway, but I suggest you do your best."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied again.

	 

	"You may only ask once per day, and she's the only one who can give you permission. However, any of us can order you to play with yourself, and either cum or not, as we decide, whenever we want. Understand?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am."

	 

	"You'll also be expected to buy lunch for whoever's turn it is, and if you're smart, you might consider little gifts, too. Something to put us in the right frame of mind to let you relieve yourself. Oh, and speaking of gifts, the list will also have our birthdays on it. We each expect a gift, at least $50 in value. Something nice, that shows you've given thought to us as individuals. If we're not pleased...well, you won't want that to happen, will you?"

	 

	"No, Ma'am."

	 

	"Now, one more thing. We already know about your lawn mowing business, and have decided you're going to expand it. You'll do all your paying customers on Saturdays, and our lawns on Sundays. Every week, all of us. For free."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am." I'd already thought about this, and was going to offer the same thing anyway. Most of my customers were every two weeks, but I'd do these eight weekly.

	 

	"Good. Now, we've decided that we're going to do something different tomorrow. There's a matinee after school that we've all been dying to see, and you're taking us."

	 

	"Uh...Ma'am...I'd love to take you all to the movies, but I'm broke. I spent all my money on new gym clothes, Ma'am."

	 

	"Tough shit. Figure a way," she replied, walking out with her troupe in tow. I was going to be expected to accomplish even the impossible, it seemed.
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	 Sissy Stepdad

	Chapter VI

	 

	It was raining when I went outside. My clothes were soaked and mud-covered, hidden as they'd been under the shrubs behind the locker room. The cold, hard rain made me shiver uncontrollably...or was it something else causing that to happen? It didn't really matter. I got dressed as best as I could, and jogged home. The weather forecast hadn't mentioned any rain, so I didn't believe anyone would pay particular attention to someone coming home late from school, getting caught in the storm.

	 

	Beth had managed to get home before me, apparently arriving before the downpour started. She was sitting in the living room, watching the end of some soap opera. I stood there for a minute, dripping water on the floor.

	 

	"Were you going to use the bathroom?" I asked. "I really need to get out of these wet clothes and take a shower to warm up."

	 

	"Actually, I was," she said, looking up at me with that same, almost knowing look on her face. "I'll only be a little bit, maybe a half hour," she continued. "I need to take a bath before dinner. Maybe you should just go get out of those wet clothes and wait?"

	 

	"Yeah, I guess so," I replied. I wanted to be especially nice to her, because I knew she had a stash of money that I might be able to borrow from. I figured I needed at least $20 for the movies tomorrow; more, if I was going to be expected to buy snacks. I went into my room and stripped down, drying off as best as I could. Shivering, I threw on my bathrobe and sat on the edge of my bed to wait.

	 

	
I heard the water running as Beth filled her tub, and I imagined what her naked body looked like. Sure, she was my sister, but she had always been pretty, in a cute sort of way. Now that she was starting to blossom, recently moving out of training bras to an A cup (I knew this from rummaging through the dirty clothes the other day), I began to wonder what her pussy looked like. She had light brunette hair, almost more of a dark blonde, so would her cunt hair be the same color? In fact, would she even have any yet? If so, was it just a few wispy hairs, or a full bush? And what about her cunt lips? Just a puffy little slit, or would her labia be defined enough to be visible? What would it feel like to fuck her, or even just stick my tongue there and lick?

	I started to fantasize about Beth taking charge, being my Mistress and me her slave. Making me massage her feet, doing her laundry, ironing her clothes. Being spanked on the bare ass when I displeased her or didn't perform to her expectations. More humiliating things, like cleaning her shoes with my tongue, hand-washing her delicate underthings, being her footstool. Having her boss me around, doing her bidding.

	 

	I sat there for closer to an hour, listening to my sister splash around in the tub, the water occasionally being turned on as she warmed her bath up. Finally, I heard the sound of the tub draining, and a few minutes later, a knock from inside the bathroom door.

	 

	"It's all yours," she hollered.

	 

	"Thank you," I replied. I waited a few minutes to ensure she was out of the bathroom.

	 

	The water, of course, was barely tepid. Beth had intentionally used all the hot water, and our water heater had a notoriously slow recovery time. I was able to get maybe five minutes of warm water before it became icy cold, forcing me out of the shower. I dried off quickly, enjoying the residual warmth left in the bathroom from her bath. After dressing, I went back out to the living room.

	 

	"How was your shower?" she asked, a slight grin on her face.

	 

	"Oh, fine," I replied. "And your bath?"

	 

	"Nice and hot," she answered. "Very hot and relaxing."

	 

	"Um...I need to ask a favor," I said, sitting down on the other end of the couch.

	 

	"Oh?"

	 

	"Yeah, I was wondering if I could borrow some money. Maybe twenty five dollars?" I asked hesitatingly.

	 

	"Why? Don't you have your own money? What happened to what you earned from the lawns?"

	 

	"Um...something came up and I had to spend it unexpectedly," I stammered. "And now something else has come up, and I really need some cash in a hurry."

	 

	"You're not smoking dope or anything like that, are you?" she asked suspiciously.

	 

	"No, nothing like that. I just need some money in a hurry...by tomorrow. I'll pay you back, with interest, next weekend." She looked dubious. I was worried about not getting the loan, so I decided to sweeten the pot. "Look, until I pay you back, I'll do all your chores. I won't even complain when you want to watch your programs." We always argued over the television. "You can watch whatever you want."

	 

	"For how long?"

	 

	"How long for what? Chores or TV?"

	 

	"Both."

	 

	"Until I pay back the loan?" I suggested.

	"How about one month or until you pay back the loan, whichever is longer?"

	 

	"But I'm going to pay you back on Saturday!" I complained.

	 

	"Well, those are my conditions. Either you do my chores and don't complain about what I want to watch on TV, or no loan."

	 

	"Okay, you win," I said.

	 

	"Good. You can start by cleaning up my room."

	 

	Her room was, of course, trashed just like it usually was. Clothes on the floor, bed unmade, candy wrappers and half-empty Coke cans on her desk. We weren't allowed to have food in our rooms, but that never stopped her. I tidied things up quickly, finishing tucking her blanket in just as I heard Mom come home from her shopping trip. I slipped through the shared bathroom and came out my bedroom door. Nobody except Beth even knew I'd been in her room.

	 

	The evening was pretty normal, other than me deferring to my sister when it came to what television show would be on. It was sort of a family night, with us watching some cutesy program about a dog. It wasn't until bedtime that I was able to talk to Beth about the money. I went into the bathroom and tapped lightly on her door.

	"I just remembered," I said, "I'm going to need a little extra. Could I get, maybe $35?"

	 

	"A month of chores, you do whatever I say, and you pay me back $50 on Saturday," she said. I nodded in agreement. "Good. I need another pillow or two. Bring me yours," she ordered, apparently testing me. I went into my room and brought her my pillows. She handed me the cash.

	 

	"I'd like breakfast in bed tomorrow. Nothing fancy, just coffee, orange juice and toast. You may leave now," she said with a regal air. I backed out of the room with an exaggerated bow, closing the door behind me.

	 

	I set my alarm for an hour before the time I normally got up. I didn't sleep well without pillows, and ended up stuffing a sweat shirt with my dirty clothes in order to get comfortable. It didn't work well, but it worked. I managed to get to sleep, eventually.

	 

	After serving Beth's breakfast, I scurried out the door. I had a few things to do before school, and wanted to be there before Jeanette - my ‘Owner' for the day - arrived. I hadn't had time to learn each of their likes and dislikes, but I thought to myself, what girl doesn't like flowers? There was a small florist that opened early, only a few blocks out of my way. I walked in and selected a nice bouquet of pink roses; red would have been cheaper, but I thought it would be too forward of me to give her red roses. That was, after all, the color of lovers, and we were hardly that.

	I stood out in front of the school, anxiously awaiting Jeanette's arrival, holding the flowers in one hand, and a small box of chocolates in the other. Finally, after waiting what seemed like hours, I spotted her walking up the sidewalk towards the school. I hesitated only a moment before running towards her.

	 

	"Ma'am, may I take your books, please?" I asked, holding the flowers and candy out, a stupid grin on my face.

	 

	"What the fuck is this, slime?" she sneered, shoving her binder and two schoolbooks at me. This was in the days before backpacks became fashionable.

	 

	"Ma'am, I bought you flowers, and chocolates!" I beamed.

	 

	"And just what the fuck am I supposed to do with these?" she spat, grabbing the roses out of my hand and tossing them into the gutter. "You stupid fuck, you want to give me flowers, don't do it somewhere there's no place to put them!" I was crestfallen.

	 

	"I'm sorry, Ma'am," I said, tears welling up in my eyes.

	 

	"Fuck," she repeated, shaking her head. "Crying like a fucking baby. Go on, baby, suck your thumb!" I looked at her for a moment, not sure what I heard. "I said, suck your thumb, baby!" I immediately thrust my thumb in my mouth, clear up to the first knuckle and began sucking.

	 

	"I'm going to be nice to you today," she said, but I was sure she was going to be anything but. "I'm not going to lead you on. You're not going to cum today."

	 

	"Yeth, Ma'aa," I mumbled, unable to speak clearly with my thumb in my mouth.

	 

	"Even if you get permission, even if one of the other cheerleaders orders you to cum, you are forbidden to do so. Understand? And take that thumb out of your mouth!"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am, I understand," I assured her. There was nothing else I could say, though I was concerned how I could obey her order if someone else told me to jerk off. Maybe, since she told me first, or maybe because she was in charge today, I could just explain it. Or not.

	 

	"Follow me," she said, taking off at a brisk pace, leading me to her locker. She had me wait while she opened it, then exchanged her books for those she'd need for morning classes. "Follow me to first period, then disappear. Meet me back at my locker before lunch."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, taking my position a few steps behind her.

	 

	I barely had time, after depositing her books on her desk, to grab my own books from my locker and get to class. As it was, I walked in just as the tardy bell rang, and got a bit of a dirty look from the teacher. 

	When it was time for lunch, I raced to Jeanette's locker, getting there just a few seconds before she did. I held her books while she opened her locker, then put them inside. She pulled something out and stuck it in her pocked, smiling at me. It wasn't a "Hi, nice to see you" kind of smile, either.

	 

	I followed her into the cafeteria, helped her find a seat, and then she sent me off to get in line for her lunch. Fortunately for me, I was on the school lunch program, so I ate free. I'd be giving up my lunches from now on, though, perhaps snacking on something I'd brought from home, or if I had a bit of money, buying a bag of chips for myself. I got Jeanette's lunch tray and brought it to her. All the other cheerleaders were sitting with her. She accepted the tray without a word, or even acknowledging my presence. I just stood there, not sure what to do. Several of the girls began to giggle.

	 

	"Go change into this," she said, handing me the small object she'd taken from her locker. I held it in my hand for a moment before realizing it was a pair of pale pink girl's panties. I looked up at her, dumbfounded. She expected me to run around in just a pair of pink panties? "Bring me your undershorts when you're done."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, my face burning, wondering whether anyone else heard her.

	 

	I balled the tiny panties up and hurried off to the restroom, locked myself in a stall, and pulled my shoes and pants off. The panties barely fit; just a string in the back, it rode firmly in the crack of my ass. I put my trousers and shoes back on, balling my shorts up and hiding them in the ball of my fist. It wasn't easy to keep hidden, because they had a lot more substance to them than the satiny panties. I returned to the table and held my balled-up hand out to Jeanette.

	 

	"No, stupid, in the middle of the table, and spread them out so we can all see!" Loud laughter erupted, turning a few heads, but once they saw it was the group of cheerleaders, nobody thought anything of it. I moved my shorts to the center of the table, spreading them out flat. None of the girls wanted to touch them, and nobody told me to remove them, so they just stayed there. Jeanette told me to go away, but report for punishment as usual.

	I had Beth's money in my pocket, but was worried about running out at the movies, so I didn't get anything for lunch. I was hungry, but I couldn't concern myself with that. My immediate worry was having to go to P.E. class wearing girl's panties. I know I'd said before that it didn't matter to me, that I craved the humiliation, but now that it was about to become reality, I was scared. I didn't think I'd be able to actually go through with it, and began thinking of ways to avoid gym today.

	I had two more afternoon classes before gym, and I couldn't concentrate through either of them. In Algebra, we were working on motion problems, but the words just stared at me, not making any sense. It was a chapter test, the first time I'd flunked one. As bad as that was, Chemistry was worse. We were mixing caustic agents, and I came very close to mixing two ingredients wrong - adding water to acid, instead of the other way around. My lab partner caught me just as I was bring the beaker of water up, but the teacher also noticed, grabbing me by the arm and dragging me out of the classroom. She told me, in not so many words, to get my head out of my ass. All I could do was stammer an apology and make a lame excuse about being preoccupied. She didn't accept that, of course, and told me I'd be serving detention. The only saving grace was that she saw the horrified look on my face, listened to my vague story about not being able to stay late today, and delayed my punishment until tomorrow. I knew that wasn't the only punishment I'd receive, though.

	 

	It wasn't until I was walking slowly towards the locker rooms that I saw Jeanette motioning me over to her. She handed me a paper lunch bag, and told me she'd decided having the other boys see me in panties wasn't a good idea, at least not just yet. Inside were my shorts, and I hustled over to a restroom to change. I stuffed the pink panties in my pocket, then ran to gym class, again getting outside just as Coach was finishing taking attendance. I ended up doing pushups for being late - he wanted twenty five, but my arms gave out after eleven - with the promise that it would double next time.

	 

	Once again, I lingered in the locker room long enough to be the last one out. After yesterday's rainstorm, I decided not to use the shrubs again, so instead, hid my street clothes underneath the liner in a trash can just outside the locker room door. The custodial crew always emptied it after lunch, so I was fairly certain my things would be safe. I wasn't sure what to do about the panties, whether to wear them or just carry them. I decided that since I'd been told the only thing I could wear was my gym shorts - and I couldn't afford to use another pair - I'd go naked once again.

	 

	Since Jeanette was in charge today, she came out to get me.

	"Did you bring my panties?" she asked, looking down at my naked, kneeling body.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, opening my hand to reveal them.

	 

	"Well, we haven't seen you model them yet, so don't you think you should put them on?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I answered, quickly sliding the skimpy undergarment over my feet and pulling it up. Jeanette giggled when I turned around for her, hands on my head, displaying just the tiniest sliver of pink fabric in the crack of my ass. She made me crawl on just my knees this time, keeping my body erect in order to display the panties I was wearing.

	 

	"Guess what, slime? We have a special treat for you today, and a new job!" Dominique announced. Whatever it was, I knew it would be demeaning and disgusting.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am?" I replied, trepidation evident in my voice.

	 

	"Carmen started her period this morning, and needs her tampon changed. Guess who's job it is to take the old one out?"

	 

	"Mine, Ma'am?"

	 

	"And the bloody tampon goes to...slime!" she announced with a flair. "But we wouldn't want you to get all excited looking at a real, live vagina, so put this on first," she said, handing me one of those black sleeping masks. I slipped it over my head, covering my eyes. I heard movement and the sound of cloth against skin; Carmen must have been taking her panties off. She was one of three seniors on the squad, somewhat shorter and stockier than the other cheerleaders, but perfect for being the base in a pyramid. Carmen also had the largest knockers of any girl in school.

	"Tilt your head back and open your mouth, worm," I was told. I sensed Carmen standing over me, one foot on each side of my body. She squatted down over my mouth, and when the string was past my teeth, I was told to bite down. Carmen stood up, the tampon flew out with a soft plop and bounced off my cheek, finally dangling over my chin.

	 

	"Work it into your mouth, slut," Dominique ordered. I gagged as I sucked and used my tongue to reel the nasty wad of cotton into my mouth, nearly vomiting when I was told to chew on it. The taste wasn't all that awful - about the same as when you bite your own lip and draw blood - but knowing exactly where it came from made it terrible. I could feel the bile churning in my stomach, but forced a smile on my face, knowing that they'd want me to pretend to be enjoying it. I heard the sound of paper ripping - Carmen must be putting in a fresh tampon, I figured - and a minute later, my blindfold was removed.

	 

	"Open your mouth and stick out your tongue," Susan said. She was holding a camera, and made me pose for several photos with the filthy tampon in my mouth. After taking five or six different shots, she nodded to Dominique.

	 

	"You may crawl over to the toilet and drop it in. Don't expect this leniency forever, though. It won't be long before you're eating bloody tampons for your afternoon snack!"

	 

	I scurried over to the nearest toilet and spat the nasty thing out, the bile in my stomach very nearly following it. I don't know what was worse, knowing I'd just chewed on a used tampon, or the thought that they were going to make me eat one. I knew I'd puke if that happened - I nearly did just now - but as vindictive as these bitches were, they'd probably make me eat that, too!

	 

	"What now, ladies?" Dominique asked.

	 

	"I want to see him jerk off again," Roberta said.

	 

	"Nope, he doesn't get to cum today," Jeanette replied. "He's already been told by me, and knows he'll be punished if he disobeys."

	 

	A cruel gleam suddenly appeared in Roberta's eyes. "You ordered him not to cum, right? I wonder what he'll do if I order him to go ahead and cum?"

	 

	"I don't know," Jeanette replied, "But if he disobeys my order, he gets 50 across the ass and ten directly on his dick." She hadn't mentioned strapping me on the dick before, but I knew right then I wasn't going to disobey her.

	 

	"Well, I could offer a harsher punishment, but I'll make it fair. Slime, I'm ordering you to jerk yourself off, right here, right now. You'll cum on the floor, and when you're through, you'll lick it up. NOW!" she punctuated.

	 

	"Ma'am...respectfully, Ma'am, you're ordering me to disobey a previous order, Ma'am." I looked up at Dominique. "Ma'am, I beg for guidance, Ma'am."

	 

	"Well, it seems you have a dilemma, don't you, worm? I think you're on your own, and have to accept responsibility for your decision," she said, with more than a hint of cruelty in her voice.

	 

	I was stuck between the proverbial rock and a hard place. If I obeyed Roberta, I disobeyed Jeanette. If I obeyed Jeanette, I disobeyed Roberta. If I disobeyed either one, I would be punished, but I had to obey one of them. I wanted to have an orgasm so bad I could almost taste it. However, given my recent change in attitude, it didn't take me long to realize that I needed to deny myself. I needed to prove my submissiveness, both to myself and the cheerleaders.

	 

	"Ma'am, respectfully, I must refuse your order, Ma'am," I said, kneeling at Roberta's feet. "I beg punishment, Ma'am."

	 

	"Good. I was hoping you'd say that," she answered. "And I happen to have brought just the thing to make sure you have a memorable punishment. Go crawl over to locker 116. Call out when you are there."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, crawling as fast as I could in search of that particular locker. They were numbered differently than in the boys' room, so it took me a few minutes.

	 

	"Ma'am, I'm at locker 116!" I called out.

	 

	"Good. Open the locker and bring me the item inside it. Carry it in your mouth, but don't you dare leave bite marks or saliva on it!"

	After acknowledging her command, I opened the locker and found it to be empty except for a very wicked looking black leather riding crop. I began shaking immediately, knowing it was going to hurt a hell of a lot more than a belt. I wasn't sure I would be able to stand 50 on my ass, let alone ten on my penis. I almost bolted right then; being found out was almost preferable to what was about to happen. I didn't, though, and simply took the evil-looking thing in my mouth, pulling my lips in over my teeth so I didn't mar the shiny leather surface, and scurried back on all fours.

	 

	I was ordered to bend over one of the commodes - my ass in the air, my face on the floor, my hands clasped behind my head. The panties were pulled down, exposing my already bruised ass cheeks. I laid there, anticipating the first slash of the crop across my ass, hearing the swishing sound as someone whipped it through the air.

	 

	"You're going to get fifty," Roberta announced. "You're going to keep count, too. If you miscount, we start all over. If you miss one, we start all over. Understand?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied quietly, almost sobbing.

	The first blow struck me before I could prepare. I screamed in pain, it hurt that bad.

	"Okay, I guess that was a practice one, since you didn't count!" Roberta proclaimed before laying into me again, one after another. I managed to keep count between the tears, finally reaching thirty, before she stopped for a quick breather. My ass was burning, and I thought I could feel blood seeping out of some of the welts she'd left.

	 

	"We still have to get to the movies," I heard one of the girls say over my sobs. "I really don't want to miss the beginning, so why don't we finish this later?" There was a murmur of assent.

	 

	"Pull up your panties, fuckface, and get your ass out to my car!" Jeanette commanded.  "You won't be needing anything else! Don't forget to grab your money first, because you're taking us to the movies!"

	 

	I crawled out of the locker room, staying on my hands and knees until I was past the door. Retrieving my pants from the trash, I quickly pulled the money out of my wallet. Unsure what to do with the small wad, I rolled it up and stuffed it down the front of the panties.  Not knowing how long they'd wait for me, or what would happen if I was late, I sprinted out past the tennis courts to the parking lot. Jeanette and five of the other girls were already waiting in the 1960 Buick her parents had handed down to her when she got her license. Dominique and the last cheerleader were standing next to her nearly-new MG convertible. Unlike most attending this middle-class neighborhood public school, Dominique's family had money. In fact, her father was probably the wealthiest man in town. They laughed as I sprinted towards them in the waning light. I didn't notice until afterwards that my balls had slipped out of the thin, translucent garment.

	 

	I stood next to the Buick, awaiting instructions, when I realized Jeanette was glaring angrily at me. I immediately dropped to my knees, mumbling an apology.

	 

	"You just can't keep from fucking up, can you, slut?" Jeanette commented. "Crawl into the back seat and kneel on the floor. I'm sure the girls will find something to occupy your time."

	 

	I did as I was told, finding myself crowded in among the bare legs and shoe-clad feet of my abusers. They'd all changed out of their practice outfits, and each now wore a short skirt or dress.

	 

	"I need a foot massage slave!" someone said, shoving a sandal-clad, sweaty foot in my face.

	 

	"Ma'am, may I please have the honor of pleasuring your feet with my mouth, Ma'am?" I asked submissively as the car started.

	I spent the next 90 minutes licking, sucking and kissing the three pair of feet presented to me, never once wondering why it was taking so long to drive to the theater. There were only two movie houses in our little town, and the most distant was only eight or ten blocks from the school. It never even registered in my mind.

	 

	The car finally stopped, and after the three girls sitting above me got their shoes back on - not without feet, shoes and legs smashing against my face and head numerous times - the door was opened and I was unceremoniously shoved out onto the sidewalk.

	Kneel!" Jeanette commanded, and for the first - but certainly not the last - time, I found myself kneeling nearly naked, wearing nothing but a skimpy pair of soiled panties.

	I looked around quickly, while the girls were piling out of the car. We were on a dark, nearly-deserted and trash-strewn street, somewhere I wasn't familiar with. Certainly another city, but which one? I didn't have much time to ponder that question before I felt something heavy and metallic being slipped over my head. I looked up and saw Dominique attaching a pink leash to the choke collar she'd just put around my neck.

	 

	"Heel!" she commanded, quickly walking towards the run-down movie theater, forcing me to scramble behind her on my knees in order to keep from getting choked. I sensed, rather than actually saw, passers-by staring at the spectacle of a nearly naked teen being dragged across the sidewalk.

	 

	As it turned out, we were going to a once-nice, now seedy and run down movie theater that showed nothing but porn. I knew it was against the law for any of us to be in such a place, but that didn't seem to stop anyone. Dominique pulled up in front of the ticket window and ordered me to stand.

	 

	"Eight, please. This one is going to stand and wait in the lobby for us," she explained, nodding in my direction.

	 

	"That'll be $68, please," the teller - a rather trashy young woman in her twenties - told her.

	 

	"Pay her, slave," she ordered me.

	 

	"Ma'am...I...I don't have enough money, Ma'am," I stammered, dropping back to my knees.

	 

	"What? I told you that you were taking us to the movies. You should have brought enough!"

	 

	"Ma'am, I'm sorry, Ma'am. I thought...I mean...the matinee back home is like two dollars, Ma'am. I didn't know we were coming here, Ma'am. I only have $35, Ma'am. That's all I could get."

	 

	"So what do you think we should do about this?" she asked, glaring at me. I looked up cautiously, noticing the cashier following the conversation.

	 

	"Ma'am, I don't know, Ma'am. Perhaps there's some why I could pay what I owe later, or maybe work it off, Ma'am?"

	 

	"That might be interesting," she said thoughtfully. "Do you have work this pathetic worm could do in return for the - " she calculated quickly " - the additional $33?"

	 

	"I think we could arrange something," she replied, a gleam in her eye, tearing off eight tickets and waving them through. "You just come inside and kneel under the counter," she told me as Dominique dropped the leash on the ground.

	 

	It turned out she was sitting on a padded stool behind the counter, wearing jeans and sandals. The floor was strewn with cigarette butts, scraps of paper and wads of used chewing gum wrapped in little foil balls. She made me kneel in front of her as she slipped her canvas deck shoes off and stuck her bare feet in my face. Without socks, both her filthy shoes and sweaty feet stunk so bad that my eyes started to water.

	 

	"I think you know what to do," she said, jerking on the leash and causing my head to snap back.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I answered, slathering her soiled feet with my tongue, grimacing at the acrid taste of her unwashed feet.

	She kept me at that job for about twenty minutes, while several more groups came up to buy tickets, ordering me to stop only when it was time to close the ticket window. She led me inside, still on my knees at the end of the leash, showing me a janitorial closet containing rags, a broom, mop and bucket.

	"You can start with the restrooms," she instructed. "I want the mirrors spotless, the toilets, stall doors, walls and floor - everything spotless. Start in the ladies' room, and I'd better not catch you fucking off, either!" she warned with a glare.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, holding my neck up so she could remove the leash. She let the collar dangle around my neck, telling me it looked appropriate, and that anyone would be able to tell I was nothing but a slave. I didn't think it was possible, but I blushed again at the embarrassment.

	 

	The ladies room was filthy. Just like the ticket booth, there were cigarette butts and all manner of trash on the floor. The five toilets all had dark, black rings at the water line, and two hadn't even been flushed. The mirrors and sinks were just as filthy, and after assessing the situation for a moment, decided I'd start at the top and work down.

	 

	I went to the janitorial closet and found some spray cleaner and paper towels, which I used to wipe the crud off the mirrors and walls behind the sink. The sinks themselves required a bit more, so I filled them with hot water and let them soak a few minutes before tackling that grime with scouring powder. While the sinks were filling, I flushed each of the toilets, sprinkling more scouring powder in each of them. One was clogged, though, and I went out in search of a plunger.

	 

	"Ma'am," I asked the ticket-seller when I finally found her, "Is there a toilet plunger somewhere? One of the commodes in the ladies room is clogged."

	 

	"How the fuck am I supposed to know?" she spat back. "I'm not a fucking janitor! If you can't find one, figure out something!"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, chagrined and more than a little worried about what would happen if I wasn't able to get it unclogged.

	 

	I decided to not worry about it for the moment, and got to work on the filthy sinks. It was hard work, having to scrub and scrub each of the five sinks, and by the time I was done, my body was covered in a sheen of sweat. I sprayed everything down again with the liquid cleaner, buffing the mirrors, faucets and sinks to a high shine.

	 

	Now it was time to tackle the toilets. I decided to leave the clogged one for last. I was able to find a toilet brush behind a box of trash in the closet, so I used it to scrub out the toilets. Surprisingly, the black rings were relatively easy to get out; the stains in the bottom of the bowl and under the lip, though, were a different story altogether. It took me over an hour just to get the first four toilets done, and I still had the clogged one to do.

	 

	Sighing, I approached it with some trepidation. Using the toilet brush to fish most of the soggy, shit-covered paper out of the bowl, I flushed it once, only to have it overflow onto the floor. I noticed that there was something caught in the outlet, though, and taking a deep breath, I stuck my bare hand into the vile water, reaching down as far as I could, and pulling out a used sanitary napkin. When I realized what it was, I nearly threw it across the room, stopping only because of the chuckle I heard behind me.

	 

	"It's been there for a couple of weeks," the ticket-taker said. "At least, I think so. That's when the clog happened. Okay, get the floor done quickly, it's almost intermission time."

	 

	Making quick work of the last toilet, I swept and mopped the floor as rapidly as I could, finishing just as the first movie ended. She had me kneel outside the two restroom doors while the small crowd of people started flowing in to relieve themselves. With the exception of the cheerleaders and a few couples, most were men, apparently here without dates. Everyone eyeballed me, a few with rather evil looks in their eyes, causing me to try to shrink and become invisible.

	 

	"Oh, dear," my taskmaster said after the small crowd diminished, "It appears there's a bit of a mess in the ladies room again." She pointed for me to go back in.

	 

	While not as bad as before, it was a mess. This time, nobody had bothered to flush, and there were used paper towels and toilet paper strewn all over the room. Someone had even apparently pissed all over two of the toilet seats, though I was at a loss to figure out how a woman could do that except intentionally. Well, at least the mess was fresh, and all the dried, stuck-on filth had already been scrubbed off. It only took me about fifteen minutes to get the restroom sparkling - or as close to sparking as the dilapidated place could become.

	 

	It wasn't until I entered the men's room, though, that I truly understood what filth was. There were four urinals hanging on the wall, all of which were clogged and overflowing, cigarette butts and phlegm floating on top of the piss-stained water. The sinks were covered in grease and grime, and the two toilets were even worse.  The first toilet was filled with diarrhea-consistency shit, but I could also see a glob of fresh semen dripping from the front of the bowl. As bad as that was, it was all I could do to keep from puking when I saw a maggot-laden turd inside the second, dry one. The odor, too, was causing my stomach to do flips. I was thankful I hadn't eaten all day, knowing that I'd have added my own vomit to the filth if I had.

	 

	I had to get rid of the smell first, so I tentatively flushed the first, shit-filled toilet. As expected, it simply backed up and spilled over onto the floor, soaking my bare feet. I didn't even bother to get out of the way, just taking my toilet brush and slopping the repulsive contents of the bowl onto the floor. I flushed again, and this time it worked, so I began to pick up what I'd dropped on the floor and drop a little in at a time, flushing repeatedly, until as much as I could get up was gone. I couldn't get the shit out of the dry toilet with my brush, so I wadded up a few sheets of paper towel and lifted it out, dropping it into the good toilet before any of the maggots could crawl onto my hand.

	 

	Moving to the urinals, I flushed each several times, watching the piss-polluted water pour over the sides, taking with it most of the accumulated trash. Once the water was mostly clear, I could see that the clogs were caused by nothing more than paper and cigarette butts, which were easily removed. I had just finished scrubbing the first urinal, and was wiping it dry, when the door opened. I assumed it was my taskmaster (taskmistress?), but when I heard the deep voice, I knew I was wrong.

	 

	"Get out of the way, bitch, I gotta piss!" he said. I looked up and saw a huge black man, probably 6'5" tall and nearly 300 pounds, standing over me. I scrambled out of the way, backing up to the wall. I couldn't help but look as he fished out what was without a doubt the largest, and first uncut, cock I'd ever seen. He glanced over and saw me staring while he pissed in the just-cleaned urinal.

	 

	"Must look pretty yummy to a faggot like you, huh?" he said, a cruel smile on his face.

	 

	"Uh...no, Sir. I mean...you have a very nice penis, Sir. No, Sir, I'm not a faggot, Sir," I stammered.

	 

	"Yeah, you are. You might not know it, but you are. If not a real faggot, then a sissy. Why else would you be cleaning a shithouse like this, wearing nothing but pink panties?" I was afraid of this man, afraid of what he could do to me, but he just put his cock away, zipped up, and left without even bothering to wash his hands.

	 

	There was nothing else I could do but continue my task. Nobody else came in, and just before the second feature ended, I was done. Both bathrooms were as clean as they'd probably been in decades, though nothing could take away the years of neglect the fixtures had seen.

	 

	I gathered my tools and set them on the floor, then took a minute to look at myself in the mirror. I was pathetic. Covered in sweat, filth and grime from the restroom, the panties now torn from I don't know what. I smelled as bad as the toilets had, probably because half the contents were on me. I took a handful of paper towels and started to wash off, scrubbing my feet and lower legs first, since they'd been stepping in putrid shit and piss for several hours now, then repeatedly washing my hands in the hottest water I could stand. I didn't feel clean at all, but it was a little better. I was putting the cleaning tools away when the girls came back out of the theater to collect me.

	 

	"Phew, you stink!" Susan said, wrinkling her nose.

	 

	"Yeah," Jeanette parroted. "You're certainly not going home in MY car!"

	 

	"What about the trunk?" Carmen asked. "He could ride in there, then afterwards, he can scrub the smell out. We can't just leave him here. After all, how would he get back for the rest of his punishment?"

	 

	"Okay," Jeanette said. "In the trunk, slut, and not a word out of you." I nodded acknowledgment, climbing in and curling up in the reasonably large compartment, waiting while the lid was dropped shut.

	 

	During the ride home, I thought about all that had happened this day. I'd been beaten, forced to wear a girl's panties, chewed on a tampon, been led like a pet dog by a leash, cleaned bathrooms, and displayed myself for the slave that I was apparently becoming. The memories, as humiliating as they were - or perhaps because they were so humiliating - caused my dick to become painfully hard. I reached down to gently stroke it, then stopped. None of my Mistresses had permitted me to play with myself, and one had expressly forbidden me from cumming. I was so horny at the moment, I couldn't take the chance; I knew I'd explode at the first opportunity, so I just tried to curl up as comfortably as I could and sleep, the worn suspension of the car causing my body to bounce brutally against the floor with every bump we encountered.

	 

	The car eventually stopped. I heard one of the doors open, followed by the sound of the key in the trunk lock. The trunk lid popped open, and I peered out into the darkness.

	 

	"You're getting out here," Jeanette told me. "You can walk the rest of the way home, but first, I want my panties back." She held out her hand and waited while I slipped them down and off my feet, then motioned me out of the car.

	 

	I quickly got my bearings and realized I was about a block from home, in the alley that ran behind our house. My own room was on this side of the house, too, so I was able to make my way home, climbing through my window without anyone seeing. I looked at my clock and saw that it was already 1:00 a.m. Without even wondering if my parents were angry, I climbed into my bed and was asleep in minutes, exhausted from the day's events.

	 Sissy Stepdad

	Chapter VII

	 

	I was awakened the next morning to a pounding on my door.

	 

	"Wake up! You're going to be late for school!" my mother yelled.

	Oh, shit! I looked over at the clock, and saw that I only had twenty minutes until the bell. Not enough time to eat, let alone get cleaned up.

	"I'm up!" I replied, jumping out of bed and throwing my robe on, then opening the door. She didn't appear angry, so maybe she wasn't aware I was out so late.

	 

	"Hurry up, and I'll drop you off!" she said, turning to walk back into the kitchen.

	 

	I knew I reeked of my own sweat and the filth from the toilets I'd cleaned, but there was no time for even the quickest of showers. I grabbed my deodorant from the top of my dresser - I'd moved all my hygiene items out of the bathroom in deference to my sister - and slapped some cologne on, in hopes that it would hide the noxious odors from others. I didn't have any clean clothes, but my extra pair of jeans were quickly retrieved from the hamper. I managed to find a shirt that wasn't too dirty or wrinkled, and threw it on just as Mom honked the car horn. I rushed outside to find she had a brown bag breakfast waiting for me. I gulped down the fried egg sandwich while she drove me to school, thankful that the smell of the eggs covered the stench from my own body from her.

	 

	"Thanks, Mom!" I said as she pulled up in front of the school to let me out. It wasn't until then, when I saw Angela waiting with a scowl on her face, that I remembered. I hadn't bought her any gifts, and I didn't have any money to buy her anything now. I knew I was in trouble.

	"Guess what, slut?" she asked, a malevolent grin on her face.

	 

	"I know, Ma'am. I don't get to cum today, right, Ma'am?" I'm sure I sounded like I was about to cry.

	 

	"Bingo! Okay, take my books anyway," she said, pointing to the pile on the sidewalk and walking off at a brisk pace. I picked them up and followed. We stopped at her locker, and I held her books while she opened it. Taking the books from my hands, she looked at me thoughtfully.

	 

	"Maybe I will let you cum today, I just don't know," she said. "Perhaps if you're especially obedient..."

	 

	"Oh, yes, Ma'am. Whatever you'd like, Ma'am!" I replied, the eagerness evident in my voice.

	 

	"Okay, give me your undershirt, socks and shorts, right now!"

	 

	"Now, Ma'am? You want me to undress right here in the hallway, Ma'am?" I asked, shocked.

	 

	"No, you can go over into that doorway," she said, pointing to the janitorial closet, which was set back from the hallway by about two feet. "Strip first, then put your shirt, shoes and pants back on - in that order. If you underthings aren't on in my locker in two minutes, yesterday's punishment will seem like a day at the park!"

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied forlornly as she looked down at her watch.

	 

	Thankfully, class had already started and the hallway was deserted. I backed up to the inset door and quickly pulled my shirt over my head, simultaneously kicking off my shoes. My jeans and undershorts came off next. Twenty seconds later, I was re-dressed and my underclothes were in a pile on the floor. I picked them up and returned to Angela's locker. She motioned for me to put them inside, and when I did, she shut and locked the door.

	 

	"One last thing. Kneel down and open your mouth," she commanded. As I did so, she reached into her pocket and pulled out an object wrapped in a plastic sandwich bag. "I was really hoping not to have to do this, but we didn't think you'd be here on time to help Carmen out, so she wanted you to have this," she said. I looked up and saw her carefully holding a used tampon by her fingertips, even the string covered in menstrual blood. She dropped it in my mouth, then presented her fingers to me. I used my tongue to clean them off, barely successful in my attempt to keep from gagging as the nasty wad of cotton sat at the back of my throat.

	 

	"See you at lunch, slut!" she said over her shoulder as she sauntered off to her first class.

	 

	After running to the restroom and spitting the tampon into the toilet, I decided I'd better stop by the attendance office before going to class. My first hour teacher was a bit of a hard-ass about tardiness, and he'd probably be sending me there anyway. So I reported in as being late, got my tardy slip, and went to my civics class. As had been the last few days, my mind wasn't into it, and the few questions I was asked resulted in stern looks from the teacher and giggles from the class. The rest of the morning classes went the same. Although I wasn't late for any others, between the soreness of my ass and preoccupation with my overall situation, I might as well not have been in school at all.

	 

	Lunchtime found me delivering my cafeteria tray to Angela, then making repeated trips to the snack bar to fetch soft drinks and refills while the eight girls talked about classes, cheerleading, boyfriends - in short, about everything except me. It wasn't until Angela motioned me to clear their table of empty trays and cups that she even acknowledged my presence.

	 

	"There's a drug store two blocks down the street. You know which one I mean?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied. Of course I did, I walked by it every day.

	 

	"Go get me a pack of condoms," she said, dropping two dollar bills on the tray. "Get as many as you can for that, and bring me back the change."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I answered, wondering why she'd want me to buy her some condoms, and hoping the answer was that I was going to lose my virginity to her. I figured it was a long shot, but what the hell, if you're going to fantasize, fantasize big. Right?

	 

	So, after I dumped the trash and slid the trays through the dish window, I scurried off to the pharmacy. Now, back in the early 1960's, rubbers weren't out on the self-serve counter like they are today. Back then, you had to ask the Pharmacist for them. I admit to being more than just a little self-conscious as I walked towards the back of the store.

	 

	"Can I help you?" the Druggist - a woman, which again was unusual for that era - asked.

	 

	"Um...yes, Ma'am...I need...um...." I'm pretty sure my stammering was accompanied by a deep blush.

	 

	"Condoms?" she asked in a helpful voice.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I answered softly. "As many as I can get for two dollars, Ma'am, please."

	 

	"You and your friends planning on a gang-bang?" she asked as she turned to the proper display.  "Or do you just have a lot of girl friends?"

	 

	"Um...neither, Ma'am," I replied, thinking quickly. "It's...like, a joke for someone."

	 

	"Oh, gonna blow them up and stick them in some girl's locker, then? That happened to me, you know." She turned back towards me, setting two three-packs down on the counter.

	 

	"Um, yes, Ma'am, something like that.

	 

	"Okay, well, I just want to warn you that we've had a lot of complaints about these particular rubbers. If you really are going to use them for sex, well, I wouldn't, okay? They have a tendency to break."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am, thank you," I replied, stuffing the condoms, receipt and a few pennies change in my pocket. I nearly ran out of the store, and believed I could feel her eyes following me, a grin on her face.

	 

	I got back to school just before the bell rang, but was unable to find Angela. She must already be in class, I thought, so I went off to mine. It was Algebra, the same class I'd messed up on the last exam in, and this time I was able to concentrate on my work, nearly forgetting the dull ache in my backside.

	 

	It wasn't until gym that I remembered the beating my ass had taken the day before. Fortunately, I did remember that I wasn't wearing any underwear, managed to get out of my previous class a few minutes early - by claiming I had diarrhea, which was the only excuse I could think of - and by the time my classmates arrived to dress out, I was already in my gym clothes. I'd completely forgotten about my bruised backside until I undressed for the shower. Strangely enough, it didn't hurt at all, but much to the amusement of my classmates, my ass was covered with welts and deep purple bruises. I could no longer just laugh it off, either, so just hung my head and said something about my old man getting drunk and laying into me. In a few years, such a comment would have undoubtedly resulted in a visit by some social services agency, but back then, an ass-beating - and often enough any beating - was simply thought of as "parental discipline."

	I followed the same routine this particular afternoon as I had the previous few, lingering until I was the last one in the locker room, then after hiding my street clothes, knelt naked in front of the girl's locker room door awaiting my orders. It was a cold, overcast day. Not rainy, but damp, and the chill in the air was a sign of the coming winter. Granted, winters on the central California coast aren't exactly harsh, but I still found myself shivering uncontrollably. I waited and waited, unsure what I should do. I knew the janitors would be coming soon, and I couldn't afford to get caught - no matter what my fantasies and dreams were. I had just about decided to leave when I heard familiar female voices approaching. Only they weren't coming from inside the locker room.

	 

	"Oh, were you waiting for us, slag?" Mary asked with a laugh. "Debbie here got paid last night, and decided to treat us all to a nice, hot cup of cocoa over at Denny's after class. We figured you wouldn't mind waiting, right?"

	 

	"No, Ma'am, I don't mind waiting, Ma'am," I replied dutifully, my shivering even more pronounced now, seeing the eight girls all bundled up in warm jackets, two holding styrofoam cups with steam coming out of them.

	 

	"Well, we decided we're not going to play tonight. At least not here. You can go home now, but be at Frankie's Gym at seven tonight. You'll wear your gym shorts and tennis shoes, nothing else."

	 

	"Frankie's Gym, yes, Ma'am."

	 

	"Oh, one more thing," she said, almost as an afterthought. "Except for your head - scalp, eyebrows and eyelashes - I don't want to see any hair on your body when you get there. And bring your condoms."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied softly, my voice shaking.

	 

	"Good. See you then, hairless!" The girls all laughed at the joke, but all I could do was, once again, turn bright red.

	 

	Because they'd waited so long to come back, I had less than two hours to comply with their wishes. Retrieving my street clothes, I quickly pulled them on and ran the six blocks home. Beth was already there, but was busy watching television. She nodded absentmindedly when I asked if it was okay if I used the bathroom for a while.

	 

	I'd only recently started shaving, using a hand-me-down electric that my dad gave me. I didn't have - or know how to use - a blade. I'm not sure a blade would have been easier, but I suppose clipping the major hair - not that I had much, except a tuft above my dick - with the electric, and then shaving with a blade would have been less painful. As it was, the electric not only tugged at the coarse, short hairs, but it took a lot longer than I expected. It was already 6:30 by the time I was able to climb into the shower and rinse off.

	 

	Mom and dad had gone out somewhere, so I didn't have any problems getting out of the house wearing nearly nothing. The girls hadn't told me I could wear street clothes and change at the gym, only what I was supposed to be wearing. I decided not to take the chance, and with just ten minutes to spare, dashed out of the house into the cold, damp and now dark evening. I ran as fast as I could; I had to, because Frankie's was over a mile away. Like I said, I wasn't much of an athlete, but my light weight helped me in this respect. Still, I was panting and out of breath by the time I arrived - just as the college clock tower bells began to toll. I made it just in time, but the gym was closed! I was trying to figure out what to do, when the door suddenly opened, and I was dragged inside by a strong hand on my arm.

	 

	The inside of the gym was dark, and I could barely see, but I could tell the person dragging me was a man.

	"Stay," he commanded, forcing me to my knees and leaving me there while he walked to the windows and pulled down the shades. When all the windows were covered, he flicked on the overhead lights, bathing the entire gym - and my shivering body - in harsh brightness. I looked up at him, a massive man with bulging muscles, as I trembled as much in fear as because of the cold.

	 

	"Stand. Kick off the shoes, shorts down at your ankles, hands clasped behind your head," he commanded brusquely. I did as I was told, standing there scared out of my wits while he slowly circled me. I instinctively glanced downward, and saw that my dick was so shrunken it was barely visible.

	 

	"Squat. Knees apart," he ordered next. He pushed down on my shoulders, forcing me even lower.

	 

	"People call me Bruno," he said. "You, however, will call me, ‘Big Daddy, Sir.' Got that?"

	 

	"Yes, Sir," I replied. My response was immediately followed by a kick to my shoulder, knocking me forward onto the floor.

	 

	"The girls said you were stupid. Try it again. What's my name to you?"

	 

	"Big Daddy, Sir."

	 

	"Good. Now, get back up and into position." I struggled to comply, my stomach doing flips now.

	 

	"They also said you were a scrawny fuck. Are you?"

	 

	"Yes, Big Daddy, Sir. I'm a scrawny fuck," I replied submissively.

	 

	"They said they're embarrassed to be seen with you, and want you bulked up some, so let me explain what's going to happen. Tuesdays and Thursdays evenings after closing, and Sundays after you finish mowing lawns, you're going to come here for training. Sometimes it will be just you and me, other times there will be other people here. In return for me spending my time training you, you're going to do two things. First, we start out the workout with you giving me a nice blow job. Then, when we're all done, you play janitor and clean the gym. Got it?"

	 

	"Yes, Big Daddy, Sir," I answered. I knew I'd eventually be servicing men with my mouth - it was, after all, on my list - but like the other items, now that it was a reality, I wanted to run.

	 

	"Have you ever sucked a man off?" he asked.

	 

	"No, Big Daddy, Sir."

	 

	"Ever had a blow job yourself?"

	 

	"No, Big Daddy, Sir," I admitted softly, averting my eyes.

	 

	"Hmmm. No base of experience to go by, so I guess I'll have to teach you."

	 

	"Yes, Big Daddy, Sir."

	 

	"You afraid?" he asked, with an almost concerned tone in his voice. I knew it didn't matter whether I was scared out of my wits or not, I was going to end up with his cock in my mouth.

	 

	"Yes, Big Daddy, Sir," I replied, my voice trembling.

	 

	"Don't worry," he said, patting me on the head like I was a pet. "It won't be so bad. I won't even make you swallow my cum this time, since you're a virgin."

	 

	"Thank you, Big Daddy, Sir," I replied, actually somewhat relieved.

	 

	"Well, let's get started then, shall we?" he asked. I knew it wasn't a question, though. "Just leave your shorts on the floor."

	 

	"Yes, Big Daddy, Sir," I acknowledged, obeying as he motioned for me to stand and follow him.

	 

	He led me into a small, dingy office furnished with a desk, office chair, and a ratty, well-work couch, pointing to a spot on the floor in front of the couch. As I knelt there, I could see stains on the front edge of the seat - semen stains? I wondered. He stood between the couch and my kneeling form, his legs on either side of mine.

	 

	"Keep your hands clasped behind your head, and pull my pants down," he instructed.

	"Yes, Big Daddy, Sir," I responded, lifting myself up off my heels so I was kneeling upright. He was wearing sweat pants and the waist tie wasn't fastened, so all I had to do was grasp the hem with my teeth and gently tug, pulling them down first over one him and then switching sides to do the other, finally taking the very front in my mouth and pulling them down to his ankles. I was surprised - but shouldn't have been - to discover a jock strap underneath the sweats. He was, after all, a fitness trainer, and wouldn't exactly be wearing jeans and boxers for work.

	 

	I could smell a manly sort of cleanliness as my face moved close to his bare thighs, and was thankful that he'd apparently showered and changed into clean clothes. I could only imagine what he'd smell like after a workout, but somehow knew I'd find out for myself soon enough. The thought excited me, and I could feel myself growing erect.

	 

	I wasn't sure how to get the jock strap off, but decided to use the same technique as I had with the sweats. First the left side and then the right, pulling the strap down over his hips. To my dismay, however, he had to turn around so I could pull the back down. His ass was covered with thick, curly hair - as I would later discover his whole body was - and I could smell the scent of his body even more strongly as I tugged, trying to hold my breath as much as possible.

	 

	With the top strap of his jock down over his hips, I returned to the front. There was only one way to do this, I knew, and taking a deep breath, I reached up and grabbed the top of the cock pouch - I didn't know what else to call it - and pulling it as far out as I could, carefully jerked it down. I wasn't able to avoid his cock, though, and it sprang up, bouncing off my cheek and striking me in the nose as soon as I had the garment down far enough. Blushing, I ignored it as much as possible, pulled the jock strap down to his ankles, and released it. I knelt there, my head down, face burning, not daring to look up.

	 

	"You're blushing. How cute!" he said, causing my body to respond with an even deeper blush. "And you seem to be liking this," he commented, tapping my now- hard cock with his foot. I couldn't trust my voice, so I simply nodded my head shamefaced.

	 

	"Okay, just do whatever you think I might like," he told me in a calm voice. "If I don't like something, or if I want you to do something in particular, I'll let you know."

	 

	I would have thought that after all this, he'd be hard, but he wasn't. His flaccid cock, which was even now twice the size of mine, drooped limply against his left thigh. I propped my hands on the couch on either side of his knees and carefully moved my face close. Like I said earlier, I could smell soapy cleanliness, but still there was a bit of manly scent about him. I rubbed my cheek against the inside of his thighs, slowly moving closer and closer, until my eyes were mere inches from his cock. I studied it carefully, noting its symmetrical head, the tiny slit staring at me. I half-imagined it to be a snake, ready to strike. I noted the blood vessels, like little tubes, or maybe worms under the skin, slithering to and fro. The follicles covering his balls - his entire pubic region - with a thick coating of curly hair. I nuzzled those balls, too, feeling their fur coating scratch my face, inhaling their not unpleasant odor. I moved my head slightly, allowing my lips to contact his now-hardening shaft. I kissed the underside gently, moving from base to tip, my lips moving like those of a goldfish, softly opening and closing as I lightly brushed them against him. I ran my tongue around the contour of his dickhead, licking ever so lightly under the ridge of his circumcision. I took it into my mouth, grasping him with my lips and feeling his penis pulsate ever so slightly. I began to suck gently, just the head in my mouth, my lips locked at the top of his shaft, and was rewarded with a low moan and the feeling of his hands on the back of my head.

	 

	At his urging, I slowly began taking more and more into my mouth, the feel of his throbbing cock causing my own to react. He slowly forced my head forward until my nose was mashed into his belly, then pulled back slightly as my gag reflex began to activate.

	 

	"Relax. Breathe through your nose," he told me calmly, then applied more pressure to my head, forcing me to engulf him fully once more. Three times he released me, then forced me back down, until I was able to overcome my fear of choking. Slowly, he began fucking my face - that's the only way I can describe it - his hands forcing my head forward and back, impaling my throat and then pulling nearly completely out of my mouth. He quickened his pace, not forcing me as far forward now, concentrating on the top third of his cock, making me suck forcefully on the head.

	 

	"I'm going to cum!," he announced, releasing my head. "You don't have to swallow."

	 

	I responded by leaning as far forward as I could, taking him as deeply into my throat as possible and massaging his cock with my tongue. I sucked harder than I ever had before, feeling his penis start to pulsate even more, until a few seconds later, I was rewarded with a forceful blast of semen hitting the back of my throat. I coughed in surprise, but kept my lips sealed around his member, swallowing as fast as I could while he spurted into me. As the spurts slowed down and became less forceful, I became aware of the fact that I, too, had managed an orgasm - without even touching myself. I opened my mouth began gulping down fresh air, both of us panting in the otherwise quiet room.

	 

	"That was phenomenal," he said. "You're sure you've never sucked cock before?"

	 

	"No, Big Daddy, Sir," I gasped, still trying to catch my breath and wiping a bit of cum from my cheek.

	 

	"Damn. I've never met anyone who was able to deep throat the first time!"

	 

	"Was that what I was doing, Sir? I mean, I've heard of that, but never knew what it meant."

	 

	"Yes, that's what you were doing," he said, grinning down at me. "It seems I wasn't the only one who had a good time, either," pointing at the puddle of semen on the floor. "Don't you think you should clean that up?"

	 

	I started to bend over, thinking that he expected me to lick my own cum off the floor, but he stopped me.

	 

	"No, I meant with a towel or something," he said. "But if you want to use your tongue, that's okay too. The girls did say you were submissive."

	 

	"Big Daddy, Sir, I really would prefer to use a towel, Sir, if you don't mind." He reached behind him and took one that was draped over the back of the couch, tossing it down to me. I quickly wiped up my mess, then knelt there awaiting further instructions while he got dressed.

	 

	"Okay, let's go get you started," he said, motioning me to follow him out to the exercise floor.

	 

	I have to admit that I was pathetic that first night. He took me around to each piece of equipment, showed me how to use it, and then we found out how much my maximum weight on each exercise would be. Bruno said he'd never seen anyone as out of shape as me, except for fatties. I was only able to curl 10 pounds, and bench press 30. He had me do pushups - perfect pushups, not the kind I'd been able to get away with in class - and my arms collapsed after four. The same with sit-ups, though I managed 12 of those. In the end, he set me up with a program of light weights with high reps to start with. Making sure I understood each of the exercises I was supposed to do, he then set me to work.

	 

	I had just finished cleaning the toilets and was mopping the floor in the women's locker room when the girls showed up.

	 

	"No, this won't do at all," sixteen year old Angela said. "You're improperly dressed to be a cleaning maid." I stopped and began to remove my shorts, figuring they wanted me naked.

	 

	"No, no, no, silly boy," she said. "You need to put THIS on!" She reached into an unlocked locker and pulled out a grey cotton dress. "Maybe if you're good enough, you'll eventually promote to something nicer, like a French maid's costume!" They all laughed while I slipped the frumpy garment over my head, then continued to make crude and humiliating comments about me while I finished my work.

	 

	"Did you bring your condoms, boy?" Mary asked when I was finally done.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied.

	 

	"Good. Strip, go get one, then bring it back here," she ordered.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am." My mind was rushing as I thought of all the things that could happen here. Maybe I was going to get to fuck one of them...or rather, one of them was going to fuck me! Staying on all fours, I crawled as fast as I could back to Bruno's office, where I'd dropped them. Ripping the box open, I grabbed a single rubber and rushed back to the women's room.

	 

	"Put it on," Mary's twin, Susan, ordered.

	"Yes, Ma'am!" I answered excitedly, ripping the package open and carefully slipping the sheath over my erection. I knelt there, anticipating, my eyes moving from one cheerleader to the next.

	 

	"You may now show us how you pleasure yourself," she said.

	 

	"Ma'am?" I said, confused.

	 

	"None of us have ever seen a boy jack off, so do it!" she explained.

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, dejection apparent in my voice.

	 

	"Oh, did you think one of us was going to let you stick that nasty thing in her?" Angela laughed. "Sorry, little boy. We only fuck men."

	 

	Dejected, I reached down and began masturbating for them, keeping my legs spread as they demanded so everything was visible. During my humiliation, they ordered me to tweak my nipples, change hands, even suck on my finger and stick it up my ass. It was in that position - my right hand wrapped around my cock, my left index finger up my ass - I was in when my balls finally emptied into the condom.

	 

	"Not much there," Dominique commented. "Have you been disobeying us?" she asked, her hand grasping my chin, forcing my head to look up into her eyes.

	 

	"Ma'am...no, Ma'am, but when Big Daddy, Sir, made me suck him off, Ma'am, when he came, so did I, Ma'am," I stammered.

	 

	"‘Big Daddy, Sir?' Where did that come from?"

	 

	"Ma'am...Bruno, he said I was to call him ‘Big Daddy, Sir,' Ma'am." The girls all laughed at that one.

	 

	"Okay, I guess a slut like you couldn't help it. Swallowing cum must be something that turns you on, right?"

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I replied. I knew better than to say otherwise, and wasn't all that sure it wasn't a fact anyway.

	 

	"Okay, one more thing and you're done for the night. Carmen needs her tampon changed again."

	 

	"Yes, Ma'am," I answered, holding my head still so she could put the blindfold on. I waited while Carmen got in position over me, then feeling her thighs against my face, I stuck my tongue out and moved it around until I found the string. Clamping my teeth down, I tugged gently until it fell out, landing directly on my lips. I opened my mouth and let it fall inside.

	 

	"Chew, chew, chew!" I heard Dominique's voice say. "Yummy!" I did as she ordered, feeling the sogginess squish between my molars as I chewed, swallowing the vaginal blood that was squeezed out of it.

	 

	"Keep the tampon in your mouth and the condom on your dick until you get home. Once you're there, you can dispose of the tampon. Take the condom off without losing the contents, tie it closed, and bring it to school tomorrow. Understand?"

	 

	I nodded, afraid to open my mouth for fear the tampon would fall out.

	 

	"Susan is in charge of you tomorrow," was the last thing I was told before the girls walked out, leaving me alone in the darkened gym.

	Sissy Stepdad Chapter VIII  I reported to school the following morning wearing what would become my typical daily school attire: slacks, shirt and shoes. No underwear or socks, though on occasion the girls would have me wear panties and girls’ stockings. The reason I went without underwear is the phone call I received just before leaving for school.

	 AHello?“ I said, when my sister handed me the phone, a quizzical look on her face.

	 ADress exactly like you were during school yesterday,“ Susan’s voice said. ABring your used condom. Oh, and pick me up two glazed donuts and a large coffee.“ She hung up before I could reply.

	 AWhat was that?“ Beth asked.

	 AUm...just someone from school. Some information I’ve been waiting for.“

	 AOh, like answers for a test or something?“ she said, cocking her eyebrow.

	 AOr something,“ I replied, cryptically, heading back to my room to shed my underwear.

	 After all my expenses of the last week, I was nearly broke, but managed to scrounge my room for enough change to buy Susan her breakfast. I was already running late, so in order to get everything and be waiting for Susan when she showed up, I decided to ride my bike. Making a quick stop at Dunkin’ Donuts, I rushed to school, parked my bike and managed to be waiting on the front steps just as Susan arrived. I presented her with what I had assumed would be her breakfast. She took the coffee and one of the donuts, handing the other back to me.

	 AI don’t think this one has enough glaze on it,“ she commented. AWhy don’t you take your condom out and spread the contents over it?“ It wasn’t a question, but an order.

	 I looked around furtively before reaching into my pocket and retrieving the used condom. I’d tied the open end so tightly that it would have been impossible to untie, so I did the only thing I could think of. Using my teeth, I bit the tip of the reservoir end off and, using it like a pastry bag, squirted the congealed semen over the top of the donut. I had a feeling Susan wasn’t going to be the one consuming this particular donut, but I held it out to her anyway.

	 ANo, I still don’t think it has enough >glaze’ on it. Why don’t you just hold on to it until we can figure out just how to cover it with more of that sticky stuff you love so much? You do love it, don’t you?“ she asked with a cocked head, daring me to disagree.

	 AYes, Ma’am. I’d rather eat it than anything else in the whole world,“ I answered, forcing a stupid smile on my face.

	
 AWell, that’s good, because guess what you’re having for lunch today? A stale, cum-glazed donut!  Doesn’t that just sound yummy?“

	 AOh, yes, Ma’am!“ I answered dutifully, maintaining the forced grin.

	 AWell?“ she said, standing there staring at me. ADon’t you think you should be offering to take my books?“

	 AYes, Ma’am. I’m sorry, Ma’am. May I carry your books for you, Ma’am?“ I held out my hands.

	 AStop! I don’t want my books to get that nasty stuff on them!“ she said, pointing to the donut in my hand. AI think you should hold it in your mouth. Don’t bite, though. Just hold it there so your hands are free for my books.“

	 AYeth, Ma’aa,“ balancing the semen-covered donut between my pursed lips while she piled her binder, History, Math, Literature and Biology books on my arms. I felt a glob of cum dribble over my lips and down my chin, unable to do anything about it. I followed Susan to her locker, then to her first period class. I barely had time to retrieve my own books, dropping the donut off in my locker, before the bell rang.

	 It was again useless for me to bother attending class that morning. I couldn’t concentrate, and my mind was going a mile a minute. I went through the motions, pretending to be paying attention, when I was actually thinking about everything that had happened to me so far, and what might yet happen. Just before lunch, my thoughts turned to what I was going to eat, and I immediately spouted a boner which was unrestrained by my lack of undershorts. I sat in the front row, and knew my teacher saw it. Miss Abernathy was new, in her first year of teaching English, just barely out of college herself and just a few years older than her students. She kept glancing towards me, then averting her eyes, but I knew she saw it. She probably figured I was fantasizing about her, but I wasn’t. I was thinking about being humiliated again; about how I would soon be eating that cum-covered donut, wondering whether I’d be disposing of any tampons this evening. The tampon thing - that was the most disgusting, humiliating thing I’d been subjected to thus far, and therefore, the most exciting. They’d threatened to make me eat one, too, I remembered. I still wasn’t sure I’d be able to do that; it was everything I could do not to vomit every time I had one of those nasty things in my mouth anyway.

	 Lunch finally arrived, and I rushed to the cafeteria to claim my meal. After offering the tray to Susan, I was dismissed to go retrieve my own lunch. A few moments later and I was standing next to their table again, holding the donut out for inspection.

	 
 ANo, I don’t think so,“ the redheaded Roberta said. ACome with me,“ she ordered, getting up from the table and leading me off, motioning for Carmen to follow. They took my donut and went into the girl’s bathroom, leaving me standing outside the door. About five minutes later, they returned, giggling as they had me follow them back to the table. The eight girls left me standing there while they whispered to each other, grins and giggles following the hushed words. Finally, Roberta looked up at me, a sadistic smile on her face.

	 AHere you go, puppy. Eat up!“ She placed a sandwich bag on the table and slid it over to me. I looked down in horror at its disgusting contents: Carmen’s latest used tampon piercing my donut like Cupid’s arrow, which was decorated with a wet, slimy turd. The look on my face caused a sudden outburst of laughter, but all I heard was a rushing noise as my world went black.

	 I found myself looking up from the floor a few minutes later, a crowd of students around me, staring down. I was being attended to by the school nurse, the back of my head aching from striking the edge of the table as I fell. I was helped into a wheel chair and taken to the nurse’s office. I told the nurse I couldn’t remember anything, just that I’d suddenly felt faint and must have passed out. She checked me out and determined that I probably didn’t have a concussion, but called my mom and recommended I see our family physician anyway, just as a precaution. I waited in the nurse’s office until she picked me up.

	 AWhat happened, honey?“ she asked with a concerned tone in her voice.

	 AI’m okay, Mom,“ I reassured her. AI probably shouldn’t have skipped breakfast this morning. I just fainted, I guess.“ I hated lying to her, but I couldn’t very well tell the truth, could I? AGee, Mom...these girls at school were going to make me eat a cum-saturated, piss covered donut. Oh, and by the way, there was a bloody tampon inside it, too.“ Yeah, right.

	 AWell, let’s go home and let you lie down. I’ll get you some soup or something, okay?“

	 AThat sounds fine, Mom,“ I replied, forcing a happy look on my face.  As we left, I could see the girls waiting on the front steps. To anyone else, it would appear they were just there, hanging out. I knew better, particularly when Susan held up the sandwich bag with its disgusting contents, then pointed at me and licked her lips. Dominique, too, let me know I was going to be punished for this; she took the doubled-over belt in her hand and menacingly slapped her own palm while glaring at me. I had no doubt that I was in major trouble, and would be paying for it soon enough.  I stayed home from school the following day, but all that did was exacerbate the fears of my impending punishment. I had an appointment with our family physician that day, and he pronounced me healthy and fit, but advised me to be careful and report any dizziness or unexplained headaches. I’m just glad he didn’t conduct a full physical, because I’m sure he would have told my parents about my shaved, hairless body and the welts still visible on my ass.

	 
 It wasn’t until late that afternoon that I got the phone call I’d been dreading. I’d hoped they would have just left me alone for the day, but that wasn’t to be. It was Dominique, reminding me that I had an appointment at the gym that evening, and warning me not to be late.

	 AYou’ve already earned more punishment than you can possibly handle, so I’m sure you don’t want to add to that,“ she admonished. ABy the way, you’ll be working out and doing your chores naked tonight, as part of your punishment. You can wear your gym shorts to and from the gym, but that’s all.“ There was a click as she hung up the phone.

	 I paced around my room in mental agony the rest of the day, pausing only to have a mindless dinner with my family. Everyone could see I was preoccupied, which my parents wrote off as worry about the lab tests the doctor had ordered, the results of which would be back in a day or two. That wasn’t the truth, of course. I was worried about what was happening to my life. I needed this downward spiral to stop - or was it that I needed it to continue? I was so confused at this point  All I knew was whether or not I showed up at the gym, things would only get worse for me. The question was, which Aworse“ did I want more?

	 That question answered itself shortly after dinner, when, without really thinking about it, I found myself in the shower, carefully shaving the stubble from my legs and pubic area. Pubic area? More like public area, I thought wryly to myself. After all the viewing my cock had received lately, that part of my body certainly couldn’t be referred to as Amy private parts,“ could it?

	 Just before eight o’clock - closing time for the gym - I donned my gym trunks, quietly climbed out my bedroom window, and carefully made my way through the darkened streets to the gym. Furtively looking around, I quietly tapped on the shaded glass door.

	 ALoose the shorts and get your sissy ass in here!“ Dominique spat quietly. AOn your knees, slug!“

	 I was quick to obey, dropping to the ground and crawling inside the building just as she slipped the choke chain around my neck again. As she led me across the room, I could hear an angry voice, punctuated by loud slapping sounds and followed by deep sobs. Our destination was a small anteroom just off the main gym floor. There I found Big Daddy, Sir and another man. The sobs were coming from the other person, a somewhat fat, naked man of about 40 years, who was bound immobile over some sort of a rack, his hairy ass covered with welts and bloody stripes. He was crying uncontrollably as Big Daddy, Sir - Bruno - repeatedly beat him with a wicked-looking bamboo rod. Bruno, also naked, was covered in a light sheen of perspiration. Underneath his victim was a pool of yellow fluid; sometime during the beating, he’d apparently lost control of his bladder. At the moment, Bruno was actually standing in the puddle, screaming at him for daring to dirty his floor. After giving his victim another half-dozen stripes, he finally realized I was there.

	 
 AGood,“ he said breathlessly, lowering his hand and walking away from the man he’d been torturing, shuffling his feet through the puddle of urine. ATeaching these assholes not to welch on a loan is hard work, but it has to be done. But now that you’re here, I can take a break,“ he said, stepping back and dropping the wooden chair leaning against the wall. The first thing you can do is clean my feet.“

	 I hesitated only a half-second, but long enough to be rewarded with a painful yank which momentarily tightened the choke chain around my neck. My path to Bruno took me directly through the increasingly larger puddle of piss as the bound man’s bladder let loose again, splashing my legs. What I didn’t see - and would find out about only months later - was the entrance of one of the other cheerleaders and the 8 millimeter movie camera she held.

	 I approached Bruno with some trepidation, though I did my best to hide it. I knew instinctively that the appearance of eager obedience would be pleasing to my abusers, and just might result in lesser punishment. I knew Dominique was already pissed at me, and I needed to do whatever I could to assuage that anger.

	 I knew from my previous encounter that Bruno was generally quite fastidious about his hygiene, but his feet this day were filthy. Certainly, some of it was from the drops of urine that clung to his skin, but underneath that was a film of grime. As my tongue snaked out to touch his sole, I could feel the grittiness of the dirt collected there. Feigning a wide smile for my Mistress, I began lapping at Bruno’s filthy feet with gusto. First licking from heel to ball, then sliding my tongue between his soiled toes, finally taking each one into my mouth and gently sucking on it, circling my tongue over the top, and then repeating it on the other foot, until he was satisfied.

	 AArmpits,“ he then commanded, something I hadn’t expected, but nonetheless obeyed. The way he was sitting, with his hands clasped behind his head, caused me to raise up on my haunches slightly so that I could reach my target. His underarms, like the rest of his body, were covered in a tangle of thick, black hair, droplets of sweat attached to them like morning dew on leaves. I was surprised how repugnant this particular act was to me. After all, I’d already sucked piss from his feet and chewed on bloody tampons, not to mention taken his cock in my mouth. This, however, seemed even more obscenely humiliating to me. Things would soon get worse.

	 AEnough!“ he finally said, knocking me to one side with a cuff to the head. ATime to teach Mister Welcher the rest of his lesson.“ He stood up and walked to the front of his victim, then commanded me to crawl to him.

	 ASuck me,“ he ordered. AGet me hard, so this piece of shit can get a good look at what’s going up his ass next!“

	 
 The bound man looked up in disbelief and began to blubber incoherently. Bruno responded by raising a foot and kicking him in the side of the head, ordering him to shut up. When the man continued to cry and moan, Bruno had Dominique take the man’s undershorts, wipe them through the puddle of piss, and then stuff them in his mouth as a gag. She used his own belt to hold the gag in place, wrapping it around his head and tying it behind his neck. The victim’s eyes bulged out as he watched Bruno’s cock grow under my ministrations. I almost felt sorry for him. Almost, but not quite. Of course, I’d have been scared, too, if I knew I was going to get a nine inch tree trunk shoved up my ass.

	 Once Bruno was fully erect, he had me roll onto my back and slither under his victim. I had to slosh through the puddle of piss, which saturated my backside, but I quickly found myself with my mouth positioned directly under the man’s shrunken penis. I watched from my worm’s-eye viewpoint as Bruno’s cockhead pushed at the man’s asshole, seeing him tense up as his abuser uncompromisingly gave one huge shove and quickly penetrated his until-then virgin passage. It didn’t surprise me to see his cock begin to harden; I recalled reading somewhere about prostate massage or something causing a similar reaction, and this guy was certainly getting his prostate massaged! I knew what Bruno expected of me, so I lifted my head up and took the bound man’s dick in my mouth, sucking and licking at it while Bruno savagely fucked him from behind.

	 They both came at about the same time, though I could say for certain whether Bruno’s orgasm set off his victims, or whether the spasms his victim made as he shot off into my mouth caused Bruno’s. It didn’t really matter, as all three of us were covered in sweat and piss, breathing heavily. The only person who hadn’t cum was me; my cock quivered above my belly, and I hoped upon hope that Bruno’s next command would be for the man bound above me to lower his mouth on it. That was not to happen, however.

	 AGet up here and clean me off. No towel this time,“ he said with a gleam in his eye. AUse your mouth.“

	 I shuffled out from under the other man’s body and knelt submissively in front of Bruno. Semen dripped from his cock, but I could also see - and smell - remnants of the other man’s ass on it. Taking a deep breath, I opened my mouth widely and impaled myself on his cock. I knew if I tried it any other way - tentative licking, for example - I’d never be able to accomplish the task. As it was, the acrid shit assaulted my taste buds immediately, causing me to wretch slightly. Bruno responded by simply grabbing my head and forcing me down even further into his crotch. I began slathering him with my own saliva, hoping to wash the taste of shit from his cock - and my mouth - as quickly as possible. The one thing I was coherent enough to be thankful for was that Bruno wasn’t getting hard while I sucked and licked; the last thing I wanted to do right now was take another load of semen down my throat. Finally, he was satisfied with my work, and pushed me away.

	 AYou know, they say ass-to-mouth is the sign of a true slut,“ I heard Dominique state. ABut what do you call a person who takes someone else’s ass-to-mouth?“

	 AA shit-eating, cock sucking sissy faggot?“ Bruno responded with a laugh.

	
 AProbably, but there’s one title my bitch still has to earn tonight.“

	 AWhat’s that?“ he asked.

	 AAss sucker,“ she answered nonchalantly. I looked up at her in not-quite-disbelief. By now, I knew she was capable of much more than I’d ever imagined, and realized that some of the things on my list were weak compared to what she could do. She pointed, and I looked over at the other man, still bound, cum dripping from his red, swollen asshole.

	 ADinner time, boy. Get to it!“

	 I guess I was becoming better trained to obey by now, because there was no hesitation at all as I crawled up behind him and locked my lips around his still-open asshole, sucking and lapping up the shit, cum and blood. He squirmed under me, but whether from pleasure or disgust, I couldn’t tell. It didn’t matter; I had been given an order, and was going to complete my task. Licking around the periphery of his rectum and down his thigh where a long trail of semen had dripped, I then reached my tongue as deeply into his ass as I could. The hair on his ass cheeks ticked my face and clogged my nose, and more than a few even got caught in my throat as I licked and sucked. I even licked his perineum, and found a little cum on his balls, which I lapped up before taking a careful inspection tour, visually checking to ensure everything was clean.

	 AYou done, sissy?“

	 AYes, Big Daddy, Sir,“ I replied.

	 AOkay, Dominique will take you on your workout tonight.“

	 AYes, Big Daddy, Sir,“ I answered, turning my body to face my Mistress, then following her out into the main gym as she led me by the leash.

	 Dominique was a grueling trainer, though in a different way than Bruno. With Bruno, it was mostly resistance training. Dominique apparently liked cardio more, so I spent an hour on a stationary bicycle, during which I managed to bike just 15 miles. It wasn’t so much that I wasn’t in shape, but that I had no endurance. She insisted that I keep my pace at 90 revolutions per minute, and every time she noticed I’d dropped below that, she’d use Bruno’s bamboo switch on my back, legs or belly - and twice directly on my dick. It was a pretty good motivator.

	 Once my workout was done, it was time to perform my other duties, namely, being the gym’s unpaid janitor.  After I’d finished cleaning the toilets, showers and locker rooms, she asked me if I’d brought my condoms.

	 ANo, Ma’am,“ I replied.

	 
 AToo bad for you, then. I guess you don’t get to jack off tonight. Now, go get your shorts, wipe up the piss from the floor, and get your sissy ass out of here. Be waiting on the back porch of my house a half hour before school, and bring me a yogurt cup with fresh fruit for my breakfast.“

	 I wasn’t sure what she meant by wipe up the piss; did she want me to use my shorts, or a cleaning rag? I only knew I didn’t want to piss her off any more than she already was, so I grabbed my shorts, ran back into the small anteroom and sopped the urine up with them. My choice then was to go home naked, or wear clothes saturated in someone else’s piss. Perhaps wet shorts wouldn’t be noticed, however, the fact that I was walking home stark naked certainly would, even in the dark. As disgusting as it was, I slipped the wet bottoms on and made my way home in the dark, rinsing them out in the bathroom sink and laying them out to dry.

	 Sissy Stepdad Chapter IX  When I woke up the following morning, the first thing I did was make sure I had a couple of condoms in my pocket. After last night’s disappointment, I made a vow to myself to never be without them. Since I would never know when the girls would permit me to jack off, I needed to be prepared at all times.

	 As much as I’m sure you’d like me to continue relating my day-to-day activities in servitude to the eight cheerleaders, truth be told, I can’t remember much beyond that first week except a few major events. Suffice it to say that the rest of the semester was pretty much a repeat of the first week, with a few changes from time to time. I reported for punishment after school each day, which sometimes resulted in another whipping but often enough ended up being something else.  They made me keep my used condoms, numbering each one and keeping a log describing the exact circumstances, in lurid detail, including when, where, how, and who was present to watch. I was usually permitted to cum a couple of times a week, though several times I was forced to wait as long as three weeks. Sometimes they made me jerk off six or seven times in just a few hours, after which my cock would be raw and sore for days. But it was the extended periods without relief that were the worst. Waiting more than a week was nearly impossible for me, and twice I had to report that I’d had wet dreams the night before. I wasn't permitted to bathe when that happened, but made to wear the dried cum on my legs all day long. Then, during my afternoon punishment session, they’d have me scrape the flakes from my body and eat them.

	 Punishment slowly changed from physical pain to more of the humiliation I craved. I still get aroused when I think of the time they made me participate in a practice session out on the empty football field one afternoon. The story went out that I’d made the claim that cheerleading wasn't a true sport, and that anyone could do it. The girls had put me on the spot and said that if I could make it through one practice, I’d get to have sex with any one of them that I wanted. If I failed, though, I’d have to be their slave for a week. With an audience of about 50 of my classmates watching, I failed, of course. Not that I would have been able to succeed anyway, but it was predetermined exactly when I’d collapse. The next step in my humiliation and subjugation was about to begin. Now the girls could take it public, to some extent.

	 I spent the next five school days wearing a cheerleader’s uniform, complete with makeup, wig and an oversized brassiere holding the water balloons that substituted for a set of 44DD tits. I was the butt of jokes from students and faculty alike, nearly every one about how cute I looked, or that wearing girls’ clothes suited me.

	 After that week, it was no surprise when I was told I’d be going to the school’s Halloween party dressed up like a hooker.  It was Debbie’s idea, though several of the other girls wanted me to be a French maid and wait on them during the dance. Instead, with Monique herself slathering makeup on my face, I was provided with a black leather mini-skirt and matching halter top, a pair of 6" spiked heel shoes, and fishnet stockings. Because it was a school function, I couldn't go without underwear, so they put me in a men’s black string thing, with sort of a sack in front and a tiny strip of elastic that fit deeply in my ass crack. It was the closest thing to a g-string for men I’d ever seen. While I wasn't used for sex that night, I did have to walk mincingly from table to table, offering my body to everyone just like a real prostitute. Everyone laughed; I’m sure most thought I was just trying to be funny, but I’m sure some knew otherwise.

	 Things got more intense after Halloween, too. One time they made me order a male blow-up sex doll through the mail (thank God those things weren't available any other way back than), which I then had to take out on regular Adates.“ I would often find myself at the drive-in theater, in the back seat of one of the older cheerleaders’ cars, dressed up like a girl, while my Adate“ would be sitting quietly in my only good suit. While the girls up front would ostensibly be watching the movie, I’d be Anecking“ with my date, making appropriate girlish noises, eventually sucking Ahis“ cock. The girls would even douse him in after shave, just to make it more Arealistic,“ they said. They even made me call him, “Lover Boy,” and when I talked to him, I had to myself “horny bitch.” I had to make sweet talk on all our dates, too, nuzzling his ear and whispering how badly I needed his cock. The girls, of course, made sure this was all recorded. At one point, they even discussed having me take “him” to the prom as my date.

	 They actually gave me some time off during winter break, which was still called Christmas vacation back then. Other than my thrice-weekly visits to the gym, I had no responsibilities unless one of them called, and that only happened twice. I started enjoying my time at the gym - the workouts, that is, though the other part was pretty good too - and began taking fitness seriously. I even started running on the days I wasn't in the gym, first a half mile on the school track, and eventually up two four or five miles at a stretch. I could see the results in my body; no longer was I a skinny and bony, but there were muscles visible, too. By the end of the semester, I was able to show Coach that I could do 50 consecutive pushups, and I even got an A in Physical Education for the first time in my life. I couldn't swear to it, but I think my dick got longer, too. Maybe that was just normal growth, though. Or maybe it was the fact that, while I still sucked Bruno off before each workout, I wasn’t permitted my own relief until school resumed.

	 Things really changed for me when spring semester began. Not only was I no longer taking P.E., but my afternoon punishment sessions went by the wayside. Now, this was a good thing - bad thing for me. The good thing was I no longer worried about getting caught with welts on my ass; the bad thing was the girls didn't worry about it, either. The only thing that mattered was what things looked like on the outside. Nobody would see that I was wearing lace panties, or stockings and a garter belt, or that my ass was bruised purple or had whip marks on it. Counting me, there were only ten people in the world who knew that my toenails were constantly painted a bright pink, or that I usually had an overly large butt plug crammed up my ass.

	 There were other changes, too. The nights that I didn't have to be at the gym, I was busy doing the girls’ homework over at Carmen’s house. It was just her and her mom, and mom worked evenings somewhere, so the girls and I would all go over there after school. While they watched TV and chatted, I’d be sitting naked at the kitchen table doing their homework for them. Once in a while, if there wasn't much homework, I’d spend the rest of the evening kneeling on the floor, licking toes, massaging feet or painting toenails, until it was time for everyone to go home.  Gym nights were a little different. We’d still all go to Carmen’s house where they’d relax while I did their homework, then at 8:00 we’d head over to the gym. The girls would ride in their cars, and I would go on foot, running as my warm-up. My jogging attire was nothing more than a pair of powder blue stain running shorts, but I quickly learned to carry a rubber or two in my clasped hand, just so I’d have one in case it was needed.

	 After stripping down and sucking Bruno off, he’d put me through my fitness routine. It changed about once every two weeks just to keep it challenging, but I was beginning to enjoy the workouts. I often voluntarily sucked him off a second time or gave him a tongue bath afterwards, just to show my appreciation. The girls, of course, watched, made jokes, and photographed all of this.

	 After watching my workout, the girls would retire to the sauna. I would be their cabana boy, fetching drinks, towels and whatever else they wanted. They sometimes let me kneel on the floor and jerk off into a condom while focusing my eyes on their beautiful feet. To this day, I still can’t look at a woman’s bare feet without my dick reacting. After the sauna, they’d go into the showers and I’d go home. I still wasn’t allowed to see any of them naked, and even when changing tampons, still wore the blindfold.

	 Whether it was a gym night or not, my chores weren’t finished. Monday through Thursday, two of the girls would give me the soiled panties, bras and dirty socks they’d worn during the previous seven days. Each night, I would dutifully hand-wash each dainty item then hang it in my room to dry. Before school the following morning, I would rush to deliver the neatly folded undergarments to their owner’s home. This meant two things for me. First, on gym nights, I never got much more than two or three hours sleep. Second, between doing their homework, laundry and whatever else they had me do, I never had time for my own schoolwork. As a result, my grades plummeted.

	 Now, I was never going to be valedictorian or anything, but through my sophomore year I’d managed to pull mostly B’s, with a couple of A’s and a few C’s. In fact, I’d never gotten anything lower than a C in my life, so my mid-semester progress report – showing a single C, two F’s and the rest D’s – came as quite a shock to my parents. Of course, their first thought was that I was into drugs, and even after I assured them I wasn’t, they had me tested. When that came up negative, They figured it must be emotional problems, so they sent me to a psychologist.

	 I’m sure if they’d known what was really going on, they would have found someone else, but Doctor Mary Franklin was a long-time friend of the family. She was also very open-minded and had a bit of a dominant streak in her. Not as much as the cheerleaders, but enough that she wasn’t averse to having me serve her, patient or not.

	 Our first meeting, she wanted to hypnotize me. She said it was good therapy, but I wanted to be sure that whatever I said, wouldn’t be repeated to my parents. I knew I’d spill the beans under hypnosis; subconsciously, I wanted the whole world to know, and once my natural inhibitions against a public announcement were blocked, I wouldn’t be able to help myself. It took three visits before I trusted her enough for that. Each time, I let something else slip, and waited to see if my parents mentioned anything. They never did, so on our fourth session, I told her to go ahead and do it.

	 Doctor Franklin found out everything, of course, including the fact that I secretly enjoyed the abuse.  She was completely understanding, and even gave me a few books to read, which really helped me understand myself better. Each week, she’d expect an essay on whatever reading she’d assigned, and I’d mince around her office in my panties, dusting and polishing, while she read my innermost thoughts.

	 “You’ve never seen, let alone touched, a real vagina, have you?” she asked one day.

	 “Uh, no, Ma’am,” I responded. Of course she knew the answer before she asked it; I’d confessed both under hypnosis and in my essays.

	 “Have your Mistress call me,” she instructed. “If she agrees, that may change by next week.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am!” I acknowledged eagerly, my dick instantly straining against the front of the tiny purple panties I was wearing that day.

	 “Oh, don’t get yourself all excited,” she commented offhandedly. “I have no intent to put that useless appendage of yours to use.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied dejectedly.

	 “Your appointment is over. Get dressed, and once the restroom is spotless, you may leave.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I said, pulling my shirt on over my head. My pants were always the first thing off and the last thing on, in accordance with Dominique’s instructions. She was giving me a lot of little rules like that. For instance, I was no longer allowed to pee in a urinal, and whenever I entered a bathroom or public restroom toilet stall, I had to immediately strip naked. So, though I dressed to leave Doctor Franklin’s office, once I gathered up the cleaning supplies from the closet and entered the bathroom, I closed the door, took my clothes off, and began cleaning. I wasn’t permitted to lock the door, and had to hope nobody would barge in without knocking. Fortunately, that never happened during the time I was seeing Doctor Franklin.

	 When I gave Dominique the message from Doctor Franklin that evening, she just nodded and told me to continue massaging her feet. The girls were all sitting on the couches watching some afternoon talk show; I was dressed in nothing but a frilly pink heart-shaped apron, in honor of Valentine’s Day.  The girls sat watching television, each enjoying their own large box of Godiva chocolates, while I absentmindedly rubbed Dominique’s feet. I hoped there were no birthdays approaching; I had to go into debt to my sister again in order to afford the candy. The forty I borrowed would cost me twenty in interest each week, plus I had to do her laundry until I paid it off.  “Enough. Go get your journal and read it to us,” Dominique commanded, shoving me away with the sole of her foot against my face.  I mentioned earlier that I was required to keep my used condoms. Each was individually numbered, and that number corresponded to a specific entry in my journal. I was required to keep the journal with me at all times. I scurried off on all fours (I wasn’t permitted to stand without permission) and retrieved the pink-covered notebook.

	 “Ma’am, where would you like me to start?” I asked, kneeling in the center of the living room floor.

	 “Why, from the beginning, silly boy. After all, there aren’t that many, are there?“

	 “Yes, Ma’am. I mean, no, Ma’am,” I blubbered, flustered.

	 “Which is it, yes or no?“

	 “Yes, Ma’am, from the beginning. No Ma’am, there aren’t that many, Ma’am.“

	 “Well, now that we have that settled, begin,” she ordered, leaning back on the couch, smiling. I could feel the eyes of all the girls on me as I started reading. A total of 26 orgasms in four months, not counting the times I’d been forced to repeatedly jack off in the same condom until my dick was raw. Quite a change from my former habit of masturbating at least twice a day.

	 As I recited the record of each condom in my, I would crawl to the girl who ordered me to cum that time and slather her bare feet with licks and kisses. Naturally, I was hoping that one of them would let me cum for their amusement; it had been eleven days, after all, since my last one. That wasn’t to happen, though – as usual – and I was once again taken into the bathroom, blindfolded, and made to remove tampons with my mouth. Two of the girls were on their period now, though I wasn’t sure who. The last thing they made me do before sending me home in nothing but my skimpy blue satin trunks was to chew those used tampons until they were just a single bloody clump of cotton. I carried it home in my mouth, my hands filled with bags of dirty underthings, finally disposing of the nasty-tasting object in the toilet after I arrived home.

	 A week later – a week without being permitted to orgasm, I might add – I had my next session with Doctor Franklin. To my surprise, there was someone else in her office with her, a woman I estimated to be in her early forties. She was pretty ordinary, actually rather dumpy when you get right down to it. No makeup, a few pounds overweight, and in a frumpy cotton dress and clunky black shoes.  “Why aren’t you dressed – or should I say undressed – properly for your session?” Doctor Franklin asked me sarcastically. I started to stammer about the other person, but she interrupted me. “Don’t you think I can see I have another patient in here? In fact, don’t you think there might be a reason for both of you having appointments at the same time?” I mumbled a “yes, Ma’am,” and quickly divested myself of my clothing, carefully stacking the folded garments by the door as was required, before kneeling at the doctor’s feet.

	 “Both you and Marilyn have problems that, coincidently, you can help each other with. You see, you have no familiarity with the female anatomy except what you’ve seen in dirty magazines, and Marilyn thinks she’s frigid because her husband isn’t able to give her orgasms. Marilyn is going to learn that it’s her husband, not her, and in return, you’ll get your first education in how to give oral sex to a woman.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied, my eyes larger than they’d ever been.

	 Doctor Franklin led Ms. Marilyn (the name I was required to refer to her by) to the overstuffed chair in the corner – the same chair Doctor Franklin had reposed in, reading my essays, while I massaged her beautiful feet – and had her slip her white cotton panties off. Speaking calmly to her other patient, Doctor Franklin set her back in the chair, then lifted her dress up and draped her legs over the arms of the chair, leaving them spread widely and exposing Ms. Marilyn completely to me. It was the first time I’d ever seen a real, live vagina, but I was able to identify the various parts – labia majora, labia minora, clitoris – from the assignments Doctor Franklin had been giving me.

	 “Come take a close look, boy, but don’t touch,” Doctor Franklin ordered. I crawled forward, resting my chin on the edge of the cushion and carefully inspecting the object of my desire. My inspection was made all the more easier by the fact that Ms. Marilyn was shaved; a recent condition imposed by Doctor Franklin’s suggestion that doing so may cause her husband greater interest.  I knelt there for the next twenty minutes, just examining Ms. Marilyn’s vagina, allowing the vision to burn into my memory, before Doctor Franklin ordered me away. After advising me that there would be no further patients today, she ordered me to lock the office door and get on with my cleaning while she continued her session with Ms. Marilyn. I reported back to her 45 minutes later that the waiting room and restroom had both been cleaned.

	 “I understand your Mistresses only permit you to cum inside condoms?” Doctor Franklin said as I knelt there before her, Ms. Marilyn now completely dressed.

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied shame-faced.

	 “Did you bring any with you?” she asked pointedly.

	 “No, Ma’am,“

	 “I see. Marilyn, did you remember to do as I asked and bring one, just in case?“

	 “Yes, Doctor,” she answered, blushing beautifully as though her answer embarrassed her.

	 “Well, would you be willing to sell it to our boy here, so he can entertain us?“

	 “Um, Ma’am,” I interrupted, “I don’t have any money, Ma’am.“

	 “Oh, that’s okay,” Doctor Franklin said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “I think six hours of housework for Marilyn would be an even trade, don’t you?“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I answered.

	 “So ask her!” she said impatiently.

	 “Ms. Marilyn, Ma’am? May I please be allowed to perform six hours of housework of your choosing, in exchange for the condom you brought, Ma’am?“

	 “Well, I don’t know,” she said almost slyly. “If I sold you the condom, what would you do with it?“

	 “Ma’am, I’d put it on my penis and jack off for you, if you wished me to.“

	 “But what would you do with it afterwards?“

	 “Ma’am, whatever you wished me to do, but I am required to add it to my used condom collection.

	 “I see,” she replied. “Well, I suppose so,” she said, opening her purse and pulling out a single rubber. It was one of those glow-in-the-dark ones, probably bought from a vending machine in a truck stop restroom. That’s the only place I’d ever seen them.

	 Doctor Franklin and Ms. Marilyn allowed me to lay on my back and use one hand to play with my nipples while I jerked off for them. This was a novelty – and quite enjoyable – for me, since I was normally required to jack off kneeling with my left hand on my head. My nipples had always been very sensitive, and tweaking them during my orgasm always intensified the sensation. Because it had been so long since I’d been permitted to cum, my orgasm was particularly strong, filling the condom to nearly the bursting point.

	 “What should we have him do with all that nasty boy juice, Marilyn?” Doctor Franklin asked, while I lay on my back, panting.

	 “Well, I certainly don’t want it on me,” she replied. “I know we’d talked about having him rub it into my feet and then lick it off, but the thought of having semen touching me right now makes me shudder.“

	 “Hmm…okay, how about we just make him eat it. Or better yet, pour it on his face and rub it in? Didn’t you say your husband said cum is supposed to be good for the complexion? We could find out, you know?“

	 “Great idea. Okay, boy,” Miss Marilyn ordered, “Take the rubber off, empty it on your face and rub it in nice and good.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied, carefully pulling the filled condom off my now-shrinking dick. I wasn’t told to move, so I just remained on my back and held it over my face, allowing my own cum to drip out of the open end of the rubber. Carefully rolling it up like a toothpaste tube to get every drop, I then began rubbing the semen into my skin, covering every part of my face. My eyelids, nose, lips, and cheeks were all shiny from the wet fluid. Once I’d rubbed it in completely, I was ordered to get dressed and go home, with instructions to not wash my face until after school the next day.

	                                                               Sissy Stepdad Chapter X  For the next eight weeks, I spent the better part of each Tuesday afternoon learning how to eat pussy. Under the watchful eyes of Doctor Franklin, I knelt between Ms. Marilyn’s soft, slender thighs, following their explicit instructions as I learned to use my tongue and mouth to bring a woman off quickly, tease her for hours upon end, and everything in between. It got so that I could bring Ms. Marilyn to a quick orgasm, then spend the rest of our session gently lapping at her swollen folds, leaving her just aroused enough that she’d be anxiously awaiting her husband’s arrival from work later that evening.

	 There were a few times when Ms. Marilyn came to our sessions freshly fucked, and a couple more where she and her husband had obviously had sex the night before. It was important, Doctor Franklin explained to me, that I learn how to suck cunt (those were her exact words) regardless of the condition it might be in – clean, dirty, young, old, hairless or fur-covered. I was to consider every vagina offered as a gift from a Goddess, and lovingly treat it as such. While Ms. Marilyn’s mound was shaved bare and there were no others available, Doctor Franklin said cleaning a used cunt would be a good start. Maybe, she hinted, I might get the opportunity to try others later.

	 I knew that if I showed the slightest hesitation or failed to be absolutely obedient, I’d be denied my own pleasure. The cheerleaders had decided after that first week that the only orgasms I’d be having were those permitted by Doctor Franklin. So no matter how stinky or dirty Ms. Marilyn’s cunt was, I always did what she and Doctor Franklin wanted.  I soon learned that it didn’t really matter that much; even if she’d not, whatever odor or taste there was would be covered with fresh juices in a matter of seconds after I dove in. It got to the point where I didn’t even mind licking the dried, flaky semen stuck to her thighs, and on more than a few occasions when I was feeling particularly submissive, hoped she’d show up that way.

	 The fact that I was only permitted to cum at Doctor Franklin’s command didn’t stop the cheerleaders from teasing and abusing me at every opportunity. That eight weeks was pure hell, sexually speaking. I would become increasingly more agitated – and the girls would become increasingly more abusive – as Tuesday afternoon approached, when I’d literally pray that I’d be permitted an orgasm. Sometimes my prayer was answered, sometimes it wasn’t. It was on those occasions when I left my session with a case of blue balls that I would find myself in a state of depression, knowing I couldn’t possibly go another full week, but at the same time knowing the end result of an unauthorized orgasm would be much worse than having a perpetual hard-on for the next week.

	 I still had to perform all my “normal” duties and chores. One or another was in charge of me each day at school, and I was expected to bring whoever it was a gift. I carried their books and fetched their lunches, standing stupidly by their table awaiting another idiotic command while they chatted incessantly. My afternoons were occupied with doing their homework and waiting on them hand-and-foot; my evenings involved washing panties in the bathroom sink, finishing my household chores – and my sisters, as well, since that was part of the payment for the nearly weekly loans I was receiving from her – and, if I had time, doing a bit of my own homework and sleeping. I was still busy on weekends, too, spending each Saturday mowing my customers’ lawns and Sundays doing yard work for the cheerleaders.

	 The abuse didn’t end there, either. I was now required to shave my body at least three times a week in order to keep my arms, legs, and pubes hair-free. I also had to go out and – with borrowed money, again – buy my own “frillies,” as the girls called them. I was required to wear matching panties, stockings and a garter belt under my clothes. When I slept, it was in a pink lace babydoll nightie, with the panties I’d worn the day before hung around my neck. I was no longer permitted the privilege of using toilet paper, so the odor of the racing stripe on my panties permeated the air around my head while I slept fitfully, my feet spread and bound to the corners of my bed. A butt plug was my constant companion now, a large one at night, and a smaller one during the day. The only time I was permitted to remove it was when I had to crap, and even then I had to get permission from one of the girls first. At school, I even had to ask permission to piss!  Of course, three evenings each week I also had to visit the gym to work out, clean the locker rooms, and do whatever else Bruno commanded. While the abuse the girls piled on me was humiliating, the worst part of it all was servicing Bruno during my mandatory visits to the gym. He teased me constantly, reminding me that he could cum whenever and however he wanted, but that I had to beg permission from a woman nearly four times my age, and even then, was restricted to jacking off in a condom just once every week or two.  He used to tell me how I was becoming a quite accomplished cock-sucker, which simply increased my humiliation. He always timed his workouts so that he was sweaty and smelly, and he often walked out of the locker room with piss dripping from the end of his cock, not even bothering to shake it off before sticking it in my mouth. Every time I knelt there, sucking his hard dick and lapping at his balls, I wondered what it felt like to be on the receiving end of a blow job. Even with all the abuse I’d been taking, I was still a complete virgin.

	 Everyone of importance in my life at that moment – Ms. Marilyn, Doctor Franklin, Bruno and the cheerleaders – knew that, of course, but I didn’t expect anyone to do anything about it. I certainly couldn’t; even if I had the time, I had no money to take anyone out on a date. And even if I had the time and money, I knew what would happen if I had an orgasm without permission from one of my Mistresses. Besides, everyone seemed to like seeing me scurry around with a case of blue balls, constantly doing everything I could to please them, in the hope that someone would take pity and let me amuse them by jacking off into a condom. That’s why I was so surprised when I was told of their plans for me over Spring Break.

	 It was the Wednesday before break that Miss Dominique informed me that I’d be spending my week’s vacation undergoing a trial, and depending on the outcome, I could be receiving a reward beyond belief. At first, I thought she meant a trial, like in a courtroom, but what she was talking about was a series of tests designed to challenge me physically, mentally and even spiritually.  “Figure something out, slut,” she said after explaining it to me. “You probably have brains enough to come up with an idea. Just be waiting in the girl’s locker room after school Friday, by the toilets, wearing nothing but your pink satin shorts.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied, as much in anticipation as fear.

	 I had a lot of ideas about what to tell my folks, but I knew I’d need something that could be verified. I couldn’t tell them I was invited to some school thing or a camping trip; there was too much risk that they’d uncover my lie. I thought about having one of my friends cover for me, but they could just call his parents and find out I wasn’t where I said I was. Using Bruno wouldn’t work, either. Although my parents knew I was going to the gym, I couldn’t really claim I was going to some body-building or weight lifting contest. Then I got a brilliant idea: Doctor Franklin.

	 I called her up during afternoon break, and asked if I could see her after school. She said something about expecting my call, which sort of surprised me, and said she certainly could see me, but it would cost. At this point, I didn’t care. Either I found some excuse to go with the girls for the week, or life as I knew it would be over.

	 When I arrived at Doctor Franklin’s office – trembling in fear of what was probably going to happen, I might add – I found her in the company of a very handsome man in his mid-20’s. He had short, blond hair and a nicely toned, muscular build. He was probably the most handsome, perfect specimen of a man I’d ever seen.  I dropped my clothes and crawled across the floor naked, greeting Doctor Franklin by gently licking her sandal-clad feet.

	 “Go say hello to Gerhardt, slut!” Doctor Franklin commanded, shoving me away with a foot to the shoulder. I crawled across the room and placed my forehead on the floor between his feet.

	 “Good afternoon, sir,” I stated softly. “How may I serve you?” I could see the outline of his erect penis as I raised my eyes and looked upward.

	 “You will serve him in several ways, slut,” Doctor Franklin advised me. “First, keeping your hands behind your head and using only your mouth, you will undress him.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied. It wasn’t all that difficult, since he was bare-chested as well as barefoot. All I had to do was take the waistband of his nylon wind trousers and pull them down, at task that took me no more than a minute or so. He was completely hairless from the neck down, but I couldn’t tell whether that was natural or not. His muscles were well-defined, but the one that I couldn’t get my eyes off was the ten incher poking straight out at my face. I’d never seen a cock so large. Bruno’s seemed thicker, but Gerhardt’s was definitely longer.  “Show Gerhardt how much you love his beautiful cock,” Doctor Franklin ordered.  With Bruno, it was always just a matter of him sticking it in my mouth and me sucking. Now, it was going to be different. I wasn’t quite sure what to do, but started by rubbing my cheeks against Gerhardt’s thighs, then licking from his knees towards his crotch. Initially, Gerhardt just stood there with his legs apart, but soon stepped backwards and flopped down in the overstuffed chair, his rock-hard cock pointing towards the ceiling. I began lapping at his balls, and then the underside of his penis, lavishing little kisses all over the shaft. I could feel myself getting aroused, my balls aching because it had been nearly two weeks since they were last drained. I could see pre-cum seeping out of the tip of Gerhardt’s cock as I lowered my lips over it, gently running my tongue over the head as I slowly let it impale my mouth, going deeper and deeper until my gag reflex hit. I’d never deep throated anyone, not even Bruno, but I was damned sure going to try right now.

	 Breathing through my nose as much as I could, I bobbed my head down, then up, going a little deeper each time, feeing the head hit the back of my throat. It wasn’t until Gerhardt put his hands on the back of my head that I began to really panic, but then I realized he was actually pulling me off him.

	 It barely registered when Doctor Franklin said something about hoping for my sake I’d gotten Gerhardt’s cock wet. I was still too busy gasping for air to do anything when I was flipped over onto my knees. Almost instinctively, I spread my legs and raised my ass as high as I could; I knew I was going to lose at least one part of my virginity, though not the part most boys my age hoped for. I was about to get fucked in the ass. Gerhardt chuckled when he saw the pink plug protruding from my ass, pointing it out to Doctor Franklin. It was after school, so I was wearing the larger one.

	 “Such a slut, so anxious to lose your anal cherry that you’re already stretched out for your new boyfriend,” she said. “But I don’t see how you’re going to be able to get butt-fucked with your ass full. Pull it out and hold it in your mouth!“

	 I hesitated, turning my head and looking at her in shock. She expected me to do that??? My hesitation was rewarded with a harsh slap across the face, so hard it caused me to cry.

	 “Do it, slut! Take that thing out of your ass and stick it in your mouth! Otherwise, you figure out your own excuse for being gone all week. Unless you’d rather all those photos be made public?”   She was talking about the photos the girls had been collecting for the past several months; of me jacking off, licking toilet seats, wearing girl’s undergarments, and the like. I couldn’t let that happen. I felt my face turn bright red as I reached back and tugged the plug out of my ass, then without looking at it – I didn’t want to see what was on it – popped it into my mouth, holding it there like it had been in my ass, the circular base covering my lips.

	 Gerhardt’s cock slid up my ass easier that I’d expected, undoubtedly due to the “training” it had received from the butt plugs I’d been wearing. I still grunted in pain with the first thrust, though; while his dick wasn’t as thick as my large plug, it was considerably longer. I’d never had anything so far up my ass before, and it hurt. Still, I found myself rocking backwards to meet his thrusts, moaning around the acrid-tasting rubber plug in my mouth. We both came at the same time, the sensation of Gerhardt exploding deeply inside my bowels causing me to spurt wildly all over Doctor Franklin’s highly-polished hardwood floor.

	 I’d just had an unauthorized orgasm, and knew I was in trouble, so I wasn’t surprised at all when Doctor Franklin grabbed me by the back of the neck and shoved my face onto the floor.

	 “Lick up that mess!” she yelled, while Gerhardt grabbed me around the waist, holding me tightly to keep his still-throbbing cock in my ass. I dropped the butt plug and scooted around the floor as well as I could, lapping up my cum and polishing the floor with my tongue, Gerhardt still stuck to my backside like he was glued in place.

	 Once the floor was clean, she told me to stop, pick up my plug and hand it back to Gerhardt. Taking it in his hand, he pulled his dick out of me and quickly shoved the plug back in my ass, trapping his cum inside me. He then sat back down in the chair, his shit- and cum-covered cock waving in my face.

	 “Clean him,” Doctor Franklin ordered. I looked up at Gerhardt and saw the sadistic grin on his face. “Ass-to-mouth is a skill all sluts need to learn,” Doctor Franklin said. “I was going to wait, but I think this will be your punishment – if you want to call it that – for dirtying my floor with your boy spunk.“

	 This was one of those situations where I could either act tentatively or decisively. I could either timidly stick my tongue out and lick, or boldly take his entire cock in my mouth. I chose the latter, taking a deep breath and impaling myself on him. The bitter taste of my own ass overwhelmed me, but only for a moment, as I slathered his cock with saliva and quickly swallowed, then bathed him with my tongue. I could feel little flecks of shit on the underside of his circumcised head as I worked carefully to get him entirely clean.

	 “Don’t forget his balls,” Doctor Franklin called out. I could see what she was talking about, right on the front of his nut sack where it had been bouncing against my ass, there was a combination of sweat and semen which I gently licked clean. I took each testicle into my mouth, gently sucking and swathing them with my tongue, until I was finally told to stop.

	 “Enough,” Doctor Franklin finally announced. “Go scrub the bathroom and then come back here.“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I responded. I was a little saddened; I’d been hoping that she’d let me finish sucking Gerhardt off. He had a beautiful cock, one that made me actually desire to serve it. I did as instructed, though, crawling out of the room naked and obeying my Mistress.

	 When I returned, Gerhardt was gone and Doctor Franklin was on the phone.

	 “Yes, that’s right, from this Friday evening until Sunday morning of next week. It’s an intense, nine-day program. Okay, great. No, he’ll be picked up at school, and he won’t need to pack anything. No, like I said, it’s funded through a grant program, so there’s no cost. Sure, I’ll let you know. Okay, bye.” She hung up the phone and looked over at me, kneeling in the doorway.

	 “It’s set. Your parents believe you’re going to a special camp to help build your self-esteem,” she told me.

	 “Thank you, Ma’am,” I replied, lowering my head submissively.

	 “I know what the girls have in mind – in fact, I suggested a lot of the activities. It won’t be an easy time for you, some of it will be humiliating and degrading, but overall, I think you’re going to enjoy it. After all, humiliation and degradation is what you’re all about, isn’t it?“

	 “Yes, Ma’am,” I said, my face burning as I blushed again in the knowledge that her words were absolutely true.

	      Sissy Stepdad Chapter XI  The rest of the week was fairly uneventful for me, in that nothing really unusual occurred. The term “unusual,” of course, being relative. I waited on the girls hand-and-foot and accepted their abusive treatment with a smile, hand-washed their soiled undergarments each evening, wore panties, and sucked Bruno off every time I went to the gym. Just another week in my life, nothing special.

	 Friday afternoon found me waiting in the girls’ locker room as ordered, kneeling on the floor clad only in a pair of skimpy pink satin shorts. I’d not had any relief since Wednesday, and although going only two days without an orgasm was unusual for me lately, my dick was rock hard and poking out of the leg opening. I could literally feel my balls churning as I knelt there, awaiting what I knew would be a sexually-charged, humiliating week. The girls might arrive at any time – in fact, someone could be hiding in a toilet stall watching me now – so I carefully maintained my prescribed position. Knees spread as widely as possible with sides of my feet touching each other, leaning back on my ankles. Hands clasped behind my back, head lowered so that my chin was touching my chest. I counted silently to one hundred, then began tweaking my nipples for a count of twenty before returning to my original position, doing just what I’d been told to do. Each repetition took me two minutes, and it wasn’t until midway through the seventh iteration that I heard the door on the far side of the locker room swing open. My heart skipped a beat as I held my breath, listening carefully to hear if it was the girls, or someone else. I heard several sets of feet, accompanied by a strange, shuffling sound and an occasional grunt. I thought it was the cheerleaders, but wasn’t sure until I actually saw Dominique’s legs appear from around the corner of the wall that separated the changing area from the toilets. I kept my eyes lowered, sensing more than seeing the girls standing around me in a semi-circle. Then an opening appeared, and the source of the shuffling and grunting noises came into view.

	 It was a girl. A girl I’d seen around campus before, a girl on the freshman spirit squad. She was naked, or nearly so, crawling on all fours at the end of a leash held by the statuesque redhead, Roberta, a red leather collar secured around her neck by a little silver padlock. Her Mistress led her directly in front of me, then had her assume a position mirroring mine. Keeping my head down, I tried to furtively stare at her young, full breasts. They were beautiful. She was breathing heavily, causing them to move erotically. I could feel pre-cum forming on the tip of my dick. Someone – I was so preoccupied with the vision in front of me that I didn’t notice until the task was accomplished – slipped a collar around my neck and locked it in place.

	 “Both of you, piss!” I heard someone command. I watched in amazement as the girl’s tiny red panties began to darken, then the flow of urine that saturated them fell to the floor between her widely spread knees. So amazed that I didn’t even realize the command had been addressed to both of us, an error which quickly resulted in a painful slap to the side of my head. “Piss, I said!” Carmen yelled in my ear, and I responded. Whether out of fear or the fact that I had been commanded to do so, my bladder immediately emptied, splashing urine on my legs and soaking the shorts. We were both then ordered to get naked, slipping our panties off while remaining kneeling. I could see the beads of piss glistening on her shaved mound, saw her nether lips peeking out, knowing from my limited experience with Ms. Marilyn that this girl was as sexually aroused as I was. A pair of hands clad in rubber gloves took the filthy items from us, and I was lost in thought when I heard the next command.

	 “Open!”  We both immediately opened our mouths, and watched each other as the saturated garments were wadded up and forced past our lips, her panties in my mouth and my shorts in hers. Strips of duct tape across our faces held them in place. The acrid taste of her urine permeated my entire being, but the knowledge that those piss-covered panties had been in contact with that beautiful vagina only moments ago made me light-headed. I stared adoringly into her eyes; she looked back at me with something that could have been disgust, or might have been something else. Then I felt a harsh jerk on my leash.

	 “Slut, heel!” the youngest, Mary, commanded as she pulled me away. “Cunt, heel!” ordered her older sister Susan, tugging on the girl’s leash. Those were to be our names for the week, “Slut” and “Cunt.“

	 They led us out the back door to a waiting van, stopping to shackle our wrists behind our backs before loading us up. Cunt went first, laying on her left side with her head facing the back door; I was positioned exactly the opposite, opposite, on my right side, facing her, my face just inches from her smooth, shaved crotch. I could easily smell her need now, so strong that it overpowered the stench of urine filling my nose. Her bald cunt lips seemed to be opening and closing slightly, and I could see the clear vaginal fluids her body was producing. I doubted, though, that she could possibly be as aroused as I was at the moment. My dick bobbed, touching what I think was the side of her face, or maybe her lips; I couldn’t say for certain. Even after she squirmed away, I could feel her blonde hair tickling my cock.

	 “You two bitches just lay there and enjoy the ride,” Dominique said. “If either of you cums, you’ll both be punished. So I suggest you don’t even think about touching each other, okay?” I tried to nod, unable to respond vocally due to the piss-soaked panties in my mouth.

	 It was a long, uncomfortable ride. It was dark when we finally reached our destination, so it had to be at least four hours since we left the school. The door was opened and we were unceremoniously pulled out of the van. I fell heavily to the hard dirt, followed by Cunt, who landed on top of me. Rolled over onto our bellies, the restraints binding our wrists were removed.

	 “Time to start earning your keep, bitches. Unload the van and bring everything into the cabin. When you’re done with that, get the beds made. You’ll find linens and stuff in the closet,” commanded Dominique.  With that, the girls all walked the fifty yards or so to the structure she referred to, not even bothering to see if we were obeying. They didn’t really need to, of course. Neither Cunt nor I knew where we were, except that we were probably over 100 miles from home, stark naked. We weren’t going anywhere.

	 There were a total of ten suitcases and four large boxes to carry. Cunt – I didn’t know what else to think of her as, and I couldn’t remember her real name – could only handle the smallest three bags, but had to help me with the boxes. Two of the boxes were obviously filled with food and cookware; they were both marked “Kitchen.” The other two were sealed, both very heavy. Even in the cool evening air, we were both covered in perspiration by the time everything was inside. There were five sets of bunk beds, but only eight sets of sheets. There were two extra, threadbare blankets; we assumed these were for us, but just left them folded in the closet.

	 “You go put the food away, Cunt. You, Slut, go bring in firewood. Enough for dinner tonight and breakfast in the morning,” Dominique ordered. “You’ll probably need to chop some more wood in the morning, too.” We both scampered out of the room to obey.

	 After the food was put up and the wood-burning stove stoked, the cheerleaders had Cunt fry up hamburgers for them, while they showed me the “uniform” I’d be wearing while serving their meals. Straight out of a man’s sexual fantasy, it was all pink: lace apron, fishnet stockings, and a garter belt. A little pink maid’s cap and the tallest stiletto heels I’d ever imagined finished it up. The only thing missing was a tall, leggy woman to wear it. I’m sure it didn’t look nearly as good on me, but the girls certainly got a laugh. I wobbled precariously in the heels, my ankle shaking as I nearly toppled over with each step. The piece’ de resistance, though, was the first cock cage I’d ever seen. Made of molded leather, dyed pink, it encapsulated my penis completely. A much larger padlock than the one on my neck – pulling my dick painfully downward – completed the ensemble. Well, almost. There was also the makeup. The panties were pulled out of my mouth, replaced with a bright red ball gag. Hot pink nail polish on my fingers and toes, bright red lipstick and a liberal application of mascara and eye shadow made me look like a cheap transvestite whore. Which, I suppose, in a sense I was.

	 By the time I was “dressed,” dinner was ready. Cunt knelt on the floor, working her way around the table to lick the girls’ feet while fucking herself with her own slime-covered hands. She made a loud, wet, slurping sound every time she removed her hand from her cunt so she could crawl to the next girl. I teetered around the room awkwardly on the uncomfortable spiked heel shoes, serving food, dishing out seconds and rushing back to the kitchen to get drink refills. Neither of us were permitted to share in the meal, though we were allowed to lick what we could off the dirty plates. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and my stomach growled as I lapped up the little bits of greasy meat left behind. While Cunt washed the dishes, Dominique led me back into the living room and explained some of what was going on.

	 “You’re both being tested this week,” she said, looking down at my kneeling form. “You, to see if you’re worth of being our slave, and Cunt to see if she’s ready to be a cheerleader. We’re a demanding group, but she’ll become one of us if she makes it through the week. If that happens, you’ll obey her just as you do us. However, if you can manage to survive the week, you’ll get to fuck her. Would you like that, Slut? The chance to stick that pathetic pecker of yours up that tight little teenage twat?“

	 I nodded my head eagerly.

	 “Good. So be obedient, do what you’re told when you’re told to do it, and just maybe you’ll get the chance.” I tried to say, “Thank you, Ma’am,” but because of the ball gag imbedded in my mouth, it came out nothing more than a mumble. Dominique must have understood, though, because she patted me on the head and called me a good boy.

	 “Now, let’s discuss the rules for the week,” she said. “First, you’re our maid for now. As such, you’ll be wearing your maid’s uniform whenever you’re cleaning or serving meals. At all other times you’ll be naked, except for your stockings and heels. Your collar will remain on at all times, and the ball gag may or may not be used, depending on how we feel. Understand?“

	 I nodded, looking back up to see her glaring at me. I wasn’t sure what she wanted at first; I couldn’t verbally answer, because I was still gagged. She looked down at my clothes, and then I understood. I was neither cleaning nor serving meals at the moment, so I was supposed to be naked. I quickly shimmied out of the skimpy uniform, laying it neatly on the floor next to me.

	 “Second, whenever you are naked, you will crawl. You will not get up off your knees unless one of us tells you to.” Again, I nodded.

	 “Third, you will not eat, drink, piss or shit without permission. You may beg for permission to use the toilet and for water; I’ll show you where you can find your toilet and water bowl a bit later. You will be fed when we feel like feeding you, and you will not ask for food. Speaking of food, I am now going to give you a choice. This will be your only choice this week, so think it over carefully.” I looked up at her, expectantly.

	 “Your first option is this: You’ll be fed twice a day, and get to sleep on a mattress on the floor, with your collar chained to a bedpost. Except for the outside work – chopping wood and the like – and serving meals, you won’t have many other chores. However, in return for these privileges, you won’t be permitted to cum until next Saturday night – eight days from now – when you’ll lose your cherry inside Cunt’s cunt.

	 “Your second option is that, within certain restrictions, you’ll be permitted to cum as often as you want. The restrictions are that we can still order you not to cum, you will masturbate to orgasm whenever we tell you to, at least one of us must be present whenever you cum, and you will lick up any semen you happen to blow, no matter where it lands. Even within these restrictions, you will have a minimum of three orgasms per day. In return for this, you’ll be fed once a day, though we might also give you a snack or two as a special reward. You’ll sleep outside in your cage, and you’ll do all Cunt’s chores – that’s all the cooking and kitchen cleaning – in addition to your own.“

	 Oh, Hell, it was a no-brainer for me. I nodded emphatically when she was finished, indicating my preference for the second option. Just about then, Susan appeared from the kitchen, leading the crawling Cunt by her leash.

	 “You give her the choices?” Dominique asked, adding, “And?…” when Susan nodded.

	 “Just what we thought. She’s such a slut!” Susan giggled.

	 “Him, too. So, why don’t you start off showing Cunt new duties, while I explain things to this slut?“

	 I watched as Cunt’s entire body turned bright red in embarrassment, Susan leading her down the hall to the bathroom.

	 “Cunt was given choices as well. Since nobody bothered to bring toilet paper, she’s offered to serve as its replacement. It was either that or lose her virginity to a dog. You should thank her when you get the chance, because if her decision had gone the other way, we would have been using your face, lips and tongue as toilet paper.” She let her words settle in my brain for a moment, giving me a chance to understand what she was saying. When the look of comprehension came across my face, she continued. “Her goal is becoming a cheerleader, so it was a matter of her choosing which option was the least disgusting for her. Not like you, with your brain between your legs. We always knew what your decision would be. Now, come here so I can get that ball out of your mouth.“

	 I crawled closer to Dominique, tilting my head forward so she could unstrap the gag. I moved my jaws back and forth, trying to alleviate the ache from having them forced so widely open for so long, wondering at the same time why she was suddenly being almost nice to me. I didn’t have to wait long to find out. Cunt came crawling back out, a look of disgust on her face. She stopped in the middle of the room, the leash dragging behind her.

	 “Kneel upright, both of you,” Dominique ordered. “Crawl towards each other on your knees, hands behind your back. Cunt, spread your legs wider so Slut can get real close.” We both shuffled closer, until my knees were touching the insides of her thighs and her nipples were brushing against my chest.

	 “Now, both of you lean forward and give each other a big kiss. Come on, we want to see lots of tongue action there.“

	 As our mouths intertwined, I could taste Susan’s ass, but I still kissed hungrily, my lips taking hers inside them as our tongues wrestled. I gently bit her lower lip, causing her to emit a low moan of lust, and her whole body to shudder slightly. The girls noticed too, and began giggling.

	 “I think Cunt just had another cum. What a slut!” someone laughed. “Keep kissing, more tongue. Let’s see if Slut can get off, too! Get in closer, Slut, rub that weenie against Cunt and see if you can cum!“

	 The cock cage prevented any significant friction, but that didn’t prevent me from becoming even more aroused or us from giving the girls quite a show. My hands were all over Cunt’s hot, sexy body, as I rubbed myself against her. We kissed like fervent lovers, our tongues delving deeply into each other’s mouths, moaning passionately. I licked at her neck and squeezed her perfect breasts, feeling her shudder through at least two more orgasms, while she nibbled, sucked and licked at my nipples. My movements became more and more frenzied as I wrapped my legs around her torso, thrusting forward with my encased cock, simulating the sort of sex I’d never had, when finally, my body responded in the only way it knew how. With virtually no direct stimulation to my cock, I felt my balls welling up and knew it was going to happen. I exploded inside my leather prison, my entire body shaking as beads of perspiration covered my body from every pore, and I let out a loud groan, finally falling limply to the floor, feeling the semen slowly ooze out over my belly and thighs. I lay there, exhausted, panting.

	 “Bravo!” the girls cheered, clapping. I barely noticed the flashes as photos were taken of us, arms and legs askew, covered in the sweat from our faux love-making.

	 “Okay, enough for tonight. Bedtime, you two lovers. One last kiss, now.“

	 I rolled over towards Cunt and hungrily kissed her, both of us whispering an exhausted “Thank you” to each other, before we were led by our leashes to our respective sleeping areas. Mine was a simple steel dog crate out by the smelly garbage pile at the back of the lot, but at least I was able to fall into a semblance of sleep. I found out later that Cunt got nothing more than a few quick naps, as she was passed from cheerleader to cheerleader that night, forced to perform oral sex on them until they, too, fell asleep.
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	  My first night’s rest was anything but restful, but successive nights would be even worse. About the only positive thing I could say about them was that they’d be shorter than the first, averaging less than three hours per night.

	  I worked…well, like slave…from before dawn to well into the early mornings, the never-ending chores and constant supervision ensuring I seldom had as much as three minutes of rest at a time. In addition to preparing all the meals and taking care of all the household chores, I spent most of the daylight hours outside, either cleaning the shabby yard or making repairs to the cabin’s exterior. One day I spent the entire afternoon on the roof, my naked body burning as I replaced broken and missing shingles. Another day was spent scraping loose paint off the siding and trip, then caulking the cracks in preparation for my next day’s task, which was to paint the entire cabin. But the yard work was the worst of it.

	  I spent four hours each afternoon, during the heat of the day, trying to make the yard look presentable. The first day was surely the worst, and the girls put me to work crawling around the yard on my hands and knees, picking up pieces of trash and other waste – including several rather large piles of dog crap - and carrying it to the trash pile. The ground was hard and uneven, covered with rocks and stickers that cut painfully into my knees and palms as I crawled around, knowing full well that a worse fate would await me if I dared stop or slow down. The following days weren’t as bad, though my hands became blistered and my feet raw from the mowing, digging and cultivating they had me do. My entire body was burned from the hours of being outside, naked under the sun, and my nights were filled with painful tremors as every muscle in my body cried out in pain.

	  The nights. They were the worst, as I was locked into a metal dog cage which sat in the dirt, just off the porch. It was so small that I could barely fit, assuming a fetal position that I was unable to move out of. Unprotected from the elements, with not even a rag to use for warmth, my nights were pure hell. I was seldom able to doze for more than twenty or thirty minutes before waking, although I had not way of telling the time. The first night, a thick fog blew in, almost like a light rain, covering me in a cold, wet blanket. I shivered through the night, and morning found me running a fever. The girls paid my illness no mind, just laughing when I begged for aspirin and some water.

	  Abuse was my constant companion during this period. Kept naked at all times and forced to beat off for the girls’ amusement whenever they wanted a laugh, my dick was sore, red and chaffed. I seldom went two hours without being ordered to perform for them, always being forced to lick my own ejaculate from wherever it landed. I was forced to submit to the most humiliating punishments, one minute because I wasn’t hard and the next because I was, and then again when whatever consequence they imposed for this supposed infraction caused me to become sexually aroused or proved impossible for me to complete to their satisfaction.

	  But their abuse of me wasn’t limited to the sexual sort. Far from it, they took every opportunity to make my life as painful and humiliating as they could. The first morning, after cunt snapped the leash on my collar and led me crawling out of my cage, the cheerleaders stood around me, making little cooing noises like one would do to a puppy. “Aw, the little doggie is shivering cold, “ one of the girls said that first morning. “Yeah, I think we should warm him up a bit, don’t you, girls?” another replied, a chorus of voices agreeing. The first unexpected bite of the belt being wielded by one of the cheerleaders slapped up at my unprotected balls, causing me to scream aloud as pain unlike anything I’d felt it before coursed through my body like a lightning bolt. I collapsed on the muddy ground, my hands cupping my groin as I squirmed in agony.

	  “Good one, Susan!” someone giggled. “Do it again!”

	  “Please, no,” I begged, still rolling on the ground, bile in my throat. “Anything else, please, Mistress!”

	  “Okay!” they all said in unison, laughing.

	  “Well,” I heard Carmen say, “I think the first order of business is to get you warmed up, worm. Roll over on your back and spread your arms and legs out!”

	  I slowly complied, still afraid to move my hands and exposed my throbbing and now-purple balls. Two of the girls grabbed my wrists and forced them away from my groin.

	  “We were going to go easy on you, slut, but you’ve just earned yourself a little more punishment. Now spread those legs as widely as you can, or else!” Carmen warned, stepping over me so her legs were straddling my supine body.

	  “Now, keep your eyes and mouth wide open, unless you want those useless balls of yours to get more of the strap,” she ordered. Looking up, I could see nothing but hairy pussy under her skirt as she squatted so her crotch was about two feet above my face. Suddenly, she began to piss on my face, shifting her body slightly so most of the urine went straight into my mouth. “Swallow it, bitch!” she commanded. The acrid fluid burned my eyes and nostrils, filling my mouth more quickly than I could swallow, causing me to sputter and gag, but somehow I managed to get enough of it down to satisfy my abuser. Then it was everyone else’s turn. First Jeanette, then Debbie, Carmen and Angela, followed in turn by Roberta, Mary, and finally, young Susan. Some squatted and aimed at my face from a distance, but the last three sat directly on my face, using my mouth as their toilet. My otherwise-empty stomach was boiling in protest, and it was all I could do to keep from vomiting on myself. Only the knowledge that I’d then be forced to eat my own bile off the ground kept me from doing so. But it wasn’t over yet.

	  “Your turn, cunt!” one of the girls called, and the novice cheerleader took her place over my naked, piss-covered face.

	  “No, no,” she was told as she took her position over my face. “Turn around and squat over his pathetic little weenie!”  When I heard that, a flicker of hope that they were going to have her fuck me flashed through my mind. My dick twitched just enough for the girls to notice. They laughed.

	  “No, you nasty bitch, you’re not going to lose your cherry today!” Susan assured me – or was she talking to cunt instead? We were both, after all, virgins. One of the girls whispered in cunt’s ear, and she began slowly lowering herself down until her pussy just barely brushed against my cock, which caused my body to tremble uncontrollably. Then she began to slowly shuffle backwards, still in a squatting position, towards my head. I could see beads of perspiration on her naked body as she struggled to maintain position, finally over my upper chest, just below my neck. I was commanded to keep my eyes and mouth open. I stared in horror as she began to strain, watching her sphincter slowly open as a large turd fell out, landing with a loud plop, just missing my face. The odor from my piss-saturated hair was now overwhelmed with the stench of fresh, warm shit lying just inches from my face. I began to struggle, trying to get up, but the girls were ready for it and pinned my wrists and ankles to the ground with their feet. I could do nothing as a second and third turd landed on me. I closed my eyes and turned my head away, but there was nothing I could do to escape as it hit the side of my face, sliding slowly onto the ground beside my head. “I’m finished, Ma’am,” I heard cunt announce in a quiet, shaky voice.

	  “No, you’re not,” Dominique answered. “What else were you supposed to do?”

	  I could swear I heard cunt whisper “I’m sorry” to me just as she lowered herself onto my face, rubbing my nose between her ass cheeks. Shit was smeared on my face from my eyes to my chin, but that still wasn’t going to be the worst of it.

	  “Cunt’s period started last night, but since she forgot to bring any tampons, we figured you could stand in. Put that slutty tongue of yours to use and start cleaning, bitch!”

	  One of the girls pushed on cunt’s shoulders, forcing her down until my face was smashed between her widely-spread thighs. Unable to breathe, I did the only thing I could and began licking and sucking, trying to pull at least a little air into my lungs. Cunt began bouncing up and down on my face, which was now streaked with a combination of shit and her menstrual blood. I could do nothing but continue to suck and lick, while the girls stood around and laughed.

	  I spent the rest of the smelling like a sewer, shit caked on my face, while I toiled away at the tasks the girls set me to. I wasn’t permitted inside at all, and cunt was the only one who would come within ten feet of me – unwillingly, I might add. I was carefully filling cracks around the picture window opened out onto the front porch, when I saw cunt carrying lawn chairs out of the house, scurrying around to set them in a circle, checking each one’s position carefully. Although still busy with my own work, I could see dark handprints on her tits where she’d obviously been mauled, and bright red stripes across her ass. I hadn’t noticed either this morning, but then again, my focus was on the turds dropping on her rather than whether her ass had been beaten. Anyway, after making sure the chairs were precisely placed, she scampered back into the house, returning a few minutes later. This time she was crawling on her hands and knees, the rest of the cheerleading squad following her. They took their seats, while she remained kneeling in the middle of the circle.

	  “Get your skanky ass over here, slut!” Dominique screamed.

	  I dropped to my knees myself and crawled as fast as I could, trying to ignore the sharp pain in my knees every time they hit one of the many sharp rocks laying in my path. “It’s time for your feeding, slut,” she told me as I knelt submissively in front of her at a spot sufficiently far away that the stench of my shit, piss and sweat-covered body wouldn’t offend her. She motioned to cunt, who approached her and took the filthy tin bucket she was offered.

	  “You still have a lot of work to do today, slut, so we’re going to let you save the energy you would have otherwise expended chewing your meal,” Dominique pronounced with a regal tone in her voice. The other girls just laughed and giggled as cunt crawled to the center of the circle, her bucket scraping the ground as she held the bail between her teeth. “Cunt will be chewing your food for you today. Neither of you are permitted to use your hands, so I hope you both remembered to brush your teeth this morning.” There was more laughter at the comment; I hadn’t had the opportunity to so much as rinse myself off, let alone brush my teeth, since arriving at school the previous day. My face was covered with shit stripes, and my mouth still tasted of the piss I’d been forced to drink earlier. How I tasted wasn’t my problem, though; it was apparent that they intended for cunt to chew whatever “food” was in the bucket and feed it to me mouth-to-mouth. “Okay, get to work, cunt!” she ordered.

	  I watched the teenager, her nose wrinkled in disgust, slowly lower her face into the rusty, dirty pail and move her head around, apparently trying to fish something out. Fish was right, as I could clearly see she had the remains of some sort of fish between her lips, the nearly naked skeleton crunching loudly as she chewed. “Your girlfriend apparently likes you, slut,” Dominique announced. “The leftover fried fish we had for dinner a couple of days ago is probably the best tasting thing in there,” she said as slut crawled to me. We both leaned forward so she could deposit the cold, awful-tasting mush into my mouth. I nearly gagged as I swallowed; I never liked fish, but whatever else was in the bucket had definitely made it taste worse.

	  “There, there, slut,” Dominique commented. “You must keep your strength up. After all, you still have a lot of work to do, and there’s still tonight to get through. Besides, there’s no more fish left, is there, cunt? Go ahead and tell your boyfriend what else you’re going to be feeding him.”

	  “Yes, Mistress,” she said in a clear voice, peering into the bucket. “There’s…um…I think it’s leftover stew, Ma’am. I can see chunks of potato and some fatty meat. Some bread, too. I can’t be sure what else is there, but little bits of stuff, Ma’am.”

	  “Oh, there’s lots of good things, cunt, and aren’t you so happy you’re going to be helping slut eat them? There’s…let’s see….we all spit in it to make sure it was nice and moist for you both, and a couple of us needed to sneeze this morning, so that’s there too. What else? Oh, there’s some leftover cereal from breakfast, egg shells, oh…remember when we shaved your pubic hair, cunt? Guess what? We wanted to make sure slut got enough roughage, so that’s in there too.”

	  Jesus Christ! I nearly puked at the thought of the crap they were going to make me suck from cunt’s mouth, but the knowledge that they’d just add my own vomit to the mixture was enough to convince me to do as they ordered. The look on cunt’s face as she slowly chewed the disgusting mixture, hearing the solid bits crunch between her molars, made me thankful that all I had to do was slurp it down. Cunt had nearly finished feeding me when I heard the crunching sound of a vehicle’s tires approaching. Cunt’s body blushed bright red – and I’m sure mine did, too – as we heard the car stop and the door open, but neither of us dared to look up to see who was approaching. “Very cute,” said a deep. male voice I’d heard before, but just couldn’t place. “A change in plans, girls,” he said. I heard shuffling as the cheerleaders walked away to discuss whatever the new arrival had to say. Cunt just kept feeding me, her eyes focused on mine in an effort to ignore whatever else was going on. A few minutes later, after the huddle broke up, whoever it was got back in her car and drove off.

	  “Okay, enough playing kissy-face,” Dominique said, accentuating her comment with a swift kick to my ribs, knocking me to my side. “Unfortunately, your fun-filled week is going to have to be cut short. Mary and Susan, go get slut cleaned up, just like we talked about. The rest of you, get cunt ready for tonight.”

	  I’m not sure what cunt knew that I didn’t, but there was a distinct look of fear in her eyes. I didn’t have much time to consider it, though, because Mary immediately grabbed my leash and yanked on it forcefully, the chain collar digging into my neck and causing me to cry out in pain. Mary and Susan dragged me out into the back yard and chained me to the side of the shed – there were shackles already attached to the wall, so that I was bound standing upright in a spread-eagle position, completely helpless with my legs spread and arms held up at a 45 degree angle. They first took a garden hose to my naked body, using the nozzle’s forceful spray to wash the accumulated filth away. It hadn’t gotten all that warm today, and I shivered in the shade while they unhooked one appendage at a time to turn me around, then performed the same thing on my backside. While I drip-dried, Susan grabbed my hair and turned my head to the side, forcing the open end of a bottle of foul-tasting mouthwash over my lips, making me not only wash my mouth out, but swallow as well. While she was doing that, I felt the now-familiar sensation of a tube being forced past my anal ring, and then my belly being slowly filled with cold, soapy water. Apparently I was going to be clean, both inside and out. As the second bladder of water was flowing into me, my abdomen began cramping horribly, causing me to attempt to bend forward, which the chains on my wrist prevented. Instead of being allowed relief after the second quart was emptied into me, Mary deftly shoved a large, lubricated butt plug up my ass. “Don’t worry, slut…you’ll be permitted to shit in a little bit. We just need to make sure you’re all nice and squeaky clean for tonight, and you’ll be thankful we stretched you out a bit, too,” she said by way of explanation. It wasn’t so much what she said as the way she said it, with both she and Susan giggling afterwards. All rinsed off and with my intestines full of cold water, I expected the abuse was, at least for now, over. I was mistaken. Susan and Mary both brought out large, soft brushes and began spreading a thick, pink substance over my body. It caused a burning sensation at first touch, but neither girl took any notice as I squirmed in my bonds. Finishing with my backside, they waited about five minutes and then rinsed me off again before starting on the front. As they turned me around, I could see clumps of hair – I’d always had a hairy back – at my feet. They were applying some sort of depilatory crème, completely denuding my body of all hair. They began on my front, taking special care to the stubble around my groin. The only place they didn’t touch was anything above my neck; instead, they carefully shaved my face and neck using a razor and shaving cream. Except for my scalp, eyebrows and eyelashes, I was as hairless as a grape.

	  It wasn’t until they were through that they unfastened my ankles and wrists, allowing me to squat in the mud and remove the butt plug, releasing a forceful stream of filthy, shit-filled water. My legs were already splattered with my own shit, and I just collapsed there in the filthy puddle. The feces burned my tender, hairless skin, but I didn’t care. There was nothing more they could do to humiliate and degrade me. I was wrong again.

	  Ordering me to my feet, Susan made me stand on a small timber with my legs spread and hands clasped behind my head while she sprayed me off once again. This time it was a more gently stream, as the filth on my body was still wet. They then reattached the leash to my collar and led me back to the house. I was taken into the kitchen, given a little pink apron to wear, and told to prepare snacks and put bottles of beer on ice. She sat at the table watching my every move, ensuring I didn’t consume so much as a nibble of the meat and cheese tray or chips and dip I was instructed to prepare.

	  About an hour later, I heard cars pulling up. Susan rushed me to the front door and made me kneel there, knees spread and head bowed, while all the seniors on the varsity football team trooped in. They’d apparently just come from a practice, and were still garbed in dirty, sweat-stained uniforms. Most ignored my presence, but several made degrading comments, calling me a fucking faggot and things like that, while two spit on me. One reached down and grabbed my testicles, lifting me to my feet and squeezing, causing me to cry out in pain.

	  “That’s nothing compared to what you’re going to get tonight, bitch,” he laughed, letting me drop to the ground. “Get your ass to work, slut!” Dominique commanded, ordering me to bring out the beer and snacks for her guests. I scrambled to obey their orders as they demanded refills of food and drink. Cunt was nowhere to be seen.

	  One of the players, a large, black running back, ordered me to take is shoes and socks off – using only my teeth – and massage his feet while he sipped on his third beer. When he complained that I wasn’t doing a very good job, Dominique had me kneel with my ass in the air so he could beat me with his belt. My already tender skin burned in pain with each stroke, and it only took three before I was crying. At that point, Dominique “suggested” that I beg forgiveness by giving his feet a tongue bath. It was the most disgusting thing I’d done to that point – even worse than changing tampons with my mouth – and as my tongue snaked between his filthy, sweaty toes, it was all I could do to keep from puking. Everyone just laughed, pointing out how I must be enjoying it since my dick was hard.

	  My humiliation ended – almost – once cunt was brought out and presented to the group. The men’s attention immediately changed focus to her. Naked except for a pair of pale blue stockings and stiletto heels, she teetered precariously as she presented her body to each of the men, each taking liberties by squeezing a breast or sliding a hand between her legs and feeling her now-hairless, obviously very wet cunt. Even I, fresh from having my nose against a filthy foot, could smell her need.

	  The team – assisted by the cheerleaders – began by putting cunt through her paces. She was made to display her body in the most lewd ways possible: bending over and spreading her ass cheeks, pulling her labia apart so everyone could peer right inside her, humping herself against knees and dirty football cleats. All the while, they made her tweak her own nipples and finger herself, so that she became more and more frantic, more and more willing to do anything to be permitted to cum. Finally, they promised her that if she could wrap her ankles behind her head, she would get what she so desperately needed. She tried, and failed. She tried again, and again she was unable to prove herself flexible enough to do what was being demanded of her. Finally, Dominique offered to assist, but only if she first brought each of the eight cheerleaders to orgasm, using only her mouth and tongue. Starting with the youngest, Susan – mere minutes younger than her twin – cunt immediately dove in and began lapping at the older girl’s swollen gash with the ardor of a madwoman. Already aroused from watching the abuse cunt and I had been enduring, it was only a few minutes before Susan shuddered and let loose a loud moan, much to the delight of the audience. Susan’s cunt was quickly replaced by Debbie’s, followed by Roberta, Angela, Carmen, Debbie, Jeanette, and finally, Dominique herself. By the time Dominique lowered herself onto cunt, the young girl’s face was swollen, chaffed and covered in shiny, sticky fluid.

	  With all the girls finally sated – at least for now – they went to work helping cunt get into position. With one holding her shoulders, two others each took a leg and slowly, carefully bent her like a pretzel until her ankles were crossed behind her neck. Sitting directly in front of cunt, I could see her how swollen and painful her widely-spread vagina was, little more than a large, angry red gash between her splayed thighs. I couldn’t help but stare at her virginal hole, knowing that it wouldn’t remain in that state much longer. Cunt’s plight became more vivid when I saw that Dominique had actually bound the girl’s legs behind her neck, attaching the ankle restraints to her collar with a short length of chain. Additional restraints were then attached to her wrists, binding them painfully behind her back. Cunt was now completely helpless, totally exposed, and absolutely vulnerable for whatever abuses the football players had in mind.

	  With cunt helplessly staring, fear at what was going to happen to her on her face, I was put to work undressing each of the ball players. Thirteen strong, muscular men, nine of whom were black, were about to enjoy the pleasures of cunt’s until-now untouched body. The men fucked cunt mercilessly for the next several hours, taking her in each hole at least once apiece, forcing me to lick their cocks clean after each had his turn. When cunt’s holes finally became too cum-filled and sloppy for their enjoyment, they put me to work there, too, shoving my had down between her legs and forcing me to lap their fluids from her. I was warned, however, that allowing cunt to cum while I was licking and sucking at her battered and abused, swollen holes would mean a beating like I’d never experienced. Because of that warning, I was careful to only tease, gently lapping and slurping, never with enough contact to actually force an orgasm out of her.

	  The one-girl orgy went on all evening and late into the night, with my time – when I wasn’t lapping up cum or cleaning cocks with my mouth – spent fetching beers, making snacks for the cheerleaders and their guests, or just kneeling on the floor, my nose pressed into the corner like a naughty child being chastised.

	  Eventually, though, even the studliest of the football players were all fucked out and needed to take a break.  Sitting on the couches resting against the walls, the cheerleaders cuddled with their boyfriends, fondling and being fondled, while cunt’s abused body remained on display. Someone finally took pity on her, though, tossing me the key to her restraints and ordering me to free her. However, even after that, her humiliation and degradation was far from through.
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Synopsis: Here\'s another one from the dark recesses of my mind. At the height of the Cold War, a female soldier becomes enslaved by her supervisor. Flashbacks to her submission to her brother and others as a teen. Don\'t be turned off by the military theme...there\'s a lot of good ol\' nasty, wet sex involved, too!

	Site 59  Author’s note: Most of the locations in this story actually exist, and I’ve done my best to describe them as best as I can recall. There really was a “Site 59,” located on a hilltop above the German village of Clausen, not too far from the French border in Rheinland-Pfalz.  Unlike most similar sites, we didn’t actually live there. The barracks were about a 20 minute drive away, in an old military hospital that had outlived it’s use in that capacity. That’s where I lived, in the room I’ve described in my story. When I moved in, it really did have porn plastered all over the bathroom walls. Unlike the story, I scraped the magazine pages scraped off and repainted the walls within my first week there.

	 Site 59 is gone now, just another relic of the Cold War like all the other sites and the people who served there. There’s a web site dedicated to it somewhere; I’ve seen it, and there are a few photos of what it looked like then, and what it’s become. The two-ton doors on the storage bunkers rest open these days, and the few buildings remaining are just vandalized shells. Like the site today, those of us who served there are getting old and rusty, but memories can last forever.  During my military service, this was my worst assignment, and my best. It has also been fodder for fantasies about the men and women who served there, and what could have happened.

	 ~~~~~~

	 I suppose the trip to get there should have given me an idea of what my next three years were going to be like. First, a delay getting into the Dallas-Fort Worth airport caused me to miss my connecting flight. Of course, it wasn't the airline’s fault (it never is, is it?), so I wasn't given the free hotel room and dinner most travelers received when such things happened. Instead, I spent the night in the USO lounge. Not a bad place, really, if you want to play pool, eat popcorn and drink Coke, but the shits for sleeping. I had my choice of the molded plastic chair or the floor; I didn't think my wool uniform skirt would do well with the floor, so I tried to sleep sitting up in a chair. I woke up regularly, never dozing for more than an hour, and by the time morning came, had a splitting headache and aching neck. In retrospect, I should have spent the last of my cash on a cab and hotel room, but I didn’t have a whole lot left after what I used on my leave, and payday wasn’t for another two weeks.

	 Thank God, my morning flight left on time. They even served one of those crappy breakfast trays, but at least it was nearly edible. Of course, having missed my original flight to Charleston meant I’d missed my flight from there to Germany as well. I got some crap from a dipshit Air Force lieutenant about missing movement, but he shut his face when I showed him the documentation that my flight had been delayed. He ended up putting me on the “space available” list, which meant I’d be on the next flight with a seat open – after everyone ahead of me on the list. Naturally, I wasn't able to catch a flight out that day or the next, and was stuck in that shithole terminal. At least I had a place to sleep at night, but had to report to the terminal by 0700 and remain there until 2100 hours, just in case a seat came open. I had to pay for my own room at the TAQ – “Temporary Airmen’s Quarters,” sort of a hostel for enlisted folks - and spent both days sitting in the terminal, bored out of my skull.  Oh, did I mention that my luggage managed to disappear somewhere between Dallas and Charleston? I mean, how can you lose a green duffle bag weighing 70 pounds? Since this wasn’t my first such experience, though, I was fairly well prepared and had toiletries in my carry-on bag. What I didn’t have, I was able to buy at the little base exchange in the terminal. Unfortunately, they only stocked stuff like snacks, magazines and toothpaste. What I needed the most was a change of underclothes, but those were all in my lost duffle bag, and by the time I could leave the terminal in the evening, the main base exchange was already closed. So I made do, rinsing my panties and panty hose out each evening in the TAQ and draping them over a towel bar in my room to dry overnight.

	 It was late afternoon on the third day, while I was half-dozing over a Styrofoam cup of rancid coffee in the snack bar, when I heard my name being called on the overhead speaker. Luckily, they’d found a seat on a flight for me. Unfortunately, it wasn't a MAC charter – a regular airliner - like I’d originally been scheduled on, but a C-141 making a mail and cargo run.

	 If you've never flown on a tactical cargo aircraft, let me tell you that it is nothing like your typical airliner. No windows to peek out of, and not much in the way of sound insulation, either. Conduits and hydraulic lines overhead, steel planking under the feet. A single restroom if you’re lucky, no overhead reading lights, and no adjustable air outlet. Happily, there wasn't much cargo so they had room for a couple of rows of rear- facing seats; otherwise, it would have been the tubular steel and nylon web seating that folded down from the wall. The seats didn’t recline, but the armrests between them could be removed. I had three seats to myself, so did just that. There were blankets, too, but the Astewardess“ was a burly, heavyset crew chief. Meals, if you could call them that, were box lunches we had to buy before boarding, at a cost of $3.50 each. Mystery meat sandwiches, a bag of chips, an apple and a couple of packets of mustard. After the obligatory safety briefing (yes, they do that on military aircraft, too), we were down the runway and into the air. Once we reached cruising altitude, though, I unbuckled and stretched out across the empty seats for a restless nap. I never slept well on airplanes.

	 Like I said, this was a cargo flight, and it seemed we were stopping everywhere there was an Air Force base. New Jersey was first, then Bangor, Maine for refueling and a crew change. Off to Greenland and Iceland, then down to the Azores, where we were actually told to get off the plane for a few hours while they changed crews again, refueled, and performed some maintenance. By the time we got to Lajes Field in the Azores, we’d been cooped up for nearly 20 hours, so the walk down the airstrip to the little snack bar was a nice respite. All six of us took the opportunity to down a couple of greaseburgers, though we’d been warned not to have any alcohol or we’d not be let back on the plane. It seemed we’d barely gotten off when it was time to re-board. In retrospect, I should have called their bluff and shown up drunk. Being stuck here for a few days would have been like a vacation. I’ve often wondered why the Army stuck their bases in such shitholes, while the Air Force installations, no matter how remote, seemed to always be in beautiful locations with all the amenities.

	 From the Azores, it was only a few hours to England, and from there, several more to Rhein Main Air Base in Frankfurt, Germany. The flight was continuing to Ramstein, which was only a few kilometers from my destination, but the military being what it is, I wasn’t allowed to fly so close to where I was ending up. Instead, I had to take a five hour trip on a crowded, ancient bus with school bus-style bench seats. By now, it had been almost two days since I boarded that C-141 at Charleston, and over three since leaving my parents’ home. My original flight was to have landed in the early evening, but now it was 0500, and by the time I cleared Customs, the base was coming alive. The counter for the 21st Replacement Detachment, where all incoming Army personnel initially reported – even those of us with direct assignments - was now manned, so I reported in. After stamping my leave papers, the clerk directed me to a shuttle bus which took me to the replacement station. I wasn't even going to get a real night’s sleep before being sent off to my new unit. I didn’t know which specific unit that was yet, but all the physical security sites I knew of were located near Ramstein.

	 After sitting all morning in the detachment’s waiting room, I was finally handed my orders. 636th Ordnance Company, Explosive Ordnance Disposal. What the hell? I was originally supposed to go to a Military Police physical security unit. I wasn’t a bomb dog handler, so why the hell was I being sent to an EOD unit? I didn't have time to ask any questions, because my bus was about to leave. Five hours later, and I was there.

	 There were four of us being assigned to the 636th that day, three young male privates right out of the Military Police School, and me, a female Specialist Fourth Class, the first female the unit had seen in over ten years. You see, Site 59 was the only chemical weapons storage site for NATO forces in Europe during the Cold War. All that nasty shit that makes people fall on the ground and twitch until they die? That’s what was stored there. The same shit those terrorists used a few years ago in Japan, the same stuff we thought Saddam had. It’s was all super-secret back then, which was why I’d never heard of the place. It’s declassified now – there’s even photos of the place and descriptions of what we guarded on official Army web sites – so it’s not like I’m going to go to some federal country club for telling you this. Anyway, as a matter of policy, females had always been barred from assignment to Site 59. Until now. I was the first of an eventual handful.

	 They were expecting a new dog handler, of course, but not a female.  My orders didn’t mention gender and nobody really paid much attention to first names. There weren’t any females there, and not too many female “puppy pushers” in the Army at all back then. The Operations Sergeant, a rather handsome sergeant named Andy (I’m going to use first names when I can remember them, the better to protect the guilty), seemed actually shocked when I walked in with the three privates. He managed to stammer that they’d known females were going to be assigned to the unit soon, but they weren’t ready yet.

	 In other words, there were no female quarters, and the bunk they’d originally assigned to me was in a barracks room with four male soldiers. Obviously, I couldn’t live there, so Andy had to pull something out of his ass. The only room with a private bathroom was in the NCO wing of the building, down the hall from the Orderly Room, where the Platoon Sergeants and section leaders lived. Needless to say, the incumbent resident – the most senior of the unit’s unmarried noncommissioned officers - was a little pissed when the First Sergeant told him he’d be moving out so that a junior enlisted female could move in.  I wasn't all that surprised that there hadn’t been time to clean the room before I moved in. It wasn’t much, but it was a lot more than I expected. The room was about 8’x10’, plaster walls and one double-hung window, covered with a heavy brown GI-issue curtain. The furniture consisted of the obligatory tubular steel bunk, grey metal wall locker, and a small writing desk with a metal folding chair. Lighting was florescent, with a switch by the door. The door had a double-keyed lock; a key was needed both inside and outside to lock it, but if a key was left in the lock on one side, it would be impossible to unlock it from the other. This afforded a bit of additional privacy, as not even a master key would work if I left my key in the lock.

	 The attached private bath was what I found unusual, though. Most soldiers – male and female alike – used common latrines, but I had a toilet, mirrored medicine cabinet, and bathtub. However, it was the “wallpaper” that immediately caught my attention. It seemed a previous occupant - I never figured out whether it was the guy I displaced or not - had covered the entire bathroom with cutouts from porn magazines. Not just centerfolds from your average girlie magazine, either. These were hardcore rape, bondage and sadomasochism photos. Cum-covered faces with ring gags and ball gags. Collared necks. Close-ups of branded thighs and pierced cunt lips. Ringed nipples and septums. Backs and asses covered in welts and bruises. White pussies and mouths filled with black cocks. Very hard-core stuff unlike anything I’d seen up to that time. Hell, I didn’t even recognize what some of it was. This was, after all, the mid-1970’s, before body piercing became almost mainstream, and the internet was just some geek’s dream. Fuck it, I figured, I needed a bath and some sleep. It was going to take a while to get this shit off the walls. I’d deal with it later.

	 First, though, I needed a beer to go with my bath. This was Germany, after all, and barracks or not, the coin operated beer machine down the hall went with the neighborhood. I wasn't familiar with any of the brands; as you’d expect, you wouldn't find Coors or Budweiser here. I settled for something called Parkbrau, a local brew I later found out. Popping the cap, I took a long sip. A bit warmer than I was used to, not icy cold, but again this was something I’d find was pretty typical in Europe. Apparently, ice cold beer is an American thing. Still, it was quite good, and like most European beers, packed quite a punch.

	 I returned to my room, set the bottle down on the toilet tank lid, and stripped off my uniform. Not only were these my only clothes until (and if) my duffle bag arrived, but all my hangers were my luggage as well. So, I carefully laid my skirt and coat over the open door of the wall locker, and hung my somewhat mussed uniform blouse on the doorknob.  The tub was the deepest and longest I’d ever seen. Unless I lay down, my feet couldn't touch the other end. Sitting upright, the edge came up to my neck. Must be a German thing, I thought, to have such a large bathtub. The spigot actually came out of the wall at the side, not the end of the tub, which was interesting. Not only did it fill from the middle (a nice thing when adding some hot water to a tub that has chilled), but I giggled when I realized that if I slid down just right, the water pouring into the tub would hit me right at the crotch. An evil grin lit up my face when I considered the possibilities. This might be even better than getting off with a shower stream, I thought, something I had done in the past. After all, I would have to maintain my balance standing in the shower. Here, I could just lay back and let Doctor H2O work his magic.

	 I’d not been able to do anything with my underthings since leaving the TAQ in Charleston over two days earlier, so while waiting for the tub to fill, I washed my them out in the sink and laid them over the steam radiator to dry. It would take a couple of hours, I figured, but I could nap while waiting.   I just realized something. This is supposed to be a sex story, right? Damn...and I forgot to describe myself? Okay, I already said I was 5'10" tall. At the time this all occurred, I was 20 years old and about 165 pounds. Yeah, I know, you’re thinking that’s a little overweight, but it wasn’t. I wasn't at all flabby. It was muscle. I wasn't exactly a body builder (I mean, who wants tits that small?), but I did work out almost every day. My biceps didn't bulge, but I could do sixty REAL pushups - not those sissy knee things girls do. Mostly, though, it was my legs and abdomen. I loved running, and while not a real marathoner, had participated in – and finished – a couple of them. I wasn't bad in a sprint, either, but what I really enjoyed was eight or ten miles on a mountain trail.  Yeah, I know, that’s not what you want me to describe. Straight, light brown hair cut just below my ears, cut in sort of a pageboy style ending just at my collar. I was, after all, in the military. 34C-26-34, with firm breasts and fairly small (I thought) nipples. For those into clothes fetishes, I wore a size four panty and a women’s size five shoe. My pubic hair...well, there just wasn't much. I didn't shave, but the only hair that ever grew there was just above my mound. I always thought this thick bush on top with nothing on my slit looked a bit strange, so what hair there was, I kept trimmed short. Pierced ears, but other ornaments would come later. My fingernails were trimmed to the end of my fingers and the only polish I ever used on them was clear. I was a soldier and needed to look the part. My toenails were a different story, though. Still neatly trimmed, I usually kept them painted a gloss red, though sometimes, when I was feeling particularly feminine, I’d use pink. I didn't feel exactly feminine at the moment, but they were pink. Rather dirty, after three days in the same stockings, too.

	 Sexually, I tended to be submissive and a bit of an exhibitionist, reveling in the thought of being caught in the midst of some deviant act. One of my favorite activities as a child was to "lose" my panties whenever I could. I discovered the joyous, nasty feeling of being naked under my skirt or dress - particularly thin or short ones - at an early age. I can still remember the first time I went pantiless at school. I continued "forgetting" my undergarments throughout my school years, culminating with graduation from high school, when I wore nothing but my cap, gown, and four inch heels. My original thought was to flash the Principal, but, fortunately, my good sense overcame my need for that sort of exposure. As far as I know, only I knew I was naked under the thin, satin gown.

	 My brother would certainly have known, if he'd still been alive, but that’s because he would undoubtedly have ordered me to dress that way. He’d have probably also had me wear a butt plug to hold a load of semen he would have dumped there first. At least, that was my fantasy. He was my first love, and I adored him completely and faithfully. Our relationship was a bit unusual, what some would call perverse. He was not only my first love, but my first lover, as well as my Master. I can't pinpoint a specific date when our brother-sister relationship turned into a dom-sub one. Looking back, I wasn't really his slave in the true context of the term, but I was his submissive and obeyed him completely.  I was always deferring to his wishes. Whenever there was a disagreement about what to watch on television, we went with his choice. When it was bath time, he went first so that he could have all the hot water he wanted. If there was nothing but cold water left for mine, so be it. Sometimes, when he “forgot” to pull the plug, I’d bathe in his dirty bath water. I’m sure he knew, and I could often perceive the faint smell of urine as I climbed in. At the age of ten, I was making his bed every morning and doing most of his weekly chores. I cleaned his room and mowed the lawn for him. I offered to do the dishes when it was his turn if he had something else to do, and I did his laundry and pressed his clothes. He never told me to do these things; I instinctively knew that it would make him happy. I never mentioned it, and it never even bothered me that his allowance always included a little extra for the chores I’d done.  The first time I remember James (he insisted I call him James, not Jimmy, like our parents did) punish me for something was when I wanted to go listen to music with friends and he wanted me to wash his dirty football uniform. When I objected, he turned me over his knee and gave my the hardest spanking I'd ever had. Begging between sobs for him to stop, I finally agreed to do the laundry instead of going out. As an added humiliation, he stuffed his damp, smelly jock strap in my mouth and made me hand-wash everything.  From that day forward, until James was drafted into the Army, I washed all his dirty laundry, and did his underclothes by hand. .

	 We attended the same high school, but he was two years ahead of me. I turned sixteen in the middle of his senior year. Sixteen was a mile mark for me, because he had this weird idea that doing anything with me before I reached that age would make him a pedophile or something. So, the morning of my sixteenth birthday, he had me kneel naked next to his bed and suck his cock for the first time. From that point on, I was hooked. I would have done anything James wanted me to, just to be able to have that beautiful penis in my mouth. It became my daily reward, but only if I was “good.” Good meant going without panties or a bra, which I didn’t really mind, but it also meant giving him tongue baths after he worked out, which I found disgusting at first. I eventually got used most of it, but the taste of sweaty, salty balls and ass crack still makes me quiver. I hated that even more than the taste of running my tongue between his filthy, sweaty toes, but that made it all the more exhilarating for me. I found that the less I liked whatever it was he was making me do, the more I enjoyed it.

	 James graduated that spring and was immediately drafted into the Army. That was 1971.  I remember crying when he boarded the bus to basic training, but I don’t remember if the tears were from sadness or pain. Not thirty minutes before leaving the house, he broke my ass in with a brutal butt-fucking, then made me lick my own shit off his cock. I had troubles sitting still in the car, as semen slowly seeped out my distended asshole onto the vinyl seat. I didn’t dare get out of the car when we got to the bus terminal, but just sat there, tear-filled eyes lowered, as he gently kissed my forehead. I was still a virgin in one hole, and he whispered in my ear that I’d better be that way when he saw me next time.

	 Eight weeks later, when we visited Fort Ord for his basic training graduation ceremony, James took the last of my virginity. Or maybe I willingly gave it to him. He was going to fuck me, and that’s all that mattered. Whether I wanted it or not was beside the point, though I have to admit that I more than wanted it. In our last phone call before the trip, he told me exactly what he wanted me to wear: a plain cotton pullover dress that fell just above my knees, and my flat leather sandals. Nothing else, no panties, no bra. He wanted me clean-shaven, too…underarms, legs and cunt. That was the first time he made me shave my pussy, though I admit there wasn’t really a lot of hair to begin with. He gave me a hug when we arrived, taking the opportunity to surreptitiously feel me up, nodding approvingly when he found I’d followed his wishes.

	 While mom and dad were sampling the food in the chow hall, James took me on a tour of his barracks. I didn’t see much, though, because as soon as we entered his platoon’s bay, he pulled my dress up over my head, bent me over his bunk, kicked my feet apart and took me from behind.  That’s how I lost my virginity, to my own brother, bend over his bunk, my bare breasts rubbing against the rough wool blanket, with no emotion other than sexual need coming into play. What I wasn’t ready for was what happened next. Ordering me to stay as I was – bent over with my legs spread as widely as I could keep them, he offered the use of my cunt to the rest of his buddies. When they were finally done, James made me stuff one of his dirty boot socks up my cunt while his friends watched. Even though having my hold plugged like that meant I wouldn’t be sitting in a puddle of cum and blood on the trip home, prayed the whole way that mom and dad wouldn’t notice the “freshly fucked” odor about me.

	 James later told me that I’d been fucked by twelve other men that day, each of whom had paid fifty cents for the privilege. My take was ten percent, he said, handing me two quarters and a dime. So at the age of 16 and a few months, I not only forfeited the moral right to virginal white at my wedding, but earned the title of whore. I rode home in the back seat of the car, sitting in a puddle of cum and praying that mom and dad wouldn’t notice the smell.

	 I saw James two months later, when he came home for leave after finishing Infantry school. We fucked each other’s brains out during that time, doing it whenever we could. I served him like a slave, too, waking him up each morning with a warm, wet mouth on his hard cock, then serving him breakfast in bed. We joked a lot about our favorite breakfast being “sausage-stuffed clam.”  I was naked, or at least scantily dressed in something that revealed more than it hid, whenever our parents weren’t around. That included the evenings when he’d invite me to the movies, bowling or whatever. Nobody thought it was strange that James let me go with him; we’d always been inseparable, and as far as anyone knew, the best of friends.

	 There was, certainly, more to it than that. At the bowling alley, for example, we’d get to bowl for free because James made me kneel behind the counter and suck off the clerk. His friends knew all about it, because he made sure they did. In fact, they’d bet on who would have the highest score. Everyone except James put a dollar into the pot; if he won, he’d keep the money. If someone else won, they’d win the use of my body and half the pot. The other half would be given to me, and I’d be sent out to buy condoms. I was always supposed to carry a supply of condoms; if I didn’t have any, then I was expected to let whoever was using me go bareback. The thought of getting pregnant scared the hell out of me, and there were more times than I can remember sucking off some stranger in an alley for a few dollars so I could buy a pack of rubbers.

	 The last time I saw James was the morning we dropped him off at Oakland Army Base, where he had to report before being shipped out to Vietnam. He never made it. His plane crashed on takeoff from Clark Air Force Base in the Philippines. The plane blew up in a fireball, we were told, and James, along with most of the 200+ passengers, was a few ounces of ash among the wreckage. Nothing was shipped home, and there was little for me to hold on to. I still had a few of his belongings, but it wasn’t the same. There wasn’t even a funeral, just a memorial service. At least if he’d made it as far as Vietnam, I could have gone to The Wall and mourned later in life, but even that wasn’t to be.  Life as I knew it until that point started falling apart. Mom and Dad separated, eventually getting a divorce. I dropped out of school, got into the hippie thing; drugs, free love, and all that. Even lived for a while on a commune in Oregon. Nothing lasted very long though. Then I ran into Tim.

	 Tim attended the nearby state university, and was a member of the resident jock fraternity. Most of the members were on the football team, but there were a few track and some basketball guys there , too. I soon became a common fixture at the frat house, eventually moving in, ostensibly as the housekeeper and cook. What I really was, though was the readily-available piece of ass for anyone who wanted it. I had a small corner of the attic where they’d given me a mattress and a couple of blankets, but I seldom spent my nights anywhere but in one of the Brothers’ beds – or on the floor next to it. My clothing was selected by a different Brother each day, but never included panties or a bra. I occasionally spent the day naked, but usually it was some skimpy, revealing outfit. One of their favorites was a white leather mini-skirt, white leather vest that had one button in the front, and knee-high white “go-go” boots (for those of you who can remember those).

	 Whenever one of the teams won a game, or someone set a school record or won an individual event, I was the reward. Thankfully, the football team wasn’t very good and only won three games that year; I was lucky to survive the first gang-bang mostly intact. The football players were particularly rough in their fucking, and my ass and cunt were sore as hell and distended for a week afterwards. Basketball and track season were better, if only because the athletes weren’t as brutal, and there weren’t as many of them. An orgy with a dozen or so basketball players was a hell of a lot easier than forty football players, you know? And, since track and field was pretty much an individual sport, that’s how those athletes would take me. Individually, one a night until all the winners had been serviced. I was, quite literally, young, dumb and, more often than not, full of cum.

	 The only time I wasn’t used at least once a day was during my period, when I was taken downstairs into the dirt-floored root cellar to wait until I was “clean” again. Thankfully, most of my periods were fairly light, and after four or five days of being chained naked to a support pillar with nothing to do and little to eat, I’d notify whichever brother brought my meal that I’d stopped bleeding. At that point, I’d be taken upstairs and allowed to shower before being gang-raped by the entire fraternity.  As “punishment” for not being available to them during those few days, I would be forced to take them all on at once. I began to actually look forward to the start of my cycle, because it would mean a few days of enforced chastity, followed by one hell of a gang bang. I didn’t mind being a slut, and even reveled in the treatment I was receiving, but it all changed when I discovered Tim was getting rich by whoring me out. It might have been another thing if he’d at least let me know, but all this time, he was charging everyone – including his frat brothers – every time they fucked me.

	 I found out about that one night after I’d been rather brutally gang-banged by eight men I’d never met before. They’d tied me to a bed with my arms stretched out to my sides and my ankles over my head, and took turns using my cunt and ass whenever it pleased them. The party went on for three days and nights, and during that time I wasn’t released once, not even to pee. They seemed to take a lot of delight in having me wallow in my own waste, and between fuckings, they’d stick things in me or otherwise abuse my body for their own amusement. One of the guys stuck a vacuum cleaner nozzle over my bald cunt and let the suction work at it for nearly an hour, causing my poor, abused labia to swell and puff lewdly out of my crotch. They even joked about it, saying it was a good thing he’d used a wet vac, otherwise my cunt juice would have shorted it out.

	 I was nearly comatose when Tim came to get me, and I vaguely heard one of the men tell him it was the best fifty bucks he’d ever paid. It didn’t register at the time, but a couple of days later I asked Tim about it and he admitted that he’d been whoring me out from the very beginning. He told me the men hadn’t paid $50 each, but $50 total for the entire night. My body had just been sold to a group of men for less than seven dollars each! I’d known for a long time that I was a slut, but being a whore – and a cheap whore at that - was more than I could take. I slapped Tim across the face and ran out, wearing nothing but the thin cotton dress and sandals he’d allowed me to keep as my “normal” wardrobe.   I hitchhiked back home I moved back in with my folks, but things were different now. Neither of them had ever recovered from the death of their son. They hadn’t known what I was up to, but apparently thought I’d become a strung out, drug-using whore. Whore, yes. Drug-user, never. It wasn’t a happy homecoming, and I only stayed there four or five days before moving into a shelter. It wasn’t much better, and I learned to expect two or three “visitors” each night, whether I wanted them to or not. At least as a whore, I could make money, but I’d seen professional whores, and didn’t want to end up like that. I had to find something, and that something showed up a week later, in the form of an Army recruiter.

	 The draft had just ended, and the military was having problems filling its ranks, and recruiters were actually canvassing homeless shelters, bus depots, and the like for fresh meat. That’s what I was, fresh meat on the hoof, ready and willing to enter the service just because it was better than what I had now. At that point, I didn’t even care what my occupational specialty was; I just needed something to get me out of the shelter. I was going to fill four or five of his quota slots, and after a day of testing and another day at the Armed Forces Examination and Enlistment Station (at least I think that was what it was called) undergoing an extremely impersonal medical exam, I raised my right hand, signed some papers, and I was in.

	 I took to the Army – particularly Basic Training – like a fish to water. I loved everything about it, the discipline, the physical training, everything. Waking up to some screaming shrew throwing trash cans across the platoon bay, wolfing down chow in five minutes, running everywhere we went, having all of two minutes for a shower, all the time having someone screaming commands in my ear. Maybe it was my masochistic or submissive streak coming out, but the point is, I loved it. I was rather surprised when my orders for advanced training came through. I expected to become a clerk-typist or cook, something like that. I’d even hoped to for something were I would be doing the bidding of other people, maybe a hospital orderly, taking out bedpans and mopping floors. Instead, I was being sent straight to the Military Police. That school was almost as fun as basic. Lots of physical and mental harassment. I was disappointed when I got to my first duty station and discovered the “real” Army isn’t at all like that.

	 Anyway, back to Germany…  So, there I was, just starting to climb into a hot, steamy tub in a bathroom covered in pornographic wallpaper, when there was a pounding on my door.

	 AYes?“ I yelled as loud as I could.  ACQ. First Sergeant is here, and he wants to see you. Says he wants your ass in his office five minutes ago!“

	 AUh...okay,“ I replied, climbing out of the tub. AWould you tell the First Sergeant that I be there in just a couple of minutes?“ I don’t know if the Charge of Quarters heard me or not, as he didn't reply. Maybe he had already gone back to his post.

	 Quickly drying off (I’d been provided two towels and a washcloth along with my linens), I started to get dressed.  My panties and bra were still soaking and I found several huge runs in my panty hose, so I decided to forego them. Nobody would know what I was wearing under my uniform, so throwing the rest of it on as hastily as I could, I literally ran down the hall to the Orderly Room, where the First Sergeant’s office was.

	 AYou look like shit, Specialist,“ was the first thing he said to me.   The First Sergeant was, a big burly black guy by the name of Charley.  I’d later find out that most of the guys thought he was a number one asshole, but he did okay by me over my tour. He’d started as an MP, I learned, but was sent to become a munitions inspector after being caught smoking dope - on duty, no less! - during his first enlistment in Hawaii. One would think something like that would end a career, and today, I’m sure it would. However, at the time this happened, it didn't. The Army was hurting for soldiers, and willing to give second chances. In his case, it was worth it.

	 AYes, First Sergeant. Sorry, First Sergeant. I've been on planes since Monday...“ I started to explain, before he cut me off.

	 AYes, I know. Your bags will be here in a couple of days. They’re still at DFW, where they’d been taken off your original flight.“

	 AThank you, First Sergeant,“ I replied dutifully. AIt’s good to know my things haven’t been completely lost.“  AIn the meantime, I'll see about getting you a partial pay tomorrow. You’re probably going to need a couple sets of fatigues to get you through until your stuff gets here.“

	 AAgain, thank you, First Sergeant.“

	 AThere’s no need to be so formal, soldier. >Top’ is fine,“ he smiled, using the age-old nickname for First Sergeants everywhere. Well, at least he wasn't a complete asshole, I thought, and he seems to have some concern for his troops. That’s always a good sign.

	 AThanks, Top. I'll need a few other things, too.“

	 AWe'll get the duty driver to take you in to Pirmasens tomorrow. The PX here doesn't have much other than shaving cream and beer, you know?“

	 ANot much use for feminine deodorant and rose-smelling soap, you mean?“

	 AYeah, that too,“ he smiled, somewhat embarrassed. ALooks like that’s going to change, though. Apparently, you’re just the first. I guess we ought to get used to having fee-males (that’s how he pronounced it, like two words) here.“

	 AYou’re right about that, Top,“ I laughed. AI suppose it ain't the same Army as it was in the old days, huh?“

	 AHell, today it ain’t the same Army it was two hours ago. I never even gave thought to how we were gonna deal with having fee-male soldiers in the unit!“

	 ASounds to me like them days is over, Top.“

	 AYup,“ he replied thoughtfully. ASay, you had anything to eat? Hungry?“

	 ATop, the last thing I had to eat was one of those Air Force box lunches.“

	 ADog meat sandwich and a mustard packet?“ he inquired with a raised eyebrow, his eyes glistening. I nodded, giggling.

	 AWell, how about we go over to the club, I spring for dinner and introduce you to a few of the troops before they get too wasted?“

	 AI’d love to, Top, but are you sure that would be appropriate? What it might look like, I mean...“

	 AHell, I take all my soldiers out for their first beer. Been doing that since I became a squad leader, about 20 years ago. Ask anyone here...it’s something I do for all my troops. Just >cause you happen to have different equipment, why should that stop a tradition?“ He got up from his behind his desk and ushered me out of the office.

	 The club was only about a two block walk, but it wasn't until we were halfway there that an unexpected breeze made me remember that I was wasn’t wearing panties or a bra. The thought that I was walking around outside sans underwear excited the exhibitionist part of me, and I realized I was becoming moist. I only hoped nobody could smell my pussy, or that I’d have a burst of lust and leave snail tracks on my chair. I smiled when the words “snail tracks” popped in my mind; that’s what James called it when I left a wet slime trail wherever I sat.

	 The club was small, in a building to itself not too far from the main - only - gate to the Kaserne. A dozen or so tables, a bar, and an open area for a dance floor. This night, there was no band, so the juke box in the corner played whatever music someone with a couple of quarters decided to select. The menu was limited - just burgers, hot dogs and t-bone steaks - but there were also pretzels at the bar. Without asking, Top ordered me a steak, and one for himself, too. It wasn't bad, though I could tell it came straight from the freezer to the grill. Not even flame-broiled, either, but fried like hamburgers at McDonalds. I gave it a C, but at least it was real food. It was cheap, as was the beer and drinks, but I knew better than to have much after such a long day. Especially that German beer; it really packed a punch, so after two beers I said good night to the First Sergeant and headed back to my room.

	 I woke up the next morning, if not refreshed, at least feeling somewhat human. No hangover, thank God, but a mouth that tasted like something had died in it. No toothbrush so I made do with rubbing a corner of my washcloth across my gums and rinsing with water.

	 When I looked up in the mirror, after spitting into the sink, my eye caught one particular picture out of the dozens pasted to the wall. It was of a young, dark haired woman, on her hands and knees. A leash led from the black leather collar around her neck as she bent forward to kiss the toe of a highly-shined military Corcoran jump boot. I turned around and examined it carefully. It wasn't cut from a magazine at all! It was a Polaroid photo! Oh, my God...whoever decorated this room either took the photo, was the person who wore the boots, or knew who did! I nearly swooned at the thought, plopping down on the toilet seat in surprise. My fingers slowly, gently stroked my slit as I stared at the slave girl in the photo.

	 My mind went back to the previous night. I’d been out in public with my cunt exposed. Well, almost. I went out without panties. And here I am, diddling myself while looking at the picture of a naked girl serving her Master. Did that make me a slut, like she apparently was? Is? Oh, God...was she a soldier assigned here, or to a nearby unit? A local girl? Someone’s wife? What if I run into her somewhere? I stared at her face, her eyes, the vision burning itself into my memory. Why was I doing this? Was I hoping I would see her somewhere? My eyes roved over the other pictures stuck to the wall. Oh, God...I just realized what I was doing...I was finger-fucking myself, and I was about to cum, staring at pictures of naked girls being abused! But I couldn't stop...I grabbed my erect clitoris and twisted it between my thumb and forefinger, squealing as I slid to the floor, my climax washing over me, my head resting on the edge of the toilet. I panted, catching my breath, trying to bring myself back to some semblance of normal before morning formation.

	 My pulse returning to normal, I quickly wiped my wet, swollen crotch with a wad of toilet paper and got dressed. This time, the panties were dry, and were the first things to go on. It was probably a good thing, too, because I couldn't get those pictures...the Polaroid in particular...out of my mind. As soon as I got my partial pay, I’d be needing some panty liners. Hopefully, I’d get them before my cotton undergarment soaked through. I could feel myself getting wet even as I headed out the door.

	 The day went by fairly uneventfully. I got my pay and through most of the in- processing before lunch. I even managed to keep my mind off things of a sexual nature, for the most part, until I finally made it to the PX in Pirmasens that afternoon. The duty driver, thankfully, had decided not to accompany me, but stayed in the jeep. I don’t embarrass easily, but the thought of having some man with me while I bought some of the more personal items would have been too much for even me. As it was, I hesitated long and hard before picking up an electric vibrator - the kind with all the attachments - ostensibly for aching muscles, but really designed particularly for women to use to relieve particular forms of aching - along with my tampons, panty liners and other hygiene items.

	 Selecting a checkout line at the PX is much like playing roulette, so I just got in one of the two lines and took my chances. I didn't pay much attention to anyone or anything, just piled my purchases on the conveyor belt when my turn came. I didn't even pay attention to the cashier until she’d totaled my bill. She had red hair, but it was unmistakable. She was the girl in the Polaroid! The eyes, the nose, even the mouth were the same. The hair style, too, though it was a different color. Perhaps it had been dyed before, because looked natural now. I was momentarily taken aback, stunned and motionless, until she quietly coughed, holding her hand out for my cash.

	 AOh, excuse me,“ I said lamely. AUh...you reminded me of someone else for a moment.“

	 AYes, a lot of people tell me that,“ she replied in a soft, southern accent.  Alabama, maybe, I catalogued. Sounded a lot like our then-current President, whose claim to fame before politics was being a peanut farmer. No, I thought, it couldn't be her. This one sounded like a proper Southern lady, not a slut, and certainly not a slut who would allow herself to be collared and kiss someone’s boot as submissively as in that photo. It had to be someone else. I shrugged my shoulders, picked up my bags and headed back to the jeep.  I found the driver sitting patiently, browsing the current edition of Hustler magazine, when I returned. He looked up at me without embarrassment, stuck the magazine between the seats, and we headed back to the barracks. It seemed, I thought, my new colleagues were playing games with me, trying to see how far they could go before I’d say something. Well, I figured, I wanted to be one of the boys, so I guess this was how the boys played here in Deutschland.

	 He dropped me off back at the barracks, helping unload the back of the jeep but not offering to carry anything to my room. It took me two trips to get it all. As I started to unpack, I noticed that some of the things I’d picked up at the Clothing Sales Store had been tampered with. This had been one of our first stops, before the PX, where they sold uniforms and such. Since they also had undergarments, and they were much cheaper than the PX, I’d bought some bras, panties and panty hose there. To my surprise, the packages of undergarments had been opened. It looked like the driver may have pawed over them, but nothing else. They weren't damaged, just the packages opened.  Curious.  I spent the afternoon painstakingly sewing patches on one set of fatigues. The others would go to the tailor, but my handwork was near enough to machine work that only a close examination would reveal any discrepancies.

	 I spent the rest of my week going through the tedium universally known by soldiers as “in-processing.” This meant visiting the personnel center, the medical and dental clinics, getting briefings on local customs and restrictions, signing for equipment from the supply room, getting a mail box, and all the things that need to be done before you’re officially able to go to work. One of the things that I had to do was stop by and see the unit intelligence officer, because my security clearance was due for an update. Since the investigation was expired, I couldn’t go to work on the site until a new National Agency Check was completed. This would take up to six months, I was informed, and in the interim, I’d be working as the company CQ – the Charge of Quarters, or the poor schmuck who had to stay awake all night answering the phone, making security checks, and the like.

	 So I was the more-or-less permanent weeknight CQ for the next four months – my clearance came back sooner than expected – with weekends being covered through a rotation of everyone else, who had to pull 24 hour shifts. Mine wasn’t much better – 15 hours a day, Monday through Friday – but at least I got some sleep.

	 It was during one of those CQ tours that I first stumbled onto a BDSM group right there in my unit.

	 It was about 0200 on a Friday night, and I was making one of my hourly rounds, when I heard the noise. Definitely female, but not quite a scream. More like a hushed squeal, as I passed by the Third Platoon’s latrine. Normally, I wouldn’t enter a male latrine, but I knew there shouldn’t be any women in that part of the barracks, so I had to investigate. What I found was beyond belief – at least beyond my fairly sheltered beliefs at the time: the cashier from the PX, chained between two urinals, squatting over a massive dildo-shaped vibrator. Her hands were behind her back, probably bound, I assumed, as were her legs. A wooden pole between her ankles kept her legs apart, and cords were wrapped around her thighs and calves to keep her in what must have been an extremely uncomfortable squatting position. She was blindfolded, so she couldn’t see me – she probably didn’t even know I was there – and the large red ball gag in her mouth was probably the only reason she wasn’t screaming at the top of her lungs. Her entire body was shaking, spasming, as she was in the middle of a gigantic orgasm. I watched her for maybe ten seconds, when I heard one of the toilets flush. There was someone else in the latrine with her, and I quickly backed out of the door and finished my rounds.

	 I stayed away from Third Platoon’s area that night, but was never able to get the sight of that naked woman, fucking herself while chained between two urinals, out of my mind. I ran back to my room as quickly as I could the next morning, leaving my clothes in an untidy heap on the floor as frantically got myself off while splayed out on my bathroom floor, staring that the Polaroid photo of the woman from the night before.

	 The next two months went by in a fairly mindless blur, just an endless stream of CQ duty, while I waited for my clearance to come in. It wasn’t hard work, just boring, and I collapsed in my bed each morning after chow, exhausted from doing nothing more than patrolling the hallways once each hour and spending the rest of my time sitting next to the only unlocked exterior door, making sure only authorized persons were allowed to enter. My only respite was the weekends, and even that wasn’t much. Saturday nights I usually spent at the club, only because it was close and cheap. A dollar would get me a mixed drink or a couple of beers – alcohol was actually cheaper than soda pop – and there was usually a band on Saturdays. The bands ranged from terrible to fair, but it was something to do. A couple of beers, a steak, a few more beers, and suddenly the night would be gone. A mindless, monotonous existence, but it was a paycheck, you know?

	 Since my shift started at 1600, my weekend went from Saturday morning until Monday afternoon. Now, if you’ve never been in Germany, there isn’t anything open on Sunday, unless you’re looking to buy some gas. There really wasn’t that much to do, so I usually just hung out in my room, or took walks out in the woods. That was one nice thing about living in that part of the country – Rheinland-Pfalz, for those who might know it – was there were plenty of woods, hills and streams. It was nice and quiet, and I’d often go for an all-day stroll, maybe stopping by a creek bank, taking off my shoes and relaxing with my feet in the clear, bubbling stream.

	 It was on one of those long walks, while I was doing just that – dangling my feet in the water – that I suddenly got what I’ve always thought of as “a case of the hornies.” I started thinking about that first night in Germany, when I went to the club sans panties, and all the things that could have happened if I’d been found out. Before I knew it, I had one hand inside the crotch of my walking shorts and the other inside my bra, working myself up into a frenzy. Only the fear of being caught stopped me, and when I realized what I was doing, I quickly splashed some water on my face and walked back to the barracks.  When I got there, I went straight to my room, and as soon as the door closed, I literally ripped my clothes off, leaving them in a heap by the door. Rushing into the bathroom, I laid down on the cold tile floor with my head against the toilet, and staring at the photos on my wall – I still hadn’t taken them down – frantically masturbated to an explosive orgasm.

	 I spent the rest of that weekend in my room, naked, getting dressed only in order to go to chow. Even then, I wore as little as possible – jeans, a sweat shirt and running shoes – no panties, bra or socks. I can’t describe the feeling it gave me to be nearly naked in public like that, but the closest word is “erotic.”  Everything suddenly took on a sexual connotation. Pens and pencils were tiny dildos; my uniform belt was sometimes a tool for punishment and other times used as a collar and leash. I imagined myself licking dust off spit-shined boots worn by the MPs at the gate. In the chow hall, fried eggs reminded me of breasts, the sausage like little penises. I began selecting my least favorite foods from the menu, because I was sure a Master would make me eat things I didn’t like, either for training or as punishment for some perceived misdeed. I imagined my oatmeal was covered with semen, and that I’d get beaten if I didn’t eat it all. I forbade myself from having desserts, but filled up on coffee and water and then tortured myself by not emptying my bladder until I could hold it no longer. I was permitted to piss only in my bathtub, saving the urine in it for my next bath. The toilet was only for shitting; I was only allowed to flush it just before I left for work, and keeping the door open ensured the odor would permeate my tiny room.

	 When I went back to work Sunday night, the only thing I wore under my uniform was a tee shirt and a sanitary pad. I had to really concentrate on not masturbating at the CQ desk, and by the time I got off shift and back to my room the next morning, my pad was soaked. I quickly disrobed, dropping my pants first, followed by my shirt, then squatting on the floor to untie my boots so I could remove the trousers completely. This was how I imagined my Master would order me to expose myself – cunt first, then tits – as I undressed. I was already covered in sweat, but denied myself the bath I so badly needed. Instead, I tied my ankles to the foot of the bed so that my legs were splayed open, and laid flat on my back. Then, shoving the saturated pad in my mouth, began sucking my own juices from it as I tweaked and tugged my nipples. My imaginary Master wasn’t permitting me to touch my cunt, I told myself, but would let me cum if I could do it only through playing with my tits. I laid there for four hours, working myself into a frenzy, the room reeking of horny girl scent, before my world finally exploded into a shower of silver flashes. Thank God for the soaked pad in my mouth, otherwise the whole building would have heard my screams.  That began my era of going sans underthings, and for the next few weeks, I seldom wore panties or bras. I found out socks were a necessity, though, because any serious walking in combat boots would cause my feet to erupt in blisters. While I was still on permanent CQ, though, I would wear stockings and a garter belt. Sometimes, when the weather was cool, I’d forego my uniform top and just zip my field jacket up over my naked breasts.

	 One night after pulling CQ, I decided I’d tie myself up again, only this time I’d give myself as many orgasms as I could. I tied my ankles to the corners at the head of the bed, leaving my cunt splayed wide open almost directly above my face. Then I took my handcuffs (I was an MP, remember?), and with my left hand behind my leg and my right hand over the top, locked my wrists together. I could still squirm around a little – the handcuff key was attached to a shoelace tied to the cuffs – but I couldn’t move my hands away from my crotch. The sound of the handcuff locking actually caused me to have a small orgasm, but my fingers quickly brought me to three more. My hands, and the bed beneath me, were soaked. I fell asleep after eight, but woke up several times during the day and masturbated several more times before I finally got up for work. I’d recently fantasized about being in public smelling of cunt, but knew I had to take a bath. My sheets were soaked, and the room reeked of the extended finger-fucking I’d been doing. When I came out of the bathroom, I could still smell it. I decided right then that I’d leave it that way for a while. It was only right that a nasty, horny slut like me should be forced to sleep in her own stench.

	 After that, I started alternating things. One day I’d tease myself without being permitted an orgasm, and the next day I’d cum until I was numb. I’d take my vibrator and duct tape it between my legs before turning it on and then cuffing my wrists to the headboard. Sometimes I’d tie myself spread-eagle to the bed, and other times I’d squat on the floor and fuck myself until I fell over. I’d sleep in bed, or on the floor with a rope around my neck tied to the footboard, or in the bathroom with my wrists secured around the base of the toilet. The only thing was constant, and that was that if anyone had ever walked in on me, I’d be helpless. They’d be able to do whatever they wanted, and there wouldn’t be a thing I could do about it. The thought scared the shit out of me, but at the same time, made me even more horny.

	 I still spent my weekends out in the woods, and those adventures became even more daring. I started going out wearing nothing but my gym shorts, running shoes and a tank top, quite often leaving my clothes behind a tree or under a rock while I jogged a kilometer or so in the nude, ready to jump in the bushes if I heard anyone approaching. I always returned to my clothes sweaty and horny, and rewarded myself with a quick orgasm. I eventually started making a contest out of it, only allowing myself to cum if I made it back to my clothes within a certain time, or if I did something particularly outrageous beforehand. One time I pissed all over my clothes before starting the naked part of my trek, and had to wear them while I jilled off. I managed to sneak back into the barracks still smelling of piss.

	 This went on for about four months, my actions coming progressively more perilous as time went on, until my security clearance came through and I was finally able to go to work at the site. Officially, it was NATO Site 59, but everyone in the unit just called it “the hill,” or “the site.” Although there were literally dozens of numbered sites, each with its own purpose, this was the only one any of us cared about.

	 The site was situated in a clearing deep inside the woods above the German city of Clausen. I found that work on the site was nearly as dull, boring and mindless as pulling CQ, at least at first. While the unit had been short-handed when I arrived, in the months since, six new handlers had shown up, and now there was a shortage of dogs. So, instead of working nights in the barracks, I worked days in the kennels. Dog teams generally work during hours of darkness, so during the day, there was usually nobody there but me and the Kennelmaster. He ran the place, and I did all the grunt work like feeding and watering the dogs, spraying out the kennels and picking up dog shit from the yard. When that was done, I’d be put to work washing windows, sanitizing feed dishes, or even painting the rocks white. Anything to keep busy. The only good thing about the assignment was that I couldn’t work as a KP in the kitchen. For the uninitiated, that means washing dishes and mopping the floors, but KP was something Dog Handlers were exempt from. People tended to have issues when the person behind the serving line is covered in hair, with dog shit on his or her boots.

	 I started fantasizing about the Kennelmaster, a handsome, clean-cut Staff Sergeant named John. If I could have ever described someone as a dreamboat, it would have been him. He had short, blond crew-cut hair; piercing blue eyes; and a body that made me want to melt whenever I saw him. We had a little weight room in the security building across the other side of the site, and he’d spend an hour every afternoon working out. From shoulders to waist, his body formed a perfect V, and I could see his six-pack – make that a twelve-pack – clearly outlined whenever he took his uniform shirt off. I wasn’t into resistance training then, but after I mentioned that I liked to run, he started giving me an hour or two off in the afternoons to myself.  Unlike the barracks, where I had to walk a mile or so before entering the forest, the site was situated in a little clearing surrounded by them, and I had less than 100 yards – meters, since this was Germany – before I could be completely surrounded by trees and undergrowth. There were a number of trails, but none appeared very well-used, so I started going back to my old tricks. I couldn’t get away without wearing a bra, though; John was too astute to not notice that, but I still didn’t wear any panties. Thank God for the pads I wore, because I would have soaked through my pants otherwise.

	 Working in the kennels, one thing I had access to was extra canine gear, and I managed to sneak an old leather dog collar out of storage. Taking it home one weekend, I fixed it up with a tiny padlocked latch and used a marking pen and stencil set to write “SLAVE BITCH” across the leather in bold, red lettering. The next Monday, I took my walk wearing nothing but the collar. I did the same thing each day for the rest of the week. I had a special hiding place – a shrub next to a rock formation – where I’d hide my clothes during my walk. When I was done, I’d secrete the collar there in the same place. Each time, I’d sit in the dirt with my legs splayed, bringing myself to orgasm at the end of my walk, then wipe my wet, sticky fingers on my breasts before getting dressed and jogging back to the kennels.

	 It was Friday that my life would change forever. In addition to dropping my clothes during my walk, I cuffed my hands behind my back. I’d been practicing getting out of them, and knew I could either work the key behind my back or slip my wrists down the back of my legs and over my feet, allowing me to bring my hands in front of my waist to unlock the cuffs. Before locking myself into them, though, I slipped my collar on and double-checked to make sure the key was in the pocket of the trousers I’d neatly folded and left behind in my hiding place. I set off down the trail at a fast walk, completely naked, collared, and with my hands bound behind my back.

	 I’d gone maybe a mile when I heard the unmistakable sounds of someone on the path ahead of me. Seeing a small depression left of the trail, I quickly darted towards it, but failed to notice the downed sapling which caught me just above the ankles, causing me to tumble headfirst down the hill. With my hands bound behind my back, I was unable to break my fall, and hit the ground head-first, letting out a loud moan as I did. The noises on the trail above me stopped momentarily, and I could only hope I was hidden – and quiet – enough that whoever it was would go away without investigating further. I made myself as small as possible, curling into a fetal position under a bit of brush and holding my breath. My heart pounded in my ears, so loudly that I knew whoever it was could hear it. I prayed silently for the first time in years, promising that this would be the final time I’d play this dangerous game, if only God would see me through this one incident.

	 Alas, my prayers went unanswered as I heard rustling in the brush above me, and then the crackling of twigs breaking as the movement came closer. I closed my eyes, willing my heart to stop pounding, not daring to breathe. Only the low, familiar growl caused me to open them. I looked up and saw Wolf, my nemesis from the kennels, standing over my naked form. Of all the dogs in the section, Wolf hated me. He hated everyone, but most of all, me. There were only two people who could have taken Wolf out, his handler, a guy named Pete, who was three weeks into a 30-day stateside leave, and John. Wolf growled at me again, barring his teeth. I knew from experience that he was about to attack, and that he’d go for my neck.  “Roll onto your back and lower your eyes. Don’t look him in the eyes,” I heard John’s voice command. “Just do it, and he’ll see you aren’t a threat.” Wolf was a Sentry Dog and wasn’t trained to back down on command. These were the Army’s bad-ass canines, not like regular police dogs you might be familiar with. I knew John was right, and did as he said, rolling over and presenting my bare belly to Wolf in a manner that indicated submissiveness.  Wolf stopped growling, but I sensed – because my eyes were now tightly closed – his presence coming near me. I could feel his warm breath on my naked form, drips of saliva landing on me as he panted heavily. I felt his nose touch my inner thigh, and almost instinctively, I opened my legs and allowed him to sniff at what was supposed to be my most private parts. Then I heard him change position, walking towards my head, sniffing at my face. My body broke out in perspiration, and I let out a quiet whimper as his muzzle came in contact with my throat. Wolf must have understood my fear, my submissiveness, because I heard him step back, and then, suddenly, felt the hot spray of his urine hitting me in the face. In his own way, Wolf had claimed me. I heard John’s voice in the background, praising him. When his bladder was empty, Wolf trotted away, back to John’s side.

	 “On your feet, fratwhore!” John yelled at me. I looked up at him, embarrassed beyond belief, but shocked that he’d called me that name. “Yes, that’s what Timmy used to call you, wasn’t it? I recognized you the day you arrived. I doubt you remember me, but Tim and I were friends, frat brothers in fact. As I recall, your going rate at the time was fifty cents a hole, or two buck for the whole night.“

	 Oh, how I remembered the fraternity house and the students who lived there. Whether cooking, cleaning or being someone’s sex toy, the only time I was permitted to wear clothing was when company was around. Even then, it was always clothing of the most revealing sort, usually a mini skirt and thin halter top, never with panties or a bra. I was up before dawn each morning to prepare breakfast for everyone, then to crawl under the dining room table to service with my mouth anyone who wanted some quick oral relief. After everyone was gone, it was a day of household chores, always done to perfection with the promise of a beating if even a speck of dirt was found. Each bed had to be made with fresh linen, the soiled linen carefully washed and folded for use the next day. Dishes washed and put away. Floors swept and mopped. Toilets and bathrooms scrubbed. Furniture polished until I could see my reflection in the surface. Dinner prepared and served promptly at 5:00 pm.  After dinner, if I was lucky, I’d have a little free time to myself, during which I tried to prepare myself – mentally and physically – for whatever would happen later in the evening. I never knew who would be using me that night, but so many of the brothers liked anal sex that it was imperative that I had an enema. No matter what hole they used, I knew I was going to be cleaning cocks with my mouth, and even after all these months, the taste of my own shit made me wretch. I’d vomited once after being forced to lick a cock that had just been removed from my ass, and after the punishment I received, vowed to never do that again.

	 I also took the time to wax my pubes whenever I could, daily if possible. I was required to keep my crotch absolutely free of hair, and after having my cunt beaten with a coat hanger after someone claimed to have felt stubble, I took special care to make sure I was completely bare between my legs. I even resorted to carefully examining myself with a magnifying mirror, checking my constantly red, swollen, abused gash for any signs of follicles starting to grow.  My overall appearance was also important to the brothers. After the dinner dishes were done and they were either relaxing or studying, I was required to appear before them wearing specific items and made up a specific way, depending on the day of the week. On Mondays and Wednesdays, I was supposed to be a slut, with heavy facial makeup and rouge on my nipples and cunt lips. Red fishnet stockings, lace garter belt, and six inch high stiletto heels completed the outfit. Tuesdays and Thursdays, I was the French maid, with severe, pale makeup and the traditional uniform – sans panties or a bra, of course. From Friday through Sunday afternoon, though, I was just a slave. No makeup, just a bright red leather collar and a ball gag that would be removed whenever anyone deigned to use my mouth, then just as unceremoniously replaced as soon as their cum was spurted down my throat. I’d spend the weekend on my hands and knees, servicing the brothers and any friends they invited over, including more than a few girlfriends who wanted to try me out. I wasn’t permitted to clean myself during these weekend sessions, and typically by Saturday morning, was a cum-covered, stinking mess. I doubt there was ever a weekend where I wasn’t fucked at least thirty times. And then I found out Tim was peddling my ass to his friends, charging everyone for the use of my body.

	 All these memories came rushing back as I struggled to my knees, then my feet. John took Wolf’s leash and snapped it to my collar.

	 “A bitch should walk at the heel,” he commented, “but for now, I want you in front of me. Throw your hips forward and wiggle your ass like a bitch in heat. Do a good enough job of getting me hot and maybe I’ll fuck your slutty ass, just like before,” he said.

	 He led me back towards the site, slapping my bare ass with a switch whenever he wanted me to turn left or right. Whenever Wolf thought I was walking too slow, he’d come up behind me and growl, twice actually nipping at my ankles as I stumbled barefoot down the rock-strewn path. We took a circuitous route back to the kennels, at one point cutting through a heavily wooded area from one trail to another. The tree branches slapped at my naked body, and the twigs, rocks and other obstacles pierced the soles of my feet until I was leaving a clear blood trail that anyone would be able to follow.

	 Our route brought us to the far side of the kennel area, near an old corrugated steel, unwalled shelter, under which the kennel crates were stored. Kennel crates were transportation cages in which each dog was initially brought to the site from Texas, where they were trained. They were similar to commercial animal cages used by airlines, but of heavier construction. The floor was a solid piece of heavy aluminum, the walls and roof of similar material, but punctured with circular holes about two inches in diameter. The front wall was a door, the upper half strong bars and the lower a hinged plate that could be opened to permit food and water to be provided to the animal. We still used the crates on occasion, usually when we had to take a dog to the veterinarian in Kaiserslautern, but we had about 20 excess that were never used, and just remained stacked off to once side along with unused chain link fencing remnants, old light poles, and other rubbish.

	 I felt John’s booted foot hit the back of my leg, causing my knees to collapse and my body to topple forward onto the ground. Without a word, he pushed my head into the dirt, kicked my knees apart, and mounted me from behind. He fucked me with a force I hadn’t felt in years, a familiar feeling going back to the days when my own brother would rape me in nearly the same way. John’s cock wasn’t especially long, but it was thick, and I could feel it stretching my nether lips to the point where, even as lubricated as I was, it hurt. He pummeled into me relentlessly, using me like the hole I was, finally shooting his cum deep inside me. That’s all I was, I realized at that point, a cum receptacle, a convenient hole for men to relieve themselves in.

	 “In,” John commanded, opening one of the crate doors. With my wrists still bound securely behind my back, I shuffled on my scraped knees to the open hatch before lowering my torso forward and semi-slithering in to the cramped space, Once inside, it was necessary for me to roll to my side and assume a fetal position so that when John shut the door, my feet were pressed firmly against it. Without a word, I heard him click the leash snap over the hasp, effectively locking me inside. I lay there, feeling his cum seep out of my well-used, sore hole.

	 Leaving Wolf to guard me for the moment, he walked off to the kennels, returning a few minutes later. He opened the door to my cage and, at his command, I carefully wormed my way outside, turned around, and then returned to my prison, feet-first this time. My naked breasts scraped painfully against the ground, as I didn’t the strength left to keep my back arched enough to keep them out of the dirt. At one point, John placed his hands on my shoulders and forcefully pushed me backwards into my prison, causing a nipple to catch on the edge of the crate and pinching it painfully. Once I was inside, he locked the crate door with a padlock and slid two stainless steel food dishes – the same type we used to feed the dogs - through the food slot; my body was taking up too much room and they wouldn’t fit completely inside, so he left them positioned about halfway through the slot. One bowl was about half-full of water, but I was dismayed when I saw the food dish was brimming with the dry pellets of the sawdust-like food the dogs received, called MSD, for Maximum Stress Diet. Well, there was no doubt that I was under maximum stress at the moment, but I was sure I wouldn’t like what I was being offered. MSD was scientifically designed for the nutritional needs of military working dogs, but it was tasteless. I knew, because one of the initiation rites at the kennels was to take a handful and eat it. I’d done that weeks before, and it did taste like a combination of sawdust and dirt. It also made you extremely thirsty, and while only a cup or so was fed to each dog, it swelled in their bellies with water. The same thing happened with people, too, and it made me look nearly pregnant when I went through my initiation. Before I had an opportunity to do anything, though, John covered the crate with an old tarp.

	 “See you on Monday!” he exclaimed. “I’d suggest you think about your new position in life while you have the chance.“

	 So there I was, locked naked inside a kennel crate, wrists cuffed behind my back, laying uncomfortably on my side and unable to move more than a few centimeters. I was barely able to lift my head enough to lap at the two dishes next to my face, though thankfully, the water was closest. I wanted to avoid the MSD as long as possible, but knew I’d never make it through the weekend without eating at least some of it.

	 With the tarp blocking out most of the light, I had to rely on my ears to keep what track of time I could. It was easy to tell the difference between night and day, but it was the sounds that told me when dusk or dawn were approaching. I could hear the truck arrive with the handlers each evening, and the sounds of them taking their dogs out for work returning hours later, as dawn broke. Several times I could hear nocturnal animals scurrying around; this area was filled with hedgehogs and boars, both of which my ears could make out as they sought food. I wasn’t able to sleep that first night, and just lay there, unable to even think clearly as my body began to ache.

	 Saturday morning broke, and the sun beat down on the tarp covering my tiny prison. Have you ever been inside a canvas tent during the heat of the day? That’s what it was like. There was no air circulation; just the musty odor of the covering, damp from the dew the night before, beginning to heat up. I could barely breathe it was so warm, almost like a steam room by early afternoon. My only respite was the now-brackish water that I was able to lap up with considerable effort. By evening my stomach was finally aching enough that I dared snag a couple of morsels of MSD with my tongue and swallowed them, followed by another tiny drink of water. It was just too much work to try to truly quench my thirst, and I had to satisfy myself with wetting my tongue a few times each hour.

	 It wasn’t until mid-day that I realized a very bad problem. Although I’d had little to drink and even less to eat, my body was still going through its normal digestive process. Both my bladder and bowels were beginning to ache, but being virtually unable to move, there was no possibility of me doing anything without soiling myself. Even though I knew I’d never be able to hold off until John returned on Monday, I tried as long as I could, finally shitting and pissing in my tiny cell and spending the rest of the day laying in my own filth. By late afternoon, flies had started to swarm down on me, making life just that much more uncomfortable. All I could do was shake slightly whenever they landed on my body, causing them to fly away for a few seconds before landing again.

	 The dog handlers arrive early that evening, the “five quarter” truck’s brakes squealing harshly as they pulled up in front of the kennels. A few minutes later, I could hear them walking their dogs around, letting them stretch their legs and whatnot. I prayed that none of them would notice me; the wind must have been blowing right, because none of the three dogs working that night came close. I kept as quiet as I could until I heard the gate open and close again, signaling that the dog handlers had gone to work.

	 It stormed that night, the wind blowing the tarp away. I shivered uncontrollably as the cold rain pelted my unprotected, naked body. The only good thing was that the storm washed my own filth away but by morning I was physically and emotionally beaten and would have done anything just to be released from this Hell. I’d never been so cold and miserable in my life, my arms were numb, and I could barely think. It was Sunday morning, and with the exception of a few moments of semi-conscious napping, I’d been awake for over three days now. The bowl containing my food had filled with rain water, turning the MSD into a yellowish, watery mush which I was able to suck up between my lips with a little less problem today. The water bowl was filled to the brim, with mosquitoes and other insects floating in it. My body was numb from the cold, abuse and forced immobilization; if I was injuring myself, I wouldn’t have been able to tell. Nor, at that point, would I have cared. My brain apparently went into survival mode, and I became completely unaware of my surroundings.

	 My mind took me back to a time I’d rather have forgotten, just after I dropped out of school and left home. I’d decided I wasn’t finding whatever it was I was looking for at that Oregon commune, so I simply headed out to the highway and tried thumbing a ride. My only belongings were the clothes on my back: a red flower-patterned peasant-style dress with an elastic bodice, a pair of worn-out cotton panties, and a pair of flat leather sandals. My hair at that time was long, scraggly dirty blonde, my toenails were painted in a rainbow of colors – each toe different – and I wore a pair of purple-lensed square-framed sunglasses.

	 I eventually hooked up with a biker who was passing through. He pulled up next to me, gave me the visual once-over, and motioned to the seat behind him.

	 “Get on, bitch,” were his only words. I had no idea who he was or where we were going, and that that point, I didn’t really care. His commanding voice, though, reminded me of James, and I immediately noticed a wetness between my legs.

	 We’d ridden about an hour when he – I still didn’t know his name – pulled off at what turned out to be a small biker bar on the side of the highway. He pulled in at the end of a line of about a dozen other Harleys, some new, some chopped, some beaten and battered. Before I really knew what was going on, he’d taken a length of chain from his saddle bag, wrapped one end around my ankle and secured it with a padlock. The other end he threaded through the bike frame, also locking it, and then lifted me off the bike, depositing me on the ground..

	 “I’m gonna go have a beer or two. Watch my bike, cunt,” he said, then turned and walked into the bar.

	 The sun was starting to go down, and there was a chill in the air, but I couldn’t do anything but shiver and stomp my feet trying to stay warm. My biker didn’t return until well after dark. Other bikers, many with girls sitting behind them, arrived and went inside. Many of the men grinned at me, while most of the women gave me distaining looks. I could hear music playing, and the loud voices of a raucous party going on. I didn’t have a watch, but it must have been four or five hours that I was stuck out there, chained like a piece of property to his bike When he did return, he didn’t even bother releasing the chain from my ankle. He just unlocked it from the bike frame and snapped the end to a clip on his belt before motioning me to get back on.  This time he just took me around the bar, to a small shack behind the main building. After locking his bike, he removed a bed roll tied to his saddlebags and handed it to me. “Follow,” he commanded, and I did. He led me into the shack, the chain around my ankle chaffing me painfully. It really was a shack, and from the looks of it, had once been a tool shed. It was filthy, with a bare dirt floor and nothing but a dirty mattress on the ground. He pushed me down onto it, holding me down with a booted foot on my belly, while he pulled down his trousers. He knelt between legs, forcing them apart, and then ripped both my dress and panties off.

	 “My cunts only wear what I give them, understand?” he said, squeezing my left breast painfully while he trapped my wrists with his other hand and stretched my arms over my head.

	 “Yes, Master,” I replied, finding myself once again in a very familiar situation.

	 I really don’t remember everything that happened to me after that; I know he fucked me, and when he was done, all his buddies did the same thing. After they were all through, he locked my ankle chain to an anvil that was apparently there for just that purpose, and then left, locking the padlock on the door as well. I wasn’t going to go anywhere, but then again, nobody was going to do anything to me unless my new Master wanted them to.

	 I stayed with the bikers – I won’t mention their group, but it’s one well-known to law enforcement – for about three months, until they got tired of me and left me at a bar. During that time, I’d been fucked so many times – I think the least was six or eight cocks a day – I couldn’t keep count. I was “low cunt on the totem pole,” so it wasn’t just the men who used me; I was at the beck and call of every female there, too. If I got to wear clothing, it was something tossed out by one of the other women, usually nothing more than a halter and a pair of stained hot pants or jean shorts. Nothing I ever wore was washed, either, and I was forced to wear whatever I had until someone decided to give me something else. It didn’t matter when I was indoors, though, because I was always kept naked and in chains. I was, in effect, a slave to the entire group. But that was then, and this story is about Site 59, so let’s return there.

	 The weather started to warm up later that morning, but coupled with the rain of the night before, the humidity was brining out the gnats and mosquitoes.  I fell into a painful stupor while the insects feasted on my unprotected, abused body. I was completely unaware of my surroundings by now, totally oblivious to anything but the agony I was feeling from two full days of being bound, stuffed in a cage, and forced to endure everything I’d gone through since being caught. My body responded by shutting down, causing me fall into a restless semi-comatose sleep.

	 I don’t know how long I slept before I was awakened to a pounding of wood on my kennel crate. I looked up groggily to see John silhouetted in the sunlight.

	 “Do you know your place yet, fratwhore?” he said quietly, leaning down to peer in through the barred door.  “Yes. Master,” I croaked, barely conscious.

	 He unlocked the crate door and ordered me out. With my hands still locked behind me and my muscles cramped from being bound in the same position for two plus days, this was no easy task, but I managed to eventually slither out on my belly onto the muddy ground. Pushing me face-first into the ground, John stood with one foot on the back of my neck while he unlocked my handcuffs. He threw my dirty, wet fatigues on the ground and told me to get dressed and report to his office when I was done. I was unable to move for several minutes while my muscles labored to respond to my brain’s commands, but was able to slowly and painfully dress. I limped haggardly into the kennel building, waiting outside his open office door.

	 “Get in the jeep,” he finally said, after making me stand there, shivering for several minutes. “Wait for me.” I was in no shape to drive right now anyway, so there was no way I was going to be able to leave. I sat in the passenger’s seat and waited. The rear seat had been removed so a kennel crate could be carried, though there wasn’t one there at the moment. Just the bare steel jeep bed. When he came out, I half expected him to order me into the back, but he just started the jeep and we drove away.

	 I wasn’t sure where we were going, but it turned out to be the barracks after all. He parked the jeep and led me in to my room. When the CQ questioned us, he just said I’d fallen in the creek and was coming back to get changed. John had my room key, and I looked at him questioningly while he unlocked the door.

	 “Strip and go take a bath,” he ordered. “You stink.” I started to walk into the bathroom to change when he grabbed me by the arm. “No, strip here. From now on, you’re to be naked whenever you’re in this room. As soon as you walk in, you drop your clothes. I don’t care whether anyone is with you or not, you will get naked as soon as you cross this threshold.” Without any argument, I dropped my soaked clothes on the floor and stumbled into the bathroom.

	 While I was bathing, John went through my belongings, piling all my civilian jeans and most of my tops on the floor. He pawed through my undergarments, selecting a threadbare pair of panties with a torn waistband and my oldest, most worn-out bra for me to keep. The rest went into a pile in the middle of my bed, along with all but one pair of my boot socks. The only civilian clothes he allowed me to keep were two skirts, a halter top, my bikini, and a pair of strap-style black heels.

	 “You won’t wear these without my permission,” he said, referring to the one set of undergarments he’d left. “I’d make you toss them all, but you might need a pair someday.”  Well, at least I’d have something to wear when I went to the doctor, I thought.

	 He smiled when he saw my bathroom, saying he liked the décor and that it would stay. Of course, he might want to personalize it a bit, he commented, with photos of his new slave in action.  He handed me my shortest skirt and bikini top and told me to take the pile of clothing out to the trash. The next thing he did, while I was taking my clothes out to the dumpster, was to work on the door lock. It was a double-keyed mechanism, meaning you had to have a key to lock or unlock it from either side. He quickly disabled the interior keyway. I could now be locked in or out, but would not be able to secure the door from the inside, so anyone could walk in on me unless John decided to lock the door when he left. He also took the precaution of nailing my window shut, thus making it impossible for me to leave my room without breaking the glass after I was locked in. John completely controlled my ability to enter and leave my own room.  He was far from finished, though. After ordering me to my knees on the bathroom floor – knees spread widely, hands clasped behind my head, mouth open – he told me to hold position until he returned. He was gone for quite a while, but when he got back, I heard him moving around in the bedroom area, the noise of moving furniture and clanking metal. I couldn’t see out the door, though, and even though he couldn’t see me, I didn’t break position. Finally, he ordered me to crawl out into what had been my living area.

	 My bunk had been dismantled and the parts stacked on top of the wall locker. Only the mattress remained, laying by itself on the floor, without linen or blankets. A heavy metal chain – the type used in the Arms Room to secure weapons racks – was bolted to the radiator-style heater, and the other end to a hinged steel loop with a padlock on it. It was this loop that John placed around my left ankle, locking it in place. Now not only could I not leave my room without his permission, but even my movements within the room were limited. I noticed he’d doubled the chain over so that I’d be restricted to the sleeping area; I wouldn’t be able to get to my bathroom unless he re-locked it at full length.

	 Several mirrors were now mounted on the walls, angled downward so that I would see my own reflection wherever I looked when I was on my mattress.  My personal property – desk lamp, stereo, everything I used to decorate my room with – was gone. The only thing remaining was my television, but atop it was a large, bulky video player. These were the early days of home video, and Beta format was still king. Video machines back then cost hundreds of dollars and weren’t all that popular yet. There was one exception, and that was porn. John explained that he would be providing me with one video a day. After watching the video, I was to write an essay of at least 1000 words, explaining the plot in detail, and what I learned from it. My essay was due before breakfast each morning, and it wasn’t ready, there wouldn’t be any breakfast.  That was the first of many rules he explained to me that evening.   “First of all, I don’t like cunt hair. You won’t always have time to wax it, and shaving isn’t close enough for my liking, so you have an appointment tomorrow to have it permanently removed.” I began to protest, but he stifled me with another comment: “Of course, I can always tell them you want to be totally hairless. Scalp, eyebrows, the work,” he said with a raised eye. My mouth clamped shut and I just looked down, focusing my eyes on his feet.

	 “Second, you’re too fat.” Now, that comment really pissed me off, but I was in no position to argue. After all, I was down to 122 pounds now, and at 5’10” tall, was pretty much skin and bones. “I want to start seeing ribs, so from now on, you’re on a diet, nothing but what I decide to let you eat, until you lose at least another fifteen, maybe 20 pounds. No more weight training at the gym, either. The only exercise you’ll get is running. And fucking, of course.” Again, I didn’t dare say anything. To do so would undoubtedly mean another beating, because his mind was made up.

	 “Third, you’re a lousy fuck. You were a lousy fuck at the frat house, and you’re still a lousy fuck. I figured in all the years you’ve been whoring, you’d know what it takes to be something other than a cum dump, but apparently, you haven’t. So that’s the reason for the videos. Maybe you’ll learn something from them; if not, I’ll send you somewhere where you’ll learn how to fuck properly.“

	 Even being such a lousy lay, however, didn’t stop him from using me that night.  Several times, in all my holes. After ass-fucking me like a bitch on the floor, he had me lick his shitty cock clean and then laid down on my mattress and fell asleep, leaving me to sleep on the hard floor, chained to the radiator. He woke me up three times that night, each time so he could just dump another load of cum in me.. The next morning, he hoisted my mattress up to the top of my locker, telling me that I would have to earn the privilege of a comfortable place to sleep. Until then, he said, I could curl up anywhere on the floor I wanted.

	 After breakfast the next day – John let me eat whatever I wanted in the mess hall that morning, which would become an unusual event – he took me into Kaiserslautern to what would today be known as a body art establishment. Europe generally being several years ahead of the U.S. in fashion, tattoos and body piercing were already quite popular among certain groups. It was a grungy place, almost scary, with filthy floors and stone walls covered with years of grime. The proprietor was a hulk of a man with a bare, hairy chest and tattoos on his arms. He spoke with a Turkish accent, grinning when he saw the two of us.

	  After making me strip, John helped the owner strap me on my back to an ancient-looking wooden table, spreading my arms and legs as far apart as possible. The Turk’s fat, grubby fingers took liberties with my body everywhere he could reach. John just nodded approval and let the man grope me.

	 “Payment before or after?” John asked.

	 “Oh, I think after. Before makes the work more difficult,” he replied, taking out an intimidating-looking electrical device and plugging it in to the wall outlet. “This will take some time, and she may not like the pain. Noise would distract me, too. Did you bring something to gag her with?“

	 “Sure did, just like you suggested,” John said, pulling a pair of jockey shorts out of his pocket. He walked over to my head and held them up for me to see. “I’ve been wearing them all weekend,” he said, “Just so they’d be nice and tasty for you.” I watched helplessly as he balled them up, making sure the stains were on the outside. Aware of the futility of resistance, I meekly opened my mouth and allowed him to shove them deeply between my teeth. I could taste the mush of his manliness as he sealed the gag in place with a strip of duct tape that had been conveniently hanging at the side of the table.

	 After checking my bonds, the Turk began moving the device over my pubes, removing each hair individually, burning the follicle as he did. I laid there for two hours, squirming while I was painfully denuded, until he was done. After he put the tool away, he unbuckled my feet. I assumed I was going to be let up, but instead, he attached my ankles to my wrists so that my cunt was pointed straight up in the air, climbed onto the table, pulled out his uncut cock and began brutally fucking me. He came quickly, without a word, then climbed down and released my bonds. I realized then that I was his payment.

	 “Bring her back in a month. It’ll take two, maybe three treatments to make it completely permanent.” Not so much as a “thank you” or “nice fucking you,” to me, though. John gave me my sun dress to slip back on, and let me out of the dingy building into the daylight.

	 The rest of my week was a whirlwind. Constantly naked when I was locked in my room, never allowed panties or a bra when I was out. After my regular day’s work at the kennels – John didn’t let me slack off from that at all, and actually demanded more from me now – I still had to go back to my room, watch the video of the day and write my essay. John had also taken to having me do his laundry and spit-shine his boots each night, so I had that to do as well as my own work. In between this, he usually used each of my holes at least once a day. He liked to start the day off with a blow job when he came to unlock me in the morning, then a quick fuck (usually doggy style) at the kennels around lunch time, and an ass-fuck before bed. I was only allowed to bathe in the morning before breakfast, so I’d usually lay on the floor of my room all night, trying to sleep on the hard tile, while cum seeped out of my distended asshole. Oh, God, how I loved it!

	 This went on for a couple of weeks, when John told me he’d made arrangements for me to be “trained how to fuck,” as he put it. He didn’t tell me exactly what at the time, but I was somewhat surprised at the questions he asked.

	 “When do you expect your next period to start?” he asked. I was pretty regular, and told him it would be in three or four days. “Good. The day it starts, you’re going AWOL,” he told me matter-of-factly. I looked up at him, surprised at the statement. “All you’ll need is a dress for travel. Nothing else. Everything will be provided for you where you’re going.“

	 “I understand,” I replied, though I really didn’t.

	 What he had in mind, and what happened to me for the next four weeks, was an experience I’ll never forget. It was the most educational, exciting, humiliating and degrading month of my life. The evening of the day my period started, he handed me a plain, threadbare cotton dress and led me out to his car. We didn’t drive far, only about 50 kilometers, to the outskirts of the city of Kaiserslautern, stopping at a facility known as Annabella Haus.

	 Annabella Haus was the largest whore house in Rheinland-Pfalz, with over 100 prostitutes working there. It catered to a primarily military crowd, and soldiers being what they are, they weren’t too picky. The whores there weren’t exactly the best looking, but the one attribute they all had was three holes available for rent. It was to be my home for the next four weeks.

	 Since my period had started, I wasn’t able to begin my service as a prostitute right away, so my first five days were spent watching the other girls ply their trade. There were two-way mirrors and surveillance cameras, and I sat and intently studied their actions, learning how to make the proper sounds and movements at the correct time. It was easy, but tedious, as I spent at least 16 hours each day just watching, unable to rest or sleep. The reason I was unable to rest is because I was also learning how to wear the clothes of a professional prostitute, in particular, stiletto shoes. I’d never worn anything other than two inch heels, but now I was being forced into thigh-high boots with heels as high as nine inches! Each day I’d be given a different pair of shoes to teeter around in, and by the end of the day, my feet would be screaming in pain.  I had other work to do as well, primarily tidying up each room after it was used, changing the sheets and making the beds. I had to do all this while wearing those damnable shoes as well. They told me it was so I would get used to wearing things like that, but I really think it was just to cause me pain.

	 I didn’t find out until the third day that I was being charged for what they called my “training.” The currency at the time was Deutschmarks, but for those who want to make the conversion, a dollar was worth about DM 2.75 when this happened, although the actual exchange rate changed daily.

	 First of all, I was being charged an up-front fee of DM 200, plus DM 50 each day for my “training.” Everything else had a charge, too…seven marks for each meal, ten marks a day for clean bedding, and three marks every time I took a shower. By the time I progressed to the point where I could start making money, I was already deeply in debt.

	 I assumed making that much money would be pretty easy, but I was wrong. The going rate for a whore was DM 50, but since I was a “trainee,” my customers would pay just DM 20. Then, half of that money went to the house, which meant I was going to be spreading my legs for the grand total of ten marks – about three dollars - a pop. Then I found out this wasn’t the “per fuck” rate, but for a whole hour, and they could fuck me as many times as they wanted during that hour! I quickly realized that I’d have to fuck at least a dozen customers a day to just break even – let alone paying what I already owed! I knew most of the whores only had two or three customers a night, but hoped that my “half-price special” would garner more attention. That, and maybe I could negotiate more pay for extra services. I knew, for instance, that a straight fuck was 50 marks, but ass could be twice that. One whore told me she had a customer who wanted her to suck him off after he ass-fucked her, and was willing to pay an additional DM 200 to have her do it. As disgusting as it sounded to me at the time, I realized I’d probably do it if the opportunity arose.

	 Most of my customers were young soldiers and airmen, mostly because I was available so cheap. They weren’t interested in quality, for the most part, just a quick fuck to empty their balls into. Weekends were especially tedious for me, since work soon made its way around the nearby installations that there was a new half-price whore who would do just about anything, particularly if you offered her a few extra bucks. The only good thing about that, if you could really call it that, was that I quickly became popular and was not only able to pay my debt to the house, but actually had a few dollars of my own by the time my month was up.

	 When John picked me up on the 28th day, I handed him a sealed ledger book the management had told me to give him. It was the record of my stay: the daily fees, what meals I ate, how many showers, and of course, how many people had paid to fuck me. He whistled when he saw the total: I’d had 341 customers in just over three weeks, or about 15 a day during the time that I’d been made available. The total cost to my customers had been DM 5,115, plus another DM 300 in tips for “extra services” like sucking ass and giving tongue baths. My half of the take was DM 2,707.50 (the house kept half my tips, too), with expenses of DM 2,167. My net profit was just over 540 Deutschmarks. John laughed his ass off when he told me I had netted less than 55 cents per customer! And how much of few pennies did I get to keep? None. John kept it as partial repayment for having to go without the use of my body during the “training period.” It was his right, anyway, even without the excuse he provided. I was, in essence, his slave, his property, and any earnings I made rightly belonged to him.

	 I reported back to the unit on day 29 of my absence. One more day and I’d have been reported as a deserted, but because I beat the deadline, I was just Absent Without Leave, or AWOL. The Company Commander, an Ordnance Corps Major (most companies were commanded by Captains, but not special weapons units), wasn’t especially pleased that I refused to explain my absence, and his displeasure was made clear when he administered nonjudicial punishment: reduction to E-2 (two pay grades, the most he could take), forfeiture of a week’s pay (in addition to not getting paid for the four weeks I was AWOL), a month of extra duty in the amount of four hours work each evening after my regular job was done, and a month of restriction to barracks, place of duty, chapel, and dining hall. The last part didn’t really impact me at all, since I was used to being locked up in my room anyway, but the extra duty really did hurt. Before my stint at Annabella Haus, I was getting about seven hours of rest time each night. Now I was going to cut that by more than half, and I knew John wouldn’t reduce my other duties in order to make up for it.

	 I quickly discovered that my extra duty was going to be no different than that of other soldiers who had served it. It started after duty hours each night, with giving the offices of the Major and First Sergeant a thorough cleaning. I took out the trash, wiped down everything, and vacuumed the floors. Then it was off to the latrines. Since there were no male soldiers serving extra duty, it was my responsibility to scrub the toilets, urinals, shower stalls and floors. It wasn’t all that bad, except for Third Platoon – the latrine where I found the naked PX clerk chained to the urinal months earlier. They seemed to go out of their way to make my work particularly difficult and often humiliating.

	 While members of the other platoons would wait outside the latrine until I was done, those in the third platoon apparently timed their bladders and bowels to the expected time of my arrival. Each night, it seemed, I’d be just starting my work when someone would walk in and use a urinal or toilet I’d just cleaned, making sure they splattered liberally when they did so. Several times, one particular NCO would come in, take a shit in a just-scrubbed toilet, and then tell me it needed to be cleaned again. I’d find that he hadn’t bothered to flush, and missed when he wiped his ass. There’d usually be shitty toilet paper on the floor, and often enough, a brown stripe of shit and a large glob of semen on the seat. I was expected, of course, to ensure everything was clean for the Duty NCO to inspect before I was released for the night.

	 Being released didn’t mean I was done with my work by any means. In addition to spending at least an hour reviewing a sex video and then preparing my written essay, I also had to launder John’s uniform for the next day, then starch and iron it. Once that was done, it was time to spit shine his boots. He demanded that the entire boot, from toe to collar, be mirror polished, and it usually took me ninety minutes – often more if he’d been out in the woods – to get them acceptable. When he came by at 0430 each morning to pick up his uniform, I had to be waiting on my knees, ready to do his bidding. If my work met with John’s approval, he’d allow me to accompany him to the chow hall for breakfast after a quick fuck or blow job. I was never allowed to clean up after he used me for sex, so I often to the dining facility with his cum dripping out of me. Thank God he allowed me the luxury of a sanitary pad when he decided to not use my mouth.

	 John would grab a cup of coffee and sit down, while I stood in line and ordered his breakfast. He always had a large meal, usually something like a three-egg omelet, home fries, a half dozen slices of bacon, fresh fruit, and either toast or a pastry. My meal, when I was allowed to eat, was always the same: skim milk and a single scrambled egg. I detested both, but was forced to put a smile on my face and pretend I was happy. The consequences if I did otherwise would have been worse than not being allowed to eat. I complained just once, and went hungry for two days as a result. I quickly learned not to complain about my food.

	 It was about that time that John decided I’d start earning my reputation as a slut. It was my twenty-first birthday, and he took me to the NCO club to celebrate. At his instructions, I wore my hair in a single, short braid. I thought it looked horrible, but John just said it would make a good handle. I wore no bra, no panties, no stockings. Just a cheap-looking plum-colored rayon dress that ended just above my knees, and a pair of heels. To prepare for the party, I carefully shaved my body – my legs and underarms anyway, since I had no cunt hair now – and at his direction, filled my ass with my medium butt plug. By the time I was dressed, my pussy was dripping. I asked him if I could at least wear panties and a pad, but he just smiled and said he wanted everyone to smell my need.

	 As he walked me to the club, he explained the rules for the evening. I would accept drinks from anyone, but always had to mention that champagne makes me especially horny. I would not refuse any offer to dance, nor would I object or try to stop anyone’s hands from taking liberties with my body.  That’s exactly what I did. Word quickly spread throughout the club that night about champagne, and after the first the first two dances, nothing but slow music played on the juke box for the rest of the night. I never did get a chance to eat, as I was too busy dancing and sipping on the endless glasses of champagne that were bought for me. I was felt up more times than I could count, with fingers pawing at my ass and cunt all night, my breasts bruised from being mashed against so many chests, and my neck covered in hickeys. Still, John said I wasn’t to let anyone get any further than fingering me without his permission. When one of my partners decided he wanted to go farther than feeling me up, John motioned me over to our table.

	 “Tell him you’ll jack him off, and that you want him to cum in your champagne glass.” I was horrified. Even my time as a whore at Annabella Haus wasn’t as bad as this. There, nobody knew me. Here, everyone did, and word would soon get out. I didn’t have any choice, though. I nodded my head reluctantly, took the young man into a secluded corner and did the deed. Upon my return to the table, John had me drink the thick, viscous fluid down in front of everyone.  From that point on, my life took a drastic change for the worse. Although nothing else happened that night, when John got me back to my room, he explained that from now on, anyone who bought me a drink could get whatever they wanted. I was no longer permitted to say no to anyone.

	 As the unofficial company slut, it wasn’t long before I found I was pregnant. Sure, I was on the pill, but as effective as they can be, nothing is 100%. John had long ago dispensed with the requirement that anyone using me needed to wear a rubber; he was having me “examined” every two weeks by a local German doctor (who was paid for his services with the use of my body, naturally), The examination always concluded with a massive dose of antibiotics that were unavailable in the U.S. facilities.

	 Back then, pregnant soldiers had the option of staying in the service or getting out. I’m not sure if that still exists today, but I had a decision to make. If I stayed in until the baby was born, I had to serve out the remaining two years of my enlistment. If I got out, I’d be on my own as far as the expenses involved with giving birth. It wasn’t my decision, though, because John told me that I’d staying in. After the baby was born, he or she would be adopted by a German family, and I’d continue being John’s slave.

	 So that’s what happened. Because John was planning on selling my baby on the black market, I had to take care of myself. No longer was a drink the price for a piece of ass, but the cost was the same. Seventy-five cents was what it cost. “You get a fuck, and change for your buck,” was what they said. Now I wasn’t just the company slut, but the cheapest whore possible. Well, at least I was still getting ten percent – seven and a half cents a fuck – which was more than I made for myself at Annabella’s.

	 The end of my military career came before any of that could happen, though. I was about five months pregnant when John had to go away for an overnight trip to Mannheim, so he left me locked in my room on a short chain. This meant my chain was shortened so that I couldn’t get into the bathroom, and in fact, could barely move off the mattress. He left me a bowl of water and a bucket to use as a toilet, but nothing at all for comfort or to occupy my time. All I could do was lay on my smelly mattress and stare at my own reflection in the mirrors. At least he said I could masturbate to my heart’s content as long as I kept track of my orgasms and told him how many I had when he returned.

	 The problem was, though, he didn’t return. At least not the next day, or the one after that. All I could do was lay there on the floor, waiting and waiting, hoping and hoping, my room getting smellier and smellier as I had to use the bucket to relieve myself, hunger gnawing at my belly. It wasn’t until the fourth afternoon that I heard footsteps approach and the key slide into my door lock. I quickly rose to a kneeling position, spread my knees as widely as possible, clasped my hands behind my neck and lowed my eyes towards the ground. The door opened, and my heart took a leap as I saw not one, but three sets of polished boots in the doorway. I wasn’t supposed to, but I looked up and saw the First Sergeant, the Supply Sergeant and the CQ staring at me, open-mouthed.

	 “What the fuck?” I heard the First Sergeant say. “Sergeant, go get the CO. Now!” The CQ ran off down the hall, as my body turned bright red in embarrassment and humiliation. I wanted to curl up and die, but my body wouldn’t obey my brain. I just knelt there, my legs spread wide, exposing my naked body to the stares of the two men.

	 “Did somebody do this to you?” the First Sergeant asked with a concerned tone in his voice as he entered the room, looking unsuccessfully for something to cover my naked form with. I had no bed coverings, and all my clothes were in my wall locker, locked securely with the key in John’s possession. I couldn’t answer him, and responded with just a blank stare.

	 “Sergeant Smith said…” the CO started to say, then interrupted himself. “Fuck! He wasn’t bullshitting me.“

	 “I’m not sure what’s going on, sir,” the First Sergeant said, “But I think we need to get CID out here ASAP.” The First Sergeant was an MP, the company commander wasn’t.

	 “I’ll go call the MPs. You see what you can find out.“

	 “No, sir,” the First Sergeant replied. “Don’t call the MP Station, whatever you do. Get ahold of Chief Warrant Officer Velasquez at CID and tell him I said to get his ass down here pronto. He used to work for me before he got his warrant, and he’ll know how to handle this. Smart kid, you know?“

	 “Okay,” the major replied, heading back to his office.

	 “Right now,” the First Sergeant said, “I want this place shut down. Nobody comes down this hall, and nobody within fifty feet outside the window. Post guards, but don’t tell anyone anything. This is now a crime scene, until CWO Velasquez says otherwise.“

	 “Yes, First Sergeant,” the supply sergeant responded automatically. As soon as he was gone, Top turned and looked at me, shaking his head sadly.

	 “You did this yourself, didn’t you?” All I could do was lower my head and nod. I couldn’t let anyone know of John’s involvement. “You know, we came here because we thought you were AWOL again, and were going to inventory your property and secure it in Supply. I guess you figured wrong, thought you could get loose before anyone missed you, but something went wrong, huh?” Again, I nodded. “Well, I guess you have a decision to make, then. You can either lie to the investigator and tell him you got drunk or something, and don’t know what happened, or you can explain you’re a bondage slut who likes to chain herself up and piss in buckets.

	 So that’s exactly what I did. When CWO Velasquez showed up, he first took “crime scene” photos – making sure he got plenty of shots of my naked body, naturally – then processed the “evidence,” before interviewing me. It really wasn’t much of an interview, though, because it turned out he was one of the many soldiers who used me while I was in residence at Annabella Haus, and he remembered me. I wouldn’t tell him anything, so he just made up a confession for me to sign, and I did.

	 I went straight from my ankle chain to handcuffs, and was marched – still naked – through the barracks to CWO Velasquez’s car. He made a show of taking me to the medical clinic, but he explained he knew I hadn’t been raped or anything. He had me escorted to an exam room where, with my ankles strapped into stirrups, he had one of the medics snap photos while he took liberties with my helpless body. He made me cum twice, too, all caught on camera for posterity. I knew these photos would probably never make it into the investigative file; years later, I found them on the internet.

	 There were ten or eleven charges against me, including Destruction of Government Property, AWOL (again) and a bunch of others that basically amounted to being a pervert. The property destruction was for the mattress, which was saturated with piss and was beyond salvaging, and the bathroom “wallpaper,” even though I tried to explain it was that way when I moved in. And, while I wasn’t actually charged criminally for it, my pay was garnished to pay for uniforms that I no longer had.

	 The powers that be wanted me secured somewhere, but weren’t sure pre-trial confinement in the stockade was the most appropriate place, so I was admitted to the psychiatric ward in the hospital in Landstuhl.  Because of my alleged instability and concerns that I’d try to harm myself, I spent the next six weeks in four point restraints. What this meant was that I was strapped onto a hospital bed, my ankles secured to the bottom corners with soft ties, with my arms at my sides and straps around my chest just under my breasts and across my shoulders. At CWO Velasquez’s suggestion, I wasn’t allowed any clothing, for fear that if I managed to slip the restraints (fat chance of that!), I might be able to hang myself with them. So, except for being let up every four hours to use the toilet, walk around a bit and maybe have something to eat, I spent my entire time at Landstuhl tied naked on my back with my legs spread. Sometimes at night, I could sense the orderlies looking at my naked body through the isolation cell window, but except for the occasional groping while I was being let up or put back down, nobody touched me.

	 It was a General Courts-Martial, the most severe kind. By now, John had returned – he’d been in the hospital as the result of some sort of injury that happened while he was gone – and made a show of coming to visit me in the nut ward. He told me what was going to happen, and what I’d do. I would request a jury trial and plead not guilty to all charges, but wouldn’t provide any testimony on my own behalf. He wanted all the evidence to become part of the public record, just as a further means of humiliating me. I had to agree with him, too, because at that point, I wanted everyone in the world to know that I was just a bondage slut.

	 That’s just what happened, too. Before a jury of three men and four women – the women in particular giving me hateful looks as the evidence was presented – I was formally pronounced a pervert, a slut, and a whore. I was sentenced to reduction to the lowest pay grade, forfeiture of all pay and allowances, six months confinement at hard labor, and a dishonorable discharge. Because my sentence was less than a year, I served it in Germany, at the military prison in Heidelberg.

	 I was what they called a “special case,” and like at Landstuhl, they put me on suicide watch. This time, though, it wasn’t four point restraints, but what they called a “stripped cell.”  I spent the time inside my cell with nothing at all except a paper gown that barely covered me. The idea was that I wouldn’t be able to cause myself any harm, though I admit to considering stuffing it down my throat and causing suffocation. At night, they tossed a mattress – not unlike the one I’d ruined and been charged for back in the barracks – but no blankets. When I wasn’t in my cell, I was in prison attire, scratchy unpressed cotton fatigue pants and shirt, and a pair of combat boots. Prisoners who brought underwear with them were required to launder them themselves; I had none, so I went without.  We were sent out in chain-gang style, shackled to each other at the ankles, to perform menial labor like picking up litter and clearing brush from the installation perimeter. I was the only female inmate on that crew; nobody could ever say the Army wasn’t into equal opportunity, because they treated us all the same. Especially when it came to hygiene. If we were on a crew and had to piss or shit, we were expected to drop our trousers and just do it. I never had much of a problem, being not just a slut but an exhibitionist, but the some of the men did. I guess they were concerned about letting me see their dicks or something. I’m sure a lot of them jerked off after seeing my naked ass squatting on the ground; I always made sure to face someone when I did, just because.

	 The day after my sentence ended, I was escorted to Rhein-Main the next day, put on a plane and basically kicked out of the country. I was in a dress uniform for the first time in a long while, and the first time in over a year that I was wearing underclothes. Brand new, issued along with the blouse, coat, skirt and pumps that I was wearing. There was no rank on my sleeve, though, and the Military Police Corps wanted no part of me, so I was wearing the twin U.S. collar brass of a soldier without an occupational specialty. Most other people didn’t notice anything untoward, but I could tell the few who did. There was generally only one type of soldier sent back from Europe with no rank and U.S. collar insignia, and that was the one identified as homosexual. Well, I wasn’t gay, but I wasn’t about to explain my story to anyone, either. Let them think what they wanted to think.

	 I was met at the Fort Dix main gate by two Military Policemen who escorted me directly to the stockade, where I’d remain until my outprocessing was completed. I was technically no longer a prisoner, but they didn’t know what else to do with me, so they locked me up in a segregation cell. Someone had seen that I’d been on suicide watch for my entire six months in Heidelberg, so they decided I should remain that way. They didn’t have paper gowns at Dix, so they let me keep my panties. Not my bra, though, because that was considered a security risk. I might hang myself with the straps. Even though I’d been fucked in the most degrading ways by more men than I could count, the three days in the Fort Dix stockade was the most humiliating time of my life. Whenever I had to pee or shit, I had to ask for toilet paper and to have the water in my cell turned on so I could flush. My meals were finger food – sandwiches, carrot sticks and the like – because they couldn’t trust me with even the flimsy plastic flatware the prisoners were given. The first night, when my period started, I had to nearly beg for a tampon, and even couldn’t get a fresh one until I turned the old one in.

	 On Monday morning, I was given my uniform back and allowed to dress under the watchful eyes of a female MP who glared at me disdainfully. She made it clear that she thought I was a degenerate freak.  After that, I was escorted to the Adjutant General’s Office, where a Staff Sergeant – I was apparently unworthy of seeing the AG himself – explained my veteran’s benefits to me. With the discharge I received, there wasn’t much to explain. I could continue my life insurance for a few years, but any hopes of educational benefits or a VA home loan were long gone. My court martial was a matter of record, and was considered a federal court felony conviction, so my rights to vote, hold government office, and even possess a firearm were non-existent now. I would never be a cop, which had been my plan for after I completed my military service, and probably wouldn’t even be able find a job as a security guard. I only had one other skill, and that was of marginal value, but perhaps I could find a pimp to work for. At least I’d be able to have a place to live and keep food in my belly. I walked out of the building thirty minutes after arriving, with nothing but a folder containing my discharge papers, a check for the $153 the Army had owed me, and the clothes on my back. I had nowhere to go, and no way to get there.

	 I figured I could make a few bucks hanging around the back gate like whores at other bases I’d been at did, so paid a week in advance for a $12 a night room in a seedy no tell motel, found a mini skirt, halter top and pair of “fuck me” boots at a Goodwill store down the street, and went into business. I’d learned a lot since my time at Annabella Haus, and among them was that prices varied by location. I quickly found out that the going rate for a blow job was $15, a fuck was $30, and an entire night cost between $100 and $150. I did okay that first night, bringing in $180 with two fucks and eight blow jobs. An ass fuck would have been at least $50, but I had no takers that night.

	 I managed to continue working for myself until the fourth night, when I was approached by a tall, lanky black man who asked me unabashedly what the fuck I was doing working on his street corner without paying him rent. I’d just finished a session with two young soldiers who’d taken me simultaneously in the ass and cunt, and was in no physical shape to argue. He told me that if I wanted to continue working here, I’d have to pay him half my earnings and put out for him and his friends whenever they demanded it. It was going to be just like whoring at Annabella Haus, I realized, so I gave him what money I already had and just left. I never went back, spending the last three days and nights locked in my room, worrying about what I was going to do. It was about nine at night on my last night when there was a pounding at my door.

	 “Yes?” I said timidly. Nobody knew I was here, or so I believed.

	 “Open the damned door, fuckmeat!” I heard a familiar voice bellow. I swung the door open to find John standing there, my red collar dangling from his hand. I immediately dropped to my knees, crying.

	 “I heard from one of my soldiers about a whore with a bald pussy. He mentioned some other things, too, and I figured it might be you. Took me forever to find you, though, cunt. You’ll be punished for that, of course,” he said as he locked the familiar collar around my neck. “Now, bend over. I haven’t found any bitches willing to take it up the ass since you got your butt kicked out of the Army.“

	 I signed myself over to John two days later. He wouldn’t marry me – and I don’t blame him for that, because who wants to marry a whore? – and slavery is technically illegal, so we did the next best thing. After signing a General Power of Attorney so he could have legal authority over all my assets, we saw a friendly judge who was more than willing – for a few favors from me – to declare me incompetent and the ward of John, under his complete control for all purposes. Six hours and an ass fuck later, and I had an ID card showing that I was the legal dependant of John, that I belonged to him.

	 Just like before, he kept me chained and naked, only this time it was in his studio apartment off post. I slept on a ratty blanket on the floor beside his bed, so that I would be immediately available if he awoke and wanted to use me for anything. The first night, he introduced me to toilet slavery, dragging me by the hair to his crotch, then slowly (because it was my first time) emptying his bladder into my mouth. After that, he never used the toilet to piss in, preferring my mouth instead.

	 I was left locked inside the apartment in heavy shackles whenever he was gone. The telephone had a lock on it, and I wasn’t even able to open the windows because they were bolted shut from the outside. I wasn’t even allowed to wear clothing on the frequent occasions when he’d invite friends over; my sole reason for being present becoming known immediately upon their entering the apartment. I spent my days laundering John’s clothes – his soiled shorts and dirty socks by hand – and keeping his home clean. The only cleaning tools I was permitted were rags, soap and paste wax. Each day I would meticulously pick each fiber of lint from the living room carpet, carefully polish the hardwood entry and hallway with a pair of my old panties, and clean the toilet using nothing but my tongue. I was permitted no entertainment; no television, radio or books except what John believed would help me become a better slave. He continued to provide me with porn videos, and I continued to write 1000 word essays describing what I learned from each one. This was done on my leisure time, of course – the six hours or less of time I was granted for rest – as nothing was to interfere with my daily duties.

	 John was eventually transferred from Fort Dix back to Germany. Because I’d basically been deported from that country only two years earlier, he wasn’t able to take me with him. Keeping me as his property in the states would have been counterproductive; not only was I unable to serve him properly, but at that point in my life, I was quite incapable of caring for myself, either. What he did was hold an auction, selling me to another soldier in his unit and having the commitment order changed to reflect my new Owner’s name. Ten months later, when that soldier transferred as well, the same thing happened again. I stayed at Fort Dix for the next seven years, owned by a succession of soldiers.

	 My last Owner, though, was different. More humane would be a good way of putting it, I guess. He began reintegrating me into society, letting me wear clothes, taking me shopping and to restaurants – things I hadn’t done in such a long time. I guess I was a pet project of his, sort of like Eliza in “My Fair Lady,” only he had to do more than change my speech pattern. At first, I was so accustomed to being naked all the time and calling everyone “Master,” that it was dangerous for him to take me out in public. I’d even forgotten how to read, but he tutored me with the newspaper and quickly brought my skills back.

	 He eventually set me free, paying six months rent for my own apartment, when he finally left the military. He even arranged for a scholarship for me at the local community college, so I was able to go to school and work part time. In my heart, I knew I’d always be a slave, though, and felt that any job I had should reflect that. I didn’t want to endanger my education, though, so I couldn’t resort to prostitution. I was no longer attractive enough to get a job in a strip club, either, so I ended up working as a clerk in an adult bookstore. I stayed there after finishing school, too, eventually becoming the manager, and after ten years, actually buying an interest in the company. I had made something of myself, but it was all about to come crashing down.

	 I was busy in the back office, taking care of the books, when the clerk – a gangly college student – knocked on my door and told me there was a client asking to speak with me. This wasn’t all that unusual, because we often had special requests; the establishment was well-known for providing custom-made and unique items.

	 “Yes, may I help you?” I asked the young man who stood before me. He looked at me curiously, a slight grin on his face.

	 “Yes, fuckmeat, I think you may,” he said in a thick German accent, taking out the tattered leather collar I’d worn at Site 59 nearly two decades before and fastening it around my neck. “It is time to return you to your rightful place in society….mother.
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Synopsis: A married couple\'s adventures after the husband discovers his wife\'s need to be dominated, degraded and abused. Story codes may change as the plot thickens.

	 Due to considerable criticism, I have made a few revisions to the first chapter of this story. To those who were critical of my writing skills in the first version, I hope you find this more to your liking.  If, however, your complaints centered on the abusive and harsh treatment involved, you’re out of luck. Not only that, but it will become much more intense in future chapters.

	 As with all my stories, this is pure fiction, drawn from nothing more than my own warped and depraved mind. In the world I’ve created here, there is no such thing as HIV, AIDS or any other STD, and the only risk from unprotected sex is unwanted pregnancy.  Slave Wife Chapter 1  Life at home sucked. Although we’d been married nearly 20 years, it hadn’t been a true marriage for a very long time. My wife wasn’t particularly interested in sex, and thought doing it any way except missionary style, in bed, with the lights out was perverted. She never even let me finger her or play with her titties, and just making her think I wanted oral sex was enough to shut her down for six months. I’d actually moved out of our bedroom five or six years earlier, and could count on one hand the number of times we’d had sex since then. Not that any man really needs an excuse, but I really believe that was one of the reasons I started gravitating towards porn sites. If I couldn’t get what I needed from my wife, then I would experience it vicariously, though the online postings of others.

	 At first, my focus was on relative soft core stuff, what might today be called erotica. However, I soon discovered the plethora of hardcore porn sites and quickly had several gigabytes of stories, photographs and movies hidden on the hard drive of our home computer. I found my interest was in the dark, almost evil aspects of BDSM, slavery and sexual abuse. Before long, I had several thousand downloaded photographs which I categorized for easier retrieval of whatever particular kink piqued my interest on any given day: piercings, whippings, pregnant bondage, women in cages, pony girls, even a bit of bestiality thrown in for good measure. I found this wasn’t necessary with most of the stories I enjoyed; they were generally available on free web sites, though I did have a collection of about two hundred.

	 Unfortunately, we only had one computer connected to the internet (this was before broadband and wireless home networks were readily available), and one day my wife stumbled on my stash. She’d found bits and pieces of it before, usually because I forgot to clear the cache or empty the “Recent Documents” folder, but never the entire thing. We had the worst fight of our marriage that night, with both of us saying mean, hateful things. No physical blows were struck, but you would have thought I had slapped her in the face when I screamed that maybe I wouldn’t have to get my pleasure from porn if she would act like a wife and learn to fuck. Her eyes welled up with tears and she ran to the bedroom, locking herself in and effectively ending the argument.

	 The next month was pure hell for me. I stayed away from home as much as I could, working extra hours and volunteering for every one of the overnight business trips. On the few occasions that we were home together, we ignored each other as much as possible. I honestly expected to come home one day and find that she had either moved out, or had the locks changed and left divorce papers taped to the door. I knew my life was going to change drastically; I was just completely wrong about how it was going to change.

	 I can still vividly remember when it happened. I was in my room, working on a report using a laptop I had brought home from work, when I heard a soft tapping on the bedroom door.

	 "Yes?" I said rather gruffly, irritated at being disturbed. My work was all I had now, and I had become immersed in it.

	 "We need to talk," my wife answered from behind the closed door. "May I come in?" Her voice was strangely soft and mild, almost timid.

	 „Wait a minute and I’ll come out,“ I replied. Pulling some jeans on, I walked out into the kitchen where my wife was waiting. She was holding a large folder in her hand, which I assumed were divorce papers. I looked at her, then down at the sheaf of papers. She blushed, something I hadn't seen since before our marriage.

	 „Um...this is difficult for me,“ she stammered.

	 „Let’s get it over with. You want a divorce, fine. I'll sign the papers. I’m tired of living like this, too. I don’t get the kind of sex I need from my wife, but I’m not willing to go out and have an affair, so my only option is to take care of my needs online. If you can’t deal with that, fine. At least a divorce would allow me to go find someone else. Give me the papers,“ I said.

	 ANo, you don’t understand,“ she started to say, as I grabbed the sheaf from her hand. She plopped down in the chair opposite me, holding her head in her hands and sobbing softly as I opened the folder.

	 I was wrong. They weren't divorce papers, but copies of the files I’d downloaded. Even one’s I hadn't. I recognized some of the stories immediately as those I'd written and posted on a BDSM web site, but there were a lot that I was totally unfamiliar with. What the hell???

	 AThis is so difficult. I’m so embarrassed,“ she whimpered. I’d never heard her voice sound like that.

	 AWhat’s so embarrassing?“ I asked, looking up.  AI read everything...all the files. I saw myself in them. I found where you’d published your own stories. I figured out it was you by the places you describe. I...I don’t know why, but they excited me. I played with myself while I was reading them. I played with myself a lot,“ she confessed. AI want to be that woman for you.“

	 ASay what?“ I said, shocked. We’d dabbled in bondage right after we were married, but she never seemed to like it, so I stopped even suggesting it. Now she wanted to be my slave, or at least a sexual submissive?

	 AI want to try this out,“ she said in a stronger voice, almost pleading. “ trial period, maybe a week, with limits. I need a safeword. No piercings or anything like that unless I agree. And nobody else gets involved. This stays just between the two of us”  Safe words? Piercings? I could see really had done some reading. I just sat silently for a moment, taking this all in. She could just be jerking me around again, just like all the other times when she made me think we were going to have sex, and then backed out at the last minute.

	 AI don’t know...this is quite a shock. I don’t know whether to believe you or not,“ I replied slowly. “I mean, this is a pretty big change for both of us, you know?“

	 ASir,“ she responded, AIt came as a shock to me, too. I never realized...“ Her voice broke. AI never realized how much I could enjoy reading and seeing those things. The stories about women forced to... .to humiliate themselves, to do all those things. Please? Please may I be your slave?“  She was nearly in tears, but I still wasn’t sure if I could believe her. The deciding factor was that she called me “sir.” She’d never called me that before. Maybe she was serious about this. If not, I would find out by calling her bluff right away.

	 “You want to be a slave, fine. When I get home from work tomorrow, I want you kneeling naked at the door, nipples pierced, pussy bald, and cunt full of cum. Prove to me that you’re willing to go that far and then maybe I’ll think about taking you on as my slave.“

	 “Cum?” she asked, wide-eyed.

	 “Cum,” I responded. “Semen. Dick snot. I don’t care who it comes from. I’m sure you can find someone hard up enough to stick his cock in you.“

	 “Sir,” she said in a shocked voice, “What you’re asking…that means no condom, and it’s…I mean…the time of the month…I’m fertile. What if I get pregnant?“

	 “Not my problem,” I answered, turning tail and walking back towards my bedroom. “Besides, I kind of like the idea of some bastard brat growing in your belly!” I said over my shoulder.

	 Of course, I didn’t really want her to get pregnant, but I needed to make sure she was serious about this. If she was playing with me – as I still suspected – she wouldn’t go through with it anyway. If, however, she was being truthful, then whatever happened with a pregnancy would be my choice. An abortion would be against her beliefs, but she never wanted kids anyway. Then again, it might be fun to have her carry the brat to term, then make her give it to someone else. Hell, I’d never porked a preggo before. That might be worth it in itself.

	 I guess now would be a good time to describe my wife. We started dating in high school, just at the end of her sophomore year and just before I graduated. She was a gymnast back then, thin but with muscular legs that seemed to go on forever. Today, she’s almost 25 years older than when we met, but hasn’t added any weight to her 5’8” frame. Her breasts are still the same magnificent 36C that they were at our wedding, and while she probably couldn’t pass the pencil test today, it wouldn’t be by much. She’s always been obsessed with her appearance, constantly watching her weight and spending more money on cosmetics and stylish clothes than I care to think about. To all outward appearances, she was a true trophy wife.

	 Her only fault was her attitude about sex. She apparently thought sex was what you did when you wanted to make a baby, and she had absolutely no desire to have one of those crawling around. Well, it didn’t really matter whether her attitude changed or not; if she really wanted to be my slave, then her desires would come second. Or maybe third or fourth, if I decided to expand her horizons with a little group sex.

	 We were sitting at the kitchen table having coffee the following morning when I set the newspaper down and looked over at her. She fidgeted nervously, finally clasping her hands in her lap and looking down at them.

	 “Do you remember what I told you I expected done by the time I get home?” I asked pointedly.

	 “Yes, Sir,” she replied, blushing.

	 “Tell me,” I prompted.

	 “I’m to be shaved, have rings in my nipples, and…and…” she stuttered, “…and have sex with someone.“

	 “That’s not what I told you, is it? Tell me exactly what I told you to do, cunt!” I demanded angrily.

	 “You want me to have a bald pussy, my nipples pierced, and a load of cum in my cunt, Sir,” she blurted in staccato fashion, almost sobbing as she did so.

	 “Very good for such as stupid cunt,” I replied condescendingly. Now, I have a few other rules and tasks for you.“

	 “First thing, I want you to take all your panties, bras, slacks and jeans and give them away. Same thing with every dress and skirt you have that goes below your knees. Take them to a thrift store, I don’t care which one, but get a receipt. Depending on how obedient you are, I might eventually let you buy a pair of second hand panties to wear them during your period. Effective immediately, you will wear neither panties nor a bra, ever, unless I tell you otherwise.“

	 “Yes, Sir,” she answered almost gaily. I saw her eyes light up, and knew going without underwear was one of those things she’d fantasized about.

	 “Second, whenever you’re in this house, you’re naked. It doesn’t matter whether we’re alone or not, you are not permitted clothing inside this house.” She nodded, and l stared harshly at her until she got the message and began undressing.  “Third, whenever you’re in my presence, you’ll kneel with your knees spread as far apart as you can get them. If you need to enter or leave any room I’m in, you’ll ask for permission first, and you’ll crawl on your hands and knees unless I say you can walk. Understand?“

	 “Yes, Sir,” she replied, falling to her knees and spreading them, displaying her now-soaked, hairy crotch. The view gave me one more idea.

	 “I just decided I want more than just a shaved cunt. I want you to go to that salon of yours and have your cunt hair waxed off. Your regular salon and your regular beautician.” So far, everything I’d told her to do would be involving strangers and nothing was overtly sexual. She looked up at me in mild shock. I stared her down, and she lowered her head.

	 “Yes, Sir,” she said quietly, her entire body shaking.

	 “Good. Well, you have a lot of things to take care of today, and I have to get to work. Remember, if you decide you don’t want to go through with this, quitting is easy. All you have to do is skip one task, and it’s over. The next step will be a divorce attorney.” With that, I grabbed my brief case and walked out of the house.

	 When I arrived at work, my partner saw the change in my demeanor. For the first time in weeks, I was smiling.  "I'm going to need a couple of weeks off, as soon as we can work it in," I told him.

	 "Things are pretty slow right now," he replied, "so any time shouldn't be a problem." We agreed that I'd finish out the week, and then take two, maybe three weeks, off. I didn't get much done that day, preoccupied as I was with my upcoming vacation.  I had to make a couple of stops on my way home that evening, and got home late. She was waiting, naked, as per my orders. I could see she’d followed at least two of my commands; her red, swollen nipples were now adorned with tiny gold rings, and her pubes were as smooth and hairless as the day she was born. As she waited, kneeling in front of me, a blob of semen plopped onto the floor between her splayed knees. Well, I grinned, three for three. I’d have to get the details form her later. For now, I just pointed to the floor and told her to lick up her mess, while I walked into her bedroom to see what remained of her wardrobe.  Her dresser drawers were empty of panties and bras, and the closet was nearly as bare. The only clothing she had left were some stockings, a few pair of shoes, and two short cocktail dresses. On the bed was a receipt from Goodwill for several bags of clothes, and an itemized list of exactly what she’d donated.  She’d prepared a nice dinner for me, but it was now overcooked from her attempts to keep it warm for me. She tried to explain that she hoped to please me with dinner, but didn’t know I’d be getting home late. When she started in with the “If you’d called” crap, I told her to shut the fuck up. What time I get home is none of her business, and as for my dinner, she could go order me a pizza because her cooking sucks anyway. She started with the crying crap again, but I just left her kneeling on the floor and ignored her while I went to work on a few things I had to finish up for work. About 45 minutes later, I heard the doorbell ring. My pizza was here, and it was time for another test.

	 “Go answer the door and bring my dinner to me, bitch!” I ordered.

	 “Sir, may I please put a robe on? And I need some money, too,” she asked politely. I could see the trepidation on her face, and she knew what was coming next.

	 “You know the rules,” I said, grinning. “No clothes in the house, and if you don’t have any cash, figure out some other way to pay him. Suck him off, fuck him, I don’t care, just bring me my pizza. Oh, and you’re forbidden to stand.” I was being a bit harsh, but I still had doubts about how far she was willing to go. After all, the “semen” that plopped out of her earlier could have been sour cream for all I knew.

	 It’s a good thing Domino’s uses insulated sleeves to deliver pizza, because it was another twenty minutes before Donna crawled back into the den with my dinner. There were red marks from where her breasts had been mauled, and her face was covered with a wet sheen.

	 “Did you enjoy giving the very first blow job of your life to a stranger? Looks like he decided to cum on your face, so I guess you’ve still never swallowed cum, have you?” I asked, more to humiliate her even more than out of true curiosity.

	 “It was a girl,” she replied quietly, her entire body turning beet red. I couldn’t help but laugh as I pulled out the first slice of pizza and began eating. I told her to go to her room and leave me alone, and I’d call for her if and when I wanted her presence. Until then, she could go kneel in front of the toilet and consider what it means to be a slave.

	 I called her back several times, always making sure I had some graphic BDSM image or video file on the screen. Each time I called her into my presence, I told her what I wanted, and then once she fetched it I’d send her back to her waiting area on the bathroom floor. Get me another beer, fetch a napkin, throw my empty beer bottle away, clean up the scrap of pepperoni I dropped on the floor, bring me my slippers, take my shoes and socks off and put them away. Give my feet a tongue bath. I’d drop pieces of crust and make her eat them off the floor. I don’t think she stayed in the bathroom for more than three minutes at a time, but I eventually tired of this game.

	 “Get your skanky ass back in here!” I yelled finally, having had her clear the remains of my dinner only a minute before. When she crawled in, I told her to position herself on the floor, feet tucked under her ass with her knees spread as widely as she could force them. “I want to see your cunt lips flapping open,” I told her, waiting until she finally reached down between her legs and used her fingers to open herself for my viewing pleasure.

	 “Now, tell me about your adventures today. While you’re telling me all about how much fun you had, I want to see you finger-fucking that sloppy hole, too.”  Although I knew she masturbated regularly, she’d never done it in front of me before. “All you have to do to find out what a beating feels like is to stop fucking yourself or cum without me telling you to.“

	 Slave Wife Chapter 2    “Now, tell me about your adventures today. While you’re telling me all about how much fun you had, I want to see you finger-fucking that sloppy hole between your legs, too. ”   Although I knew she masturbated regularly, she’d never done it in front of me before. “And you don’t stop and you don’t cum, unless you want a beating.” She turned bright red, but her fingers began flying over her swollen and inflamed slit.

	 “Sir, right after you left, I gathered my clothes like you asked,” she began.

	 “Wrong, cunt!” I bellowed, accentuating my displeasure with a backhand across her face that knocked her over. “I didn’t ask you do to anything, I fucking told you! And just for lying like that, from now on you don’t use the word ‘I.’ You have no right to think of yourself as a person. You’re property, not a person. A thing, and it. You speak in the third person, and you call yourself…let’s see…I know, you’ll refer to yourself as ‘this stupid cunt,’ got it?” She crawled slowly back to her knees, an angry red mark on her face where I’d struck her.  “And get those cum-covered legs spread and those fingers back to work, bitch!“

	 “Yes, Sir,” she answered, crying softly but obeying regardless. “Sir, this stupid cunt gathered her…” I frowned, shaking my head. “…it’s clothing as you…as its Master ordered. It dressed as its Master commanded, in a short dress and heels, and took the clothing to the thrift store.   “After that, this stupid cunt went to its regular beauty shop. Felicia – the stupid cunt’s regular beautician – was surprised to see me…it…because I…because this stupid cunt didn’t have an appointment until next week. When this stupid cunt told Felicia what she…it…wanted, Felicia’s eyes got all funny, and she grinned at me. At it.“

	 “You can stop using third person speech now. Just tell me what happened,” I said. Having Donna stumbling over words and phrases while trying to speak properly was ruining the story for me.

	 “Thank you, Master. Anyway, she took me to the back room, where I knew they did stuff like bikini waxing out of the public view. She asked me what was going on, and just the way she said it made me want to…it was like I had to…tell her that I wanted to submit to you as your slave, and you were testing me. She told me that she’s been in in the D/s scene for a long time, and that she is her boyfriend’s submissive but enjoys dominating other women. I told her I wasn’t sure if you’d approve of her being that way to me, but I’d ask.” Donna looked up at me with expectant eyes, hoping I’d agree.

	 “We’ll see,” I said. “Continue.“

	 “Yes, Master. Felicia asked if there was anything else I was supposed to do, so I told her about the piercings, and about…the sex.“

	 “You mean about me telling you to come home with a load of cum in your cunt?“

	 “Yes, Master, about me having to have a load of cum in my cunt, Master.“

	 “What did she say?“

	 “She said she could take care of everything for me, right there. First, she made me strip and lay back on the chair they use for bikini waxing. It’s almost like a dentist’s chair, Master, so she was able to adjust it so I was laying almost flat on my back. Before she did that, though, she strapped my ankles to the sides of the chair so that I couldn’t close my legs, and then she did the same thing with my wrists, fastening them to the headrest. First she waxed me…it hurt like hell, and it still hurts a bit…and then while I waited, she called her boyfriend up. She left me there, strapped to the chair, for like ninety minutes until her boyfriend arrived. All the beauticians came in to look at me while I was tied like that, too.“

	 “How did that make you feel, everyone in your beauty shop knowing you’re just a bondage-loving cock slut?“

	 “Horny, Master,” she answered. “Without any hair down there, I could feel how wet I was it would seep out of me and drip down my ass. Some of the beauticians commented about how wet I was, too, and played with my tits just to get me wetter. Two even told me that they hoped my Master wouldn’t let me get off for another week, just because I was such a needy, horny slut.“

	 “Hmmm, that might be an idea,” I teased. “But continue. What about the boyfriend?“

	 “Master, Felicia’s boyfriend owns a tattoo and piercing parlor, so he brought his tools with him. When he came in, I got scared and started struggling, so Felicia tried to calm me down. She hugged and caressed me, then showed me her own piercings. Master, she has bars through her nipples, and rings on her labia and clitoris!“

	 “Interesting. I wonder what you’d look like in those? Maybe later. Continue with your story.“

	 “Yes, Master. Because I was so scared, Felicia calmed me down with hugs and stuff. Then she started kissing me, and worked her way down to my…to my nipples, Master. When she started sucking on them, I almost came right then. But she wasn’t doing it for my pleasure, Master. It was to make them erect so her boyfriend could pierce them. He grabbed them with these forcep things…it hurt so bad…but when he put the rings in, he said he was going to do is slowly so I could experience the maximum pain. That’s when I passed out, Master.“

	 “And when you woke up, your nipples were pierced?” I asked.

	 “No, Master,” she answered. “Carlos – that’s Felicia’s boyfriend – stopped and had Felicia spray cold water on my face until I woke up, and then he continued to shove the needle through my tit, Master. He told me I’d better not pass out again, and that’s when Felicia wadded my panties up in my mouth and told me to bite down.“

	 “Your panties?“

	 “Yes, Master. She rolled them up, so they were like a hard tube, and put them between my teeth.“

	 “Continue,” I ordered.

	 “Yes, Master. After the piercing was done, Felicia suggested that I could ‘kill two birds with one stone.’ Carlos needed to be paid, and I needed to get fucked, so she said if I begged enough, he might accept my…slutty whore cunt is what she said…as payment.“

	 “And I suppose that’s what you did, right?” Of course it was, considering the congealed proof that had dripped out of her, and was now dried on her bruised thighs.

	 “Yes, Master, and Felicia taped it on video. She said she would be happy to give you a copy, but told me to ask if she could have an evening with me as payment,” Donna replied, blushing.

	 “You’ve never been with a woman, have you?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

	 “No, Master. Felicia said she’d make sure she was freshly fucked, so that I could beg to eat Carlos’s cum out of her ass, Master.“

	 “One question before I throat-fuck you, slut,” I said. “If Carlos fucked your scummy cunt – what, five hours ago – why was it still dripping out of you? It should have been nothing but dried cum on your thighs.“

	 “Master, after Carlos came inside me, Felicia plugged my…my cunt…with a large butt plug and then used duct tape to hold it in place. I spent the rest of the day like that, and took it out just before you got to the door.“

	 “I’m beginning to like your friend Felicia. Perhaps I’ll give you to her and Carlos for a weekend sometime. But enough about you getting your jollies, get your skanky ass over here and suck me off, bitch!” I commanded harshly.

	 Donna shuffled over on her knees, positioning herself under my desk and carefully untied my robe so she could get at my cock. While she made herself useful, I clicked on a particularly graphic, noisy video of a slave bitch being fucked up the ass for the first time. While Donna slurped away, I turned the volume up so she could hear it, and began making comments about how the bitch on the screen was prettier, had nicer tits, and was probably a better cock-sucker than the pathetic bitch kneeling between my feet. I looked down a couple of times to find Donna’s hands working feverishly at her own fuckhole, covered in cunt slime. Another time and I’d punish her for masturbating without permission, but this time I wanted her to cum down her throat. She’d never really sucked cock before, and so when she finally exploded in orgasm, I grabbed her head and forced my dick down her throat, choking her nearly to unconsciousness before I finally spewed the fluid that was churning in my nuts down her gullet. She struggled mightily against me, which just excited me further, and when I pulled out and started wiping my wet cock on her face, she began to wretch and cough.

	 “You’ll be taking bigger cocks than mine down your throat before long, bitch,” I told her. “Just be thankful I was gentle this time.” I could almost hear her thoughts; if this was gentle, what would rough be like?

	  Slave Wife Chapter 3: Becoming Property  The rest of the week was, to say the least, enlightening for Donna and gave her a considerable amount of insight as to what she had to look forward to if we both went through with this. Unless I had somewhere for her to go, she spent her time naked and chained to the toilet by a leather collar I’d padlocked around her neck. When I was home, she spent her time either working – cooking, cleaning and the like -, or sucking my cock, getting fucked, or diddling herself while I watched. Mostly diddling herself, since I’d decided that whenever her hands weren’t occupied elsewhere, they’d be busy playing with the swollen, wet slit between her legs. That week, I made sure her sexual horizons were expanded considerably, though not as much as they would be later on.

	 The first night, I invited her cousin – who she detested with a passion – over for dinner. Donna hated him because he’d tried to get in her pants when they were in high school – he was older by two years – and when he was rebuffed, lied to all his friends how he’d fucked her. High schools being what they are, word got around almost immediately, and even though there was no truth to Will’s claims, many of her fellow students began treating Donna like a slut, either making crude, hateful comments or avoiding her altogether. Will would be the perfect person to help me start Donna on her long road to slavery.

	 I said I invited Will over, which is the truth, but I let Donna make the actual phone call. Okay, I didn’t really let her…more like made her…but only after the first of what would be many beatings on her bare ass with a chunk of 1”x4” pine I made her go fetch from the shed.  “Hello, Will?” she said on the phone while I listened in on her side of the conversation.  “Um…I was wondering if you’d mind coming over for dinner tonight? I have something to tell you…actually, to show you, and it’s important. Well, really, Mike has something to show you, actually. No, it’s no joke. Mike asked me to call and invite you. Just the three of us, and I’d really appreciate it. Yes, I know we’ve never really treated each other nicely, but it’s no trick, I promise. I mean, we’re family, and I think it’s time to forgive and forget, and start being a family again. Yes, about seven would be great. No, you don’t need to bring anything. Okay, see you then,” she finished, hanging up the phone.  “You did a good job, slut,” I said, patting my little slave on the head. She was almost in tears, knowing I was going to force her to humiliate herself before the one person she hated the most. I then put her to work cleaning the house and preparing dinner, finally stopping her about a half hour before Will’s expected arrival in order to get herself ready.

	 “Red fishnets, garter belt and your fuckme heels,” I ordered, pointing to the “clothing” I’d laid purchased that afternoon for her. “Just a hint of makeup. I think your dear cousin would like the idea of seeing an innocent face wearing slut clothing.“

	 “Please, Master…” she began to beg.

	 “Do it,” I said coldly, “Unless you want another beating first? One way or the other, you’re going to show your cousin that you really are the slut he wanted you to be. The only question is how red your ass will be when he gets here.” She looked up at me from her place on the floor – she’d fallen to her knees at my ankles – and nodded resignedly. I left her there and went out to the living room, made myself a drink, and relaxed to await Will’s arrival. Donna stayed in the bathroom until the doorbell rang.

	 “Answer the door, slut!” I ordered from the couch.  I half-expected more protests from Donna, but surprisingly, she walked out of the bathroom erect, mustering whatever pride she had left, and strutted across the floor. She looked like the perfect slut, lights gleaming off the shiny gold rings in her nipples. The “fuckme’s” I’d referred to were a pair of red patent leather shoes with eight inch spiked heels, and she tottered precariously on them, the backs of her calves straining with each step. The fishnet stockings and matching garter belt served to accentuate her bald pussy, which was already visibly wet. She walked straight to the door and opened it widely, greeting her cousin who just stood there dumbfounded, staring at her naked body.

	 “Welcome. Please come in, Sir,” she invited with a gracious sweep of her arm, as though standing in the doorway like a whore peddling her wares was the most common thing in the world.

	 “What the fuck is this?” Will asked incredulously. “Shaved cunt, tit rings? What the fuck is going on?“

	 “Sir, I’m sure my Master will answer all your questions but please come in first? Please, so I can close the door?” The neighbor across the street had just pulled up into the driveway, and Donna was looking over Will’s shoulder, hoping nobody would glance her way.

	 “Yeah, sure,” he replied, shaking his head incredulously as he walked in.

	 “Please, sir, may I remove your shoes? I’m sure you’ll be more comfortable,” she said, kneeling down. Will had come straight from a business meeting, and was still dressed in a suit and wingtips. Donna carefully untied the shoes and slipped them off one at a time, then knelt down and gently kissed her cousin’s feet.

	 “Hi, Will. Glad you could make it,” I said, walking into the foyer with a scotch in my hand. “Can I have my slut make you something?” Donna blanched at my words, but knelt back and looked up at her cousin.

	 “Uh…yeah, I guess. Whatever you’re having,” he said, almost stuttering.

	 “Scotch, soda, rocks, now, slut,” I ordered, watching Donna scamper into the living room.

	 “What the fuck is going on, Mike?” he asked again.

	 “Why don’t we just relax on the sofa, and let Donna explain it all to you?” I motioned towards the living room.

	 “Slut, explain to Will what’s going on,” I instructed her once she’d returned with the drink. “Speak properly,” I added, meaning that she would be permitted to talk only in the third person once again.

	 “Sir,” she began, kneeling her nearly naked form in front of her cousin, “This slut has asked to become its husband’s property, to become his slave, Sir. Its Master has agreed to a period of training, and has invited…Master, this slave doesn’t know how to address its cousin, Master…“

	 “You may refer to him as Sir, and to me as Master, just so we both know who you’re addressing.“

	 “Yes, Master, thank you, Master. Sir, this slut’s Master has agreed to test it to see if it would be a suitable slave, Sir, and has invited Sir to assist in its training, Sir.“

	 “Are you shitting me?” Will asked skeptically. “I mean, she hates me.“

	 “Yes, she told me all about that, and the reason why you two never got along,” I explained. “She said you cornered her at a family party and gave her a French kiss, tried to feel her up. She slapped your face and told your parents about it, didn’t she?“

	 “Yeah, she did. She was always a little cock-tease, even back then.“

	 “Well, she wants to make amends tonight. Actually, I don’t think she really does, but I want her to as part of her training. She’s going to beg your forgiveness, accept your punishment, and give you what she wouldn’t back then. Isn’t that right, slut?“

	 “Master, yes, Master. Sir, this slut begs forgiveness and is willing to do whatever Sir believes necessary to make amends, Sir,” she whimpered.

	 “Exactly what does that mean?” Will asked, still somewhat unbelieving.

	 “Sir, Sir may do whatever he wishes with the slut, Sir. If he wishes to punish it with a beating, or use its body or any purpose, or humiliate it however he wishes, the slave will accept and obey.“

	 “This is an interesting turn of events,” Will commented. “Well, I think you can start by giving me that kiss I wanted.“

	 “Sir, yes, Sir,” she said, getting up from her knees and approaching him.

	 “Wait!” I ordered. Donna halted halfway up, and Will looked at me questioningly.

	 “I suggest you have the slut remove your pants first, Will, unless you want them to end up stained. The little slut tends to leave slime trails, if you know what I mean.“

	 “Gotcha,” he replied, grinning. “Well? Get to it, slut!” he ordered, finally getting into the game.

	 Using only her mouth – Will ordered her hold her hands behind her neck – Donna scooted forward and carefully bent over Will’s lap to unfasten his trousers. Then, taking the waistband in her teeth, she gently pulled them down over his hips while Will raised his ass up off the couch slightly. Finally, she got them down far enough so that he could raise his feet while she took each cuff and pulled them completely off.

	 “Stand and go hang them up, slut,” I ordered, waiting while she scampered to the closet and carefully smoothed the pants over a coat hanger and then returned to Will’s feet.

	 “Well, where’s my kiss, whore?” he asked, patting his thigh to indicate she should straddle his leg for the kiss. Their make-out session lasted about ten minutes, during which Will’s shirt became unbuttoned so Donna could lavish kisses on his bare chest while he played with her newly-pierced nipples. It would have lasted longer, but the timer went off in the kitchen, indicating that dinner was ready. Donna had worked most of the day on it, and I didn’t feel providing anything but the best for our guest would be appropriate, so I broke the loving couple apart.

	 Dinner was fantastic; roast beef with a thick gravy, homemade mashed potatoes, and fresh vegetables, followed by fresh, homemade cherry pie for desert. Well, for the first desert anyway. Or maybe that was just was the second desert, since Donna spent the entire time kneeling under the table with Will’s dick in her mouth. I have to admit that boy had fantastic staying power, because we sat there for nearly an hour with Donna sucking frantically on his cock, but he wouldn’t cum. I knew she was trying to bring him to orgasm, because she hadn’t eaten all day and knew I wouldn’t let her until she ate his cum. I told Will this, and he just laughed.

	 “Well, I guess she’ll go hungry then, because I have no intention of cumming in her mouth. At least not until I’ve shoved my cock up her ass, anyway.“

	 “No, that’s okay. She’ll just have to wait until after we’re through with her for her dinner, then,” I replied, grinning. “Okay, cunt, unhook your slutty mouth from that cock and get this shit cleaned up!” I ordered.

	 Will and I had a great time that night, though I can’t say the same for Donna. She didn’t seem to be enjoying herself at all, particularly when her cousin tried to teach her the old ass-to-mouth trick. I’m not all that certain that she wanted to be ass-fucked at all, but she really didn’t have much of a choice, either. We made her splay herself out on a dirty towel on the living room floor (I didn’t want my carpet stained) and diddle herself until she needed to cum so bad that she was begging to be fucked up the ass. Will finally acceded to her request, however, to ensure she was lubed up enough, had her slather saliva on his dick while covered her own fingers with cunt juice and then crammed them up her ass. Will took her slow at first, making her moan in pain as the head of his rather largish dick slowly forced its way past her anal ring, and then, when he impaled her fully with a single forceful shove, she screamed like she’d never done before. I nearly came on the spot as she flopped around on Will’s cock like a rag doll, bellowing out moans of pain and pleasure simultaneously as she finally achieved the orgasm that had been denied her through so many hours of abuse.

	 After Will finally shot his own load, Donna balked at sucking him clean. I couldn’t really blame her, since the dick being waved in front of her face was covered in cum and streaked with shit. Just because I didn’t blame her for not wanting to do it didn’t mean I wasn’t going to make her anyway, and after a very short session with a metal yardstick, she was begging to be permitted to take Will’s cock in her mouth. She still showed some recalcitrance, though, and clamped her mouth shut once his cock – now with the shit starting to dry on it – touched her lips. The problem was quickly solved, though, once I took my place behind the slut and rammed my own cock up her ass. Her mouth opened in a scream, and Will quickly took advantage of it, pulling on her hair and warning that if he felt her teeth so much as scrape him, she’d wish she was never born.  I found the act of ass-fucking my slut of a wife - something I hadn’t done since a trip to a Thai whorehouse many years earlier, and never with my wife – an extremely enjoyable experience. Her cunt had become loose over the years, and she’d never been all that responsive in bed. However, with Will throat-fucking her from the front, her gags and gasps as she struggled for air caused her back door to spasm and squeeze my cock like a baby suckling at her mama’s tit. And, although I’d never done sloppy seconds with anyone before, having her asshole pre-lubricated with Will’s load made it nice and slippery, yet still among the tightest holes I’d ever fucked.  All three of us came nearly simultaneously, Donna with a strange gurgling sound and a huge full-body spasm, Will’s cock imbedded deeply in her throat so that her face actually turned purple. Strangely enough, she wasn’t nearly as reluctant to clean my cock off as she was Will’s. Perhaps that’s because I gave her the option of gently licking and sucking it, or being brutally throat-fucked again.

	 Once the second part of desert was done, we allowed Donna to scrape the uneaten portions of our dinner plates onto the kitchen floor and watched in amusement as she slurped and sucked the remains of our meals up as her dinner, her ass stuck up in the air as cum dripped out of her and onto the floor (we made her lick that up, too, as her own desert). There really wasn’t much there for her; some congealed gravy and a few bits of gristle and fatty meat, but she devoured it like she was starving. In reality, she wasn’t, but I’m sure she felt like it. As my wife, Donna had eaten heartily, at least three meals a day and several snacks (but still managed to retain most of her figure for some reason); the way I estimated it, she’d been permitted maybe 500 calories each day since becoming my slave. That didn’t include the caloric content of the semen she’d been swallowing, of course. I’d only learned recently learned that cum had just five calories per load. I’d wondered about that, because I thought it would be fun to see what would happen if she were fed nothing but cum.  A 2,000 calorie diet would mean sucking off 400 men a day, though, which equated to one blow job every 3.6 minutes, around the clock. An interesting thought, and something I’d like to try, but not at all practical for anything but a day or so..

	 We each fucked Donna’s cunt twice that evening, me going first this time. It wasn’t nearly as enjoyable as her asshole, but much nicer than when she’d been my wife. Now, as my slave, she was much more responsive probably owing in part to the fact that I told her she’d get another beating if she came without permission – which neither of us were about to give her. Then, after we both came inside her for the second time – or fourth, if you include each of us cumming in her ass and mouth once – I allowed her to slither on the floor, rubbing her wet cunt on the filthy towel until she finally came. By that time, we were all exhausted and neither of us could get it up again, so Will got dressed and left, saying he enjoyed the visit and hoped he’d be able to stop by often. I assured him that he was welcome to come by and use the slut whenever she was available. As for Donna, I just wrapped a length of chain around the base of the toilet and locked it to her collar, leaving her to sleep on the cold bathroom floor for the night.

	 I guess I must have felt sorry for my wife the next day, because I hardly abused her at all. I even let her eat a full breakfast – a large bowl of cold oatmeal – which I set on the floor between my feet while I sat on the toilet taking my morning crap. I don’t really think she enjoyed it all the much (she hated oatmeal anyway), but she managed to gobble it all down before I was done. I’d warned her that she might not get anything else to eat that day, except maybe what she could suck out of me. I think that helped, you know?  I would have enjoyed staying home, but I did have a lot of work to finish up before the end of the week, so I decided Donna could spend the day cleaning the garage. There was so much clutter in the garage that there wasn’t room to park a car. The floor was covered with boxes and tools that I’d used and neglected to put away, and it hadn’t been swept out in over a year. So that would be Donna’s chore for the day: to stack everything neatly, clean my tools and put them away, sweep and mop the floor, and make sure I had a safe place to park my car by the time I got home. To that end, I chained her by the ankle to my work bench, making sure the chain was long enough so she could cover the entire garage, and gave her the necessary tools for cleaning. I also spread the day’s newspaper out in one corner, telling her this was her toilet if she needed it. She was, of course, naked. The ambient temperature in the garage couldn’t have been above 50 degrees, and I left her no food or water. When I returned home that evening, I found a clean garage and a cold, hungry, thirsty slave who was completely compliant.

	 The rest of our evening was fairly uneventful, as far as things had been going lately. Donna scampered around the house on all fours, taking care of chores like cleaning the toilet, scrubbing the kitchen floor on her hands and knees (using a pair of her old panties as a rag), and hand-laundering my soiled undershorts. Whenever I felt like a blow job – just three times that evening – she’d find herself kneeling between my feet with her mouth filled with cock. I ordered Chinese that night, making Donna answer the door naked and on her knees, but this time at least gave her enough money to pay for it. The young man who delivered my dinner was wide-eyed, to say the least, but kept his composure and simply handed her the boxes, took his money and left. I thoroughly enjoyed my dinner, eating leisurely while Donna licked my toes and the occasional bit of rice that I dropped on the floor.

	 It wasn’t until later that night, while I was browsing porn sites on the web, that I realized what a money-maker my new slave slut could become for me.  At worst, there were a few pay-sites who would give me free access in return for photos or videos of my slave; at best, I could set up a site of my own and just let the money roll in. Unfortunately, I had no idea how to build a web site. I still thought the idea had merit – I could either learn how to do it myself, or find someone who could – so I went ahead and registered a domain name, slavebitchdonna.com. I told Donna about my plans the following morning, as I gave her the day’s instructions.

	 “I’m not going to leave you chained up today, cunt,” I told her. “Consider this a test. If you fail, it’s over. Failure constitutes not doing everything I’ve given you to do, or doing anything that I didn’t specifically say you could do. For instance, if I don’t say you can use the toilet during the day, that means you can’t. Understand?“

	 “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled around my cock, the tip of which she was licking lightly.

	 “I’m going to give you one of our credit cards to use today, a shopping list, and enough cash so you can take the bus to the mall and back. You’ll bring receipts for everything, including the bus, and you’re not to purchase anything I haven’t listed. Here are your instructions and shopping list,” I said, handing her a folded sheet of paper. “Now lets go pick out something for you to wear.“

	 Donna crawled quickly across the floor to the tiny guest room which I’d now designated as hers – and which she’d not been in since the few belongings I’d allowed her to keep were moved into it. For today’s adventure, I picked out a pair of pink spandex shorts, a cropped white tee shirt, and a pair of flat sandals. Dressed, she looked absolutely obscene. The top hung straight down from her breasts, barely covering them, while the shorts were so tight that the outline of her cunt was clearly visible.  I’d already checked bus fares, and handed her a clear sandwich bag containing her identification, a single credit card, and the three dollars she’d need for her round trip transportation. She’d worked in that mall until about a year ago, so I was certain someone would recognize her. If anyone asked her about her appearance or what she was doing, she was simply to tell them that she’s embarked on a new lifestyle and was doing some shopping for her Master. Once I was sure she understood exactly what was expected of her, I left for work.

	 It was a tedious day, like most of them, making phone calls and taking care of the little wildfires that occur in any business on a daily basis. Twice I had to intervene in squabbles among staff, and all I could think about was how nice it would be if I could just order people around like I did my wife. There wouldn’t be any problems, and arguments would be settled with the person who started it getting a sound, bare-bottomed spanking. That’s not how life works in the business world, though, at least not in most businesses, so I spent my day mediating.

	 When I got home, Donna was waiting for me, kneeling naked just inside the door, and greeted me with a gentle kiss on each shoe while I set down my briefcase.

	 “Did you get everything on the list?” I asked.

	 “Yes, Master,” she answered. “It’s all in your study, Sir.“

	 “Good. Did you do everything I asked? Did you obey me exactly?” She hesitated a moment before answering.

	 “Yes, Master,” she said, averting her eyes.

	 “Are you sure, or do I need to check the receipts?” I saw her face blanche. She’d obviously done something.

	 “Master, I’m sorry,” she started to bawl, “But I was so hungry! I knew you’d look at the receipts, so I used your credit card at McDonald’s and threw away the receipt!“

	 “I see,” I said, to the quivering woman who was now hugging my ankles. “What exactly did you eat?“

	 “Just a Big Mac and a soda, Master. Please don’t punish me, I was so hungry!“

	 “Oh, you’ll be punished. It’s just a matter of how I decide to do it. For tonight, you go hungry, though, and you’ll sleep chained to the toilet for the rest of the week. Go crawl into the bathroom and wait for me.“

	 “Yes, Master,” she sobbed, slowly crawling away.

	 I’d actually expected something like this, so already had a plan of sorts. First, though, I’d let Donna stew for a while I got out all the items she’d purchased and set them up. There was a compact digital video camera – the kind that uses mini-DVDs, so there’d be no problems uploading videos to her new web site; a state-of-the-art digital still camera; a web cam and a video surveillance kit that would be installed in her room, giving viewers a complete view, 24/7; and commercial-quality video imaging software suite that I could use to edit the movies she’d be making. When I’d inventoried everything and compared them to the receipts, I called Donna into the living room again.

	 “Get your driver’s license and keys,” I commanded brusquely.

	 “Are we going somewhere? Shouldn’t I get dressed?” she asked.

	 “Yes, we’re going somewhere. No, you won’t be getting dressed. This is part of your punishment.“

	 Her car was in the garage – a Mustang convertible I’d given her as a birthday gift two years ago. She’d be driving, so I got in the passenger seat and buckled up.  “Where should I go, Master?” she asked.

	 “Well, since you like McDonald’s so much, how about the drive-through? Unless you’d rather go order from the lobby?” I added when she appeared to hesitate.

	 “No. Master, the drive through will be fine,” she mumbled.

	 There were several McDonald’s in the area, all about an equal distance from the house. As I expected, she selected the one in the least populated area. It didn’t really matter to me, because the drive wasn’t really part of her punishment.

	 “Order forty Big Macs,” I told her as I climbed out of the car.

	 “Forty, Master?“

	 “Forty,” I reiterated, reaching over to the dashboard and pressing the button to lower the top. “And don’t you dare put the top back up,” I warned. “Pick me up on the street when you’re done.” She just looked up at me horrified at what I was making her do.

	 From my vantage point on the sidewalk, I could see the pick-up window clearly. Work must have completely stopped, because it appeared every employee was gathered around it, gawking at the totally naked woman in the convertible while she waited for her order. I know Donna wanted to just curl up and die, but she kept her composure, and from what I could see, made it seem like being naked in public was as natural an act as breathing. She was obviously upset, though, because she stalled her car twice while trying to pull away from the window.

	 “I can’t believe you made me do that!” she exclaimed angrily as I got back in the car. It was her first outburst of this nature since she’d asked to become my slave. I was willing to let her get it out of her system first, though, since it was her first actual public display of nudity. Not that she wouldn’t be punished for it later, though.

	 “I’m willing to bet it got you excited, though,” I replied, pressing the button to raise the top back up.

	 “Like hell,” she retorted.

	 “I think you’re lying,” I said. “I think displaying your body to those teenagers got you all hot and bothered, and your cunt is soaked from it.“

	 “Bullshit. I hated it.“

	 “Fine. Spread your legs and I’ll check. If you’re not wet, then you can sleep in the bed tonight. If you are, though, you get another punishment for being a lying bitch.” I had her, and she knew it. My fingers came up gleaming with cunt juice.

	“I guess this means another punishment,” I commented almost absentmindedly.

	 I let her drive to the edge of our housing development – about six blocks from home – and told her to stop the car.

	 “Get out,” I ordered. “I’ve decided that as punishment for lying to me, you can walk the rest of the way home. After that, we’ll deal with your little outburst and lack of respect for me.” It was well after dark, but the streets were fairly well lit, so it would be interesting for her. I turned off the headlights and slowly followed her, watching her crouching along in the shadows, jumping behind bushes and trees every time a car approached. It took her nearly an hour to make that half mile or so, but she did, and nobody apparently discovered her.

	 Once we were safely inside the house, I took half the hamburgers – there were eight bags of them – and laid them out in a row on the kitchen floor. I left them there for a few minutes while I went into the bathroom, turned off the water supply to the toilet and flushed it twice to empty the tank. Then I sat down and took a shit in the nearly empty bowl before returning to the kitchen.

	 “Eat,” I commanded. “Since you like Big Macs so much, you get twenty for dinner tonight, and the rest you can eat for breakfast over the next few days.” I was using the same sort of psychology as a parent would when their kid got caught smoking. After I was through with her, I doubted she’d ever want to see a McDonald’s sandwich again.

	 She did the best she could, starting to look ill after the fifth, and finally running to the bathroom to puke about halfway through the seventh. I didn’t let her off the hook though, and made her come right back and continue eating. This was punishment, and she was going to take the full measure of it. It took her nearly three hours and two more bouts of vomiting, but she finally finished. She looked pleased, until I reminded her that there were still 20 burgers left, and until they were all gone, they were the only thing she’d be eating other than semen. That comment caused one last bout of retching, and she ran into the bathroom once more, holding her hands over her mouth.

	 I didn’t use her at all that night, nor did I allow her to masturbate. She spent the night chained to the toilet, but not simply by her collar as she’d been before. Oh, no. This was meant as punishment. First I had her sit on her ass facing the toilet and wrap her legs around the base while I bound her ankles together with leather restraints attached to each other with a strong steel cable. Then I made her hug the toilet so I could handcuff her wrists together between the tank and base. In this position, she was bent forward with her face directly over the open bowl, and would remain there, breathing the mixed odors of my shit and her own vomit until I decided it was time to release her. That wouldn’t be until after I woke up the next morning – at the earliest.

	  Slave Wife Chapter 4  When I woke up the next morning, I immediately went into the bathroom to both check on my slut and take care of my morning needs, which basically consisted of taking a shit and getting my dick sucked again. The stench in the bathroom made my stomach turn, so I quickly flushed the toilet and opened the window to let the room air out. Neither of these actions helped Donna at all; after nearly ten hours of having her face inches from vomit and shit that was fermenting in the toilet, she was oblivious to the smell. Flushing the toilet caused the contents of the bowl to splash on her face, and opening the window allowed the brisk morning air to make her just that much more uncomfortable. So sad, too bad, bitch. She’d soon wish she was just uncomfortable.

	 I released Donna’s wrists and pushed her back a bit so I could sit down, but left her collar chained to the toilet. Sitting with my knees spread, I shoved my cock in her mouth and held it there, mashing her face against my groin while I took my morning dump. Of course, I also had to deal with my morning piss – or rather, Donna had to – so I just held her in place and pissed down her throat. She struggled, but after an uncomfortable, sleepless night and very little food over the past two days, there wasn’t much fight left in her. When I finally released her head, she made sputtering sounds, a mixture of snot and piss dripping out of her nose.  I thought about having her lick my asshole clean, but decided I’d wait for another time to introduce her to the taste of shit. Instead, I simply ordered her to latch her lips around my cock while I face-fucked her until I came, pulling out as I did and splorking over her face.

	 Donna was pretty rank herself, so I let her take a three minute, cold water shower, mostly to rinse the crap off her body than to really get clean. Even when she was done showering, she still had dried cum on her thighs and face. She still didn’t smell very good, though, so I grabbed a spritzer of her favorite perfume and liberally doused her body with it.

	 After that, I decided to let up on her a bit. It was obvious that her spirit was fairly well broken; not as much as I eventually intended it to be, but enough for now. Besides, it was breakfast time and she still had the rest of her Big Macs to eat. However, I was willing to give her an option.

	 “Would you like the rest of your hamburgers for breakfast, or just one?” I asked sweetly. She knew by my voice that I had an ulterior motive, but she also knew she’d never be able to eat the remaining 20 Big Macs.

	 “Just one, please, Master,” she said quietly, barely successful in holding down the bile that was filling her throat now.

	 She watched in silence as I took one of the neatly-stacked sandwiches from the refrigerator and dropped it – wrapper and all – into the blender. Then, while she watched with her stomach doing flip-flops, I added a few more ingredients: potato peelings that I’d saved just for her; a soft, nearly rotten carrot; the contents of the living room ashtray; and finally, a long drool of saliva that I let drip slowly into the container. After thirty seconds at high speed, I poured Donna’s breakfast – now a gelatinous, putrid-looking mush – directly onto the floor.

	 “Eat up, sweetie pie!” I gaily announced. “If it’s not all gone in five minutes, you’ll be having the rest of your Big Macs for breakfast – out of the toilet,” I added.

	 I couldn’t help but burst out laughing as Donna crawled to the mess on the floor and began slowly lapping it up. The look of distaste on her face was just precious; if she only knew that this would be nothing compared to what was to come. I even told her that when she slowed down once, that if she thought this was bad, maybe she needed to reconsider wanting to be my slave. She eventually did finish, though, just barely under the time limit I’d set. As I said, I was feeling rather kind, so I even let her lap up some water out of her doggie bowl before I presented her with her tasks for the day. She wouldn’t even need to leave the house, for today she was going to prepare her new living quarters.

	 As a slave, I explained, she had no right to privacy at all. Everything she did was subject to inspection and viewing, from taking a shit to sleeping. Therefore, I told her, her first task would be to remove the doors and window coverings from what had been a tiny, third bedroom and attached bath, and would now be slave quarters. Since a slave also has no right to comfort, let alone personal property, everything would be removed from the former bedroom: furniture, lamps, even the carpeting. If she some day earned it, I explained, I might allow her to have a blanket, a small pile of straw to sleep on, or if she eventually became an extremely obedient slave slut, a thin, second-hand mattress currently stored out in the shed. Until then, she’d be sleeping on the concrete slab that formed the bottom floor of our – now solely my – home. That is, unless I decided to leave her chained at the foot of my bed in case I wanted to use her scummy body during the night.

	 Donna’s personal bathroom would also offer her little in the way of human comfort. I’d already turned off the hot water, and among Donna’s tasks were the removal of the sink, shower curtain, and toilet. She had nothing but the open hole in the floor to shit or piss in, and not even that unless she earned it. Until then, she’d be chained to a heavy bolt in the corner of her room, with a bucket to do her business in. A steel prison-type mirror was nailed to the wall, and the shower head had been replaced with a length of used, grimy garden hose. I had other plans to modify Donna’s new home, but those would wait until we returned from the “vacation” I had scheduled to begin at the end of the week.  Anyway, I gave Donna her instructions for the day and headed out for a very boring, uneventful day at work. Upon my return home, I slapped her around a bit – just because I could, not because I was angry or anything – and then unceremoniously flipped her over the back of the couch and gave her a quick fuck, leaving her in a heap on the floor, cum dripping out of her hole, while I checked her work.

	 “Get prettied up, we’re going out. Don’t bother cleaning that loose hole of yours, because it’s going to see more use tonight. Just put on some makeup, and make it quick,” I ordered after completing my inspection tour of her newly redecorated hovel. “Make your face up like a whore. Bright red lipstick, lots of makeup. Come upstairs when you’re ready to get dressed,” I commanded before retiring to my recliner to watch the news with a nice glass of Chianti.

	 Donna didn’t really have much experience with makeup; she often went without, and even when she did wear it, the amount was miniscule. Those days were over. I had to send her back twice; once for more eye shadow, and the other time for a brighter, redder lip gloss. Finally, though, her appearance was almost acceptable.

	 “Put those on,” I told her, pointing to a tiny black dress, fishnet stockings, and a pair of 6” stiletto shoes. The dress was so short that it barely covered her ass cheeks, with a v-shaped neckline that plunged nearly to her waist and left most of her breasts – as well as a goodly portion of her belly – exposed to view. With the heels on, she could barely keep everything covered.

	 We took the convertible again, this time with me driving. Our ultimate destination – hers, really, since I wasn’t going in - was a club in an adjacent city, but we had to make one quick stop first.

	 “See the kid wiping down the tables?” I said, pointing through the McDonald’s window – the same McDonald’s she’d visited naked the night before – at a geeky-looking, pimple-faced, somewhat chubby teenaged boy. “Go suck him off. Don’t swallow, either. I his cum coating your mouth when you return. Oh, and get his phone number while you’re at it. I might want to invite him over for a return performance“

	 This time she didn’t even glare at me, just nodded submissively and carefully stepped out of the car, teetering awkwardly on the unfamiliar heels. I watched as she walked up to her target and talked to him for a moment. I could see his eyes light up, then he motioned for her to follow him towards the restrooms.

	 She was back five minutes later, her hair mussed and lipstick smeared, but otherwise no worse for the wear. She had to look around for a minute before finding me; I’d made myself comfortable in a quiet corner booth. After making her show me the copious amount of cum the boy had deposited in her mouth, I had her hold her head back and gargle a bit before finally allowing her to swallow.  “Phone number?” She reached into the top of one of her stockings and pulled out a soiled scrap of paper. “Bobby Hendrix, 555-5486,” I said. “Did Bobby have a nice cock?” I asked.

	 “Um…I guess so, Sir,” Donna answered.  I glared at her for a minute before she continued. “Um…I mean, all cocks are nice, Sir.  Bobby’s cock was nice, Sir. „

	 “How was it nice?” I asked.

	 “Um, I’m not sure what you mean, Master. Nice in what way?“

	 “Exactly. Describe it and tell me what you liked most about it, you stupid slut!” I spat.

	 “Um…it was soft, Master. I mean the skin, because by the time we got into the restroom it was as hard as any cock I’ve seen. It was kinda long, but skinny, so even though he went into my throat, it wasn’t too uncomfortable for me. He had big balls, but not a lot of hair. I think what I liked most about it, Master, was that it was just…well, I know ‘cute’ isn’t a word most men would like to be used when talking about their cocks, but that’s what it was. Cute.“

	 “I’m glad you liked it, but it really doesn’t matter to me whether you do or not. You’ll have to call him up for a date later in the week, maybe see if he has eight or ten friends to join in. Oh, and who gave you permission to use his first name? He’s ‘Mister Hendrix,’ or ‘Sir’ to you, slut.“

	 “Yes, Master,” she replied, chastised and resigned to the fact that she’d be fucking not only the pimple-faced kid, but also all of his friends.

	 As I pulled out of the parking lot, I told her to pull her dress up and finger-fuck herself until I said to stop. We had a long way to go, I said, and I expected the smell of wet cunt to permeate my car by the time we got there. However, I warned her, if she came without my permission – and I wasn’t going to give it – I’d leave her on the side of the road naked, with her hands tied behind her back, and let her find her own way home.

	 It wasn’t a simple task for her, because the drive to our destination was nearly two hours, but I was sure she’d cheated. Not by cumming without permission, but by pretending to finger herself when she was sure she couldn’t handle it any longer. It didn’t really matter, though, because my objective was to ensure she smelled of wet, needy cunt. As we drove, I had her occasionally changed hands, wiping her juices on her face, neck and hair. Two hours of this and she reeked of sex.

	 Our destination was a BDSM club I’d discovered from perusing the internet. I’d never been there before, but thanks to the contact I’d made with the management, was readily accepted along with my slut. I led her in, leash in my hand.

	 “Welcome!” the manager warmly greeted me, doing nothing to acknowledge Donna’s presence except giving her a quick look. “Since you’re here as a guest, the rules for your slave won’t apply tonight. If, however, you decide to become a member, they will.“

	 “What rules might that be?” I asked.

	 “Quite a few, actually,” he responded. “The most important ones are that slaves are not permitted to speak without permission, is required to remain on its knees except when being used, and that until you’ve been a member six months, your slave remains naked and is subject to use by any member or guest.“

	 “I can live with that,” I answered, watching Donna blush as he explained the basics. “I’m still not sure about membership, though, but could we go ahead and follow those rules anyway? Just to see how it –“ I motioned to Donna “- responds?“

	 “Certainly, Sir,” he replied with an exaggerated bow.

	 “You heard him, whore!” I snapped. “Get naked, now!“

	 I’m not sure whether Donna had finally accepted her position, or was just startled and stunned by the evening’s events, but in less than thirty seconds – twenty of which was taken up rolling the stockings down her legs – she knelt on the floor, naked. The manager – who said his name was Rocco – kicked her knees apart, then reached down and helped himself to a couple of handfuls of tit.

	 “Big tits, but kinda saggy,” he commented.

	 “Not big enough, though,” I replied. “I’m thinking fifty-fours, with enough packing material to make ‘em stick out more, you know?“

	 “That’d be pretty nice, particularly if you can work some of the fat off her ass and belly. She’d be walking sex in a corset, with tits that big. Only problem is you have to be careful with the abuse; no pins in the tits, that sort of thing.“

	 We continued talking about Donna’s body as though she were nothing but an inanimate object – which, for the moment, she was. Just a thing, owned property, existing for the sole purpose of serving and amusing others.

	 It seemed that new slaves were usually assigned to restroom duty, which meant either serving as urinals or kneeling next to the commodes and wiping asses. Rocco mentioned that there were a few Mistresses here tonight, so I decided to start by having Donna put to work in the ladies’ room. She crawled reluctantly behind me as Rocco showed us the way through the club, displaying he naked body for everyone to see. While the restrooms were ostensibly uni-sex, none of the several women acted as though having males walk in on them was unusual; in fact, a naked man knelt next to one of the toilets. Given the choice of stalls for Donna to service, I elected to put her in the largest, chaining her collar to the base of a toilet and her wrists behind her back. Each stall had several cameras strategically positioned inside and above it; depending on the desires of the woman using the stall, the cameras could be temporarily shut off. When unoccupied (except for the slave, of course), the view of each stall was shown on several large-screen televisions on the walls. There was a smaller monitor on most of the tables, from which any of the camera views could be selected.

	 As a guest, the other slaves would normally be off-limits to me, but because of my special situation, I was treated as any other slave owner. I had full rights to any new slave, and could use any other slave with permission from its Master or Mistress. I sat at the bar, sipping a snifter of cognac and smoking a nice cigar while a new slave orally ministered to my cock.  A slave’s status was easily determined; new slaves wore bright red collars and were otherwise naked; slaves of higher status wore different collars and various articles of clothing.

	 While I sat there relaxing and having my dick sucked, I flipped the small video monitor to a view of Donna’s stall. She was, at the moment, kneeling with her chin resting on the edge of the seat while a large woman dressed in black leather sat and did her thing. I wasn’t sure whether she was pissing or shitting, but when she was finished, she used Donna’s tongue as her toilet paper, grabbing my wife by the back of the head and forcing her face deep into her hairy crotch. I watched as the women reached down and cruelly shoved several fingers up Donna’s cunt, the fact that she was sopping wet made obvious by the sheen as she held them up to the camera. Lowering her hand to Donna’s face, she grabbed her by the hair and forced her to lick the scum off her fingers.

	 Over the next hour or so, Donna became a bathroom favorite, receiving more “guests” than even the young male chained in the next stall. While she cleaned pissy cunts and reamed out dirty assholes, I chatted amicably with a number of other slave owners. Most were interested in my training methodology, and a couple offered suggestions of their own.  One, who had his own 19-year-old slave at the end of a leash, even offered a one-night swap. It seemed he was tired of his slave’s complete obedience and devotion, and wanted a session with one not fully trained. I told him I’d think about it.

	 After 90 minutes, I had Donna released and cleaned up – there were “house sluts” who took care of chores like this – and brought back into the main room. Rather than bringing her to me, however, she was taken to a raised, padded platform against one wall, where several other women were bound in a variety of positions. In Donna’s case, she was positioned on her back with her ankles spread and pulled over her head, so that her knees were above her face, leaving both her cunt and asshole spread and accessible. Her head hung precariously over the side of the platform.

	 Over the next few hours, several men took advantage of her invitingly available holes, but – at my request – anyone who fucked any of the other bound women got their wet cocks washed off in Donna’s mouth. At first she was reluctant and refused to clean a cock that had been up another woman’s ass, but a cock being slammed up her own ass fixed that problem. Her clenched jaws popped open, and the shit-covered cock slid in quite nicely. After that, she didn’t struggle at all, and submissively accepted everything placed against her lips.

	 Even though I’d already cum three times that day, I was ready for another go. I didn’t feel like fucking Donna, or any of the other bound slaves, though. The idea of sloppy thirtieths didn’t really appeal to me. Instead, I asked the Master with the cute teenager if his offer was still open, and in a flash, I was in temporary possession of fresh teenage pussy, while he led my cum-filled, fucked-out wife out to his van.  We exchanged cell phone numbers, as well as driver’s license information, just in case.  From an assortment of “clothing,” and I use the term very loosely, I selected a pale blue baby doll negligee for my new slave to wear on the trip home. Her bare ass peeked enticingly from the bottom of the outfit; I’d declined the offer of the ensemble’s panties.

	 The drive home took quite a bit longer than the drive out; I had to stop three times, once to splay girl – that was the name her Master had given her – over the hood for a quick fuck, and twice more for blow jobs. When we got home, I was exhausted, and took her straight to bed. After cumming one more time – this one in her cute, tight ass – I’d had enough for one day. With her mouth engulfing my now-soft cock – I warned her I expected her to suck me all night long – I went to sleep. Her Master told me how well-trained she was, so when I awoke in the middle of the night with my bladder bursting, I wasn’t surprised to find her lips still wrapped around my dick. I nudged her slightly, letting a tiny amount of pee dribble into her mouth so she knew what was coming before I let loose. Immediately awake, she tightened her lips around me, making a tight seal. I let loose a long, hard stream of urine, feeling the muscles in her throat flex as she swallowed quickly. When I was done, she gently worked her lips up to the end of my cock, carefully cleaning off the last of the pee. My dick was sore from the use I’d given it already, so as much as I wanted to get sucked off again, I just patted her on the head and went back to sleep thinking about how convenient having a toilet-trained slave would be.

	 In the morning, girl gently extricated herself from my cock, crawling out of bed without waking me. The first think I was aware of was the aroma of freshly-brewed coffee; I looked over the side of the bed to see the naked slave kneeling there, holding a steaming cup.

	 “Thank you,” I said, taking the cup and sitting upright.

	 “Sir, if Sir has no need of girl at the moment, may girl please begin girl’s daily chores, Sir?” she asked quietly.  “Chores?” I asked. “I didn’t bring you here to do chores, girl.“

	 “Sir, girl understands girl was brought here because Master has loaned girl to Sir, but girl always does chores in the morning, Sir. Sir, girl would feel…unfulfilled…if girl did not complete girl’s chores, Sir.“

	 Damn, I thought, how submissive can you get?

	 “Okay, I guess. What chores did you have in mind?“

	 “Sir, girl’s first chore is to clean the bathroom, Sir, followed by the rest of the house, Sir. Sir, girl is required to sweep, mop and vacuum the floors, dust, polish the wood furniture, and ensure the windows are spotless, Sir. Sir, after that, girl makes the bed with clean linen, then is required to wash all the clothes, and prepare and serve the meals, and clean the dishes afterwards, Sir. Sir, girl’s job is to ensure the home in which girl is residing at any moment is immaculately clean, and to make girl’s holes available to anyone who wishes to use them, Sir.“

	 “Well, in that case, girl, I think you should get to work!” I said, playfully slapping her on the ass as she scrambled on all fours to the bedroom door.

	 I spent the morning propped up in bed, watching television, calling girl whenever I wanted a fresh cup of coffee or to play with her sexy teenage body. By the time I finally got up – so that she could strip the sheets and make my bed – it was early afternoon. I’d not cum since the night before, and watching her naked body scampering around the house was having an effect on me.

	 Girl was bent over, putting a pot away under the kitchen counter, her legs spread as always (her Master required that she keep her knees at least a foot apart at all times), her hairless, pink cunt peeking out. Without a word, I just walked up behind her, kicked her feet apart and slipped myself into her warm, wet folds. She simply maintained her position, bent double, responding to my thrusts by pushing back at me. She had excellent control of her vaginal muscles, milking my cock and making me cum with a grunt and a final, hard thrust. Just as quickly, she pulled herself off and squatted in front of me, her tongue catching the long string of cum hanging from the head of my dick. While she lapped and sucked my cock clean, globs of semen plopped from her gaping cunt onto the floor. As soon as she was done cleaning me, she lowered her face to the floor and licked them up. As I watched, I wondered how much training girl’s Owner would be able to give Donna in the short time he had with her.

	 I had girl prepare lunch for both of us, telling her she could have whatever she liked. She told me that the only thing she was allowed for lunch was fresh vegetables, but she could prepare whatever I desired. I told her to surprise me, just help herself to whatever was in the kitchen, as long as she could have it ready in thirty minutes. She acknowledge the order and scampered – that’s the only way I can describe how she consistently moved – back into the kitchen. Less than a half hour later, she crawled out to let me know luncheon was served.  She’d prepared a simple, yet very nice meal of a small salad and Reuben sandwich. An icy bottle of beer sat next to the plate.

	 “Master, girl hopes girl has pleased Master, Master. Master, girl saw the food Master had in his refrigerator and assumed they were foods Master liked, Master. Master, girl apologizes and begs to be punished if girl assumed wrong, Master,” she said, kneeling with her head on the floor between my feet.  “You did fine, girl,” I assured her, patting her softly on the head. “What about your lunch, though?“

	 “Sir, girl’s lunch is here, Sir,” she answered, pointing to a small saucer on the floor. On it was a small leaf of lettuce and a single slice of tomato. “Sir, may girl eat lunch now, Sir?” she asked respectfully.

	 “Yes, but are you sure it’s enough? You’ve worked hard today, and with no breakfast.“

	 “Sir, girl will still be hungry, but girl is just a slave, and a slave’s needs and desires are of no importance, Sir.“

	 I told girl to go ahead and eat, but felt guilty about the amount of food she’d prepared for me. I was sure hunger would cause her stomach to rumble and ache, and she was such a good girl. She was completely submissive and totally obedient. I knew that her Master had told her to obey me as I were him, and that no matter what I told her to do – even cause harm to herself – she’d do it. Girl had displayed for me the sort of total obedience that I now knew I wanted from Donna. I couldn’t let the education she’d given me go unrewarded.

	 “Girl, does your Master ever feed you from his hand?” I asked.

	 “Sir,” she replied, “Master does, on occasion, permit girl to eat his leftovers, but only as a reward, Sir.“

	 “Well, I’m kind of new to this Master thing, girl, and you’ve taught me a lot in the past few hours, so I think that’s deserving of a reward. Do you like Reubens, girl? Please answer me truthfully.” She looked up, confusion apparent on her face.

	 “Sir…um…what girl likes is of no consequence, Sir. Sir, girl is but a slave girl, and a slave girl’s desires do not matter, Sir.“

	 “Maybe not in normal situations, girl, but this isn’t like that. I want to reward you. What is your favorite food, girl?“

	 “Sir, girl’s favorite food is…um…chocolate, Sir?” she admitted, a questioning tone in her voice.

	 “I don’t think I have any chocolate around the house, so while you were checking out the stores, what did you see that you’d like to eat?” She looked up at me, tears in her eyes.

	 “Um…Sir? May girl please have a taste of peanut butter, Sir?“

	 “You like peanut butter? It’s been a while since you’ve had any?“

	 “Sir, girl loves peanut butter, but it has too many calories for girl, and Master requires that girl not become fat and lazy, Sir. Sir, girl has not eaten peanut butter in…um…girl believes it has been over two years, Sir.“

	 “Well, in that case,” I said, getting up and walking over to the cupboard, returning with a large jar of Jif, “enjoy yourself!” I opened the jar and watched as she tentatively stuck her finger in the goo, popping it into her mouth with a grin. I watched as she sensually sucked and licked the food off her finger.  That gave me an idea. I took the jar in my hand and ladled a large spoonful into my mouth.

	 “Climb up and get your snack,” I mumbled while holding the peanut butter on my tongue, patting my lap. Girl scrambled onto me, draping her legs over either side of my hips, her lips embracing mine as her tongue fished the food from my mouth. The feel of her naked body against me, of her tongue worming into my mouth, was indescribable. I grasped the back of her head and kissed her firmly.

	 “Sir, may girl try something, Sir?” she gasped. “Sir, girl thinks Sir will like it, Sir,” she coaxed.

	 “Okay,” I answered, allowing her to climb down from my lap.

	 Girl quickly pulled my pants off, her need apparently as strong as my own, stroking my flaccid cock to full hardness. Giggling, she then took a handful of peanut butter, spread it on my cock and balls, and then began gently licking it off. My cock twitched each time she lapped at it, and her own need was becoming more and more evident. Not only was her breathing becoming more ragged, but her nipples were sticking out like gumballs and the scent of her wetness filling the room. She was right, I was liking it, but her mouth wasn’t what I wanted right now.

	 “On your back, girl!” I commanded, pushing her head off my cock. She immediately flopped backwards, assuming a supine position with her legs spread widely. I grabbed her ankles and pushed them over her head, not unlike the position Donna was bound in. Unlike my wife, however, the position did not seem to be causing girl any pain.

	 “Ass or cunt, girl?” I asked, looking deeply into her eyes.

	 “Sir, please cum in girl’s cunt, Sir!” she begged. “Sir, please fuck girl hard, Sir!“

	 Now, how could I turn down an offer like that? As wet as she was, my rigid tool slid easily into her, while her well-toned cunt muscles tightened down on me so that it was almost like fucking a virgin. She let out little squeaking noises, like a puppy’s chew-toy, each time I shoved into her, fucking her mercilessly.  “Sir, may girl cum, Sir?” she screamed after just four or five strokes.

	 “You can cum as many times as you want!” I answered, increasing both the pace and force of my thrusts.  “Girl is cumming!” she screamed at the top of her lungs, the first of three times she’d do so before I finally shot my load deep inside her wet, hairless, experienced hole. When I was finished, we both lay there, panting.

	 “Sir, thank you, Sir!” she nearly cried. “Sir, that was wonderful, Sir!“

	 As soon as I recovered enough to sit up, I pulled my now-shrunken cock out of her. Under her ass was a large puddle of our accumulated juices. True to her training, she immediately knelt over the puddle and began using her talented mouth to clean my cock off, then lapped up the mess we’d made on the floor.

	 “Girl, does your Master permit you to cum often?” I asked, curious about the power he had over this young slave.

	 “Sir,” she said, raising her head from the floor where she’d been licking up the last of the cum, “Master allows girl to cum only when his hard cock is fucking girl’s ass, Sir. Sir, girl has not been permitted to cum with a cock in any other hole in…since girl became a slave, however long ago that was, Sir.“

	 “You don’t know how long you’ve been owned?“

	 “Sir, girl only knows the last time girl came with a cock in her cunt, girl was still in high school, Sir. Sir, it was when girl lost her cherry, Sir.” I pondered that for a moment, thinking of the number of times this sweet slut must have been fucked as a slave, never having been permitted a single orgasm while cock after cock penetrated that wet, warm hole I’d just enjoyed.

	 I was definitely interested in hearing more about this slave’s background, so I asked her for details. She was raised in a typically upper-middle class home, and both her parents were professionals with full-time jobs. There was nothing special about her upbringing; she was the middle child, with two brothers, one two years older and the other two years younger. She explained that she’d always had submissive feelings, though until her latter high school years, she didn’t understand anything about them. It was when she was a junior that she stumbled onto a BDSM internet site – one that was geared towards submissives and their feelings, not just prurient porn – which brought her to her first epiphany, that she was truly submissive.

	 This knowledge brought forth a major change in her outlook on life. She adjusted her school courses as a result, dropping many of her college preparatory and advanced placement academic classes and replacing them with programs in home economics and physical education. She felt it was now more important to be able to cook well – a skill neither she nor her mother had – keep her home clean, look attractive and act properly. She instinctively knew that the more attractive and sensual she could become, the better her prospects of finding a mate, particularly one who understood her needs. To this end, she enrolled in several dance classes at the local community center, and ultimately, using false identification that reflected her age as 18, obtained employment as an erotic dancer at a men’s club, where she worked on Saturday nights.

	 Amy – girl’s legal name – quickly became a popular attraction at the establishment, usually attired in a costume consisting of a white, lace-bordered bustier with matching garter belt and stockings. I could only imagine the picture she must have made, her young, virginal face complimented so well by her wardrobe. She told me she never stripped, just performed a pole dance, while men ogled and cheered. After a few months, she began doing lap dances as well, letting men feel her up for a few more dollars. At times, she could earn as much as $600 a night, most of which – except for that needed for wardrobe and makeup – went into the bank.

	 It was at the club that she met her current Master. She’d never seen him before, but noticed him immediately when he sat down at a corner booth, his blue eyes staring intently at her, exuding an aura of self-confidence. When her routine was over, he beckoned her to his table.  “You’re not old enough to work here legally, are you?” he said, staring intently into her eyes.  “No, Sir,” she answered truthfully. She didn’t understand why, but she couldn’t’ lie.

	 “Have you ever been fucked?” his next question came out bluntly. Amy was taken aback, but stammered her answer.

	 “N-n-no, Sir,” she said.

	 “Show me,” he commanded.

	 “Sir?” she asked, confused.

	 “Spread your legs and stand still so I can check to see if you’re really cherry.” She didn’t even think about disobeying, wincing painfully as he thrust his thick fingers deeply inside her virginal hole. She squirmed on his hand, receiving a reproachful look as a result. She stood still while his fingers worked their way up her tunnel, winching again when he found her hymen. He pulled his fingers out, holding them up to her face. Amy knew instinctively that he wanted her to clean her juices from his hand, and immediately sucked his fingers into her mouth, washing them gently with her tongue.

	 “You have potential,” he commented, “But there’s still a lot of training needed. I’ll be waiting in my car out front after the club closes. If you show up, you won’t be a virgin in the morning.“

	 “I…I’ll be there, Sir,” her voice trembled.

	 “Good girl,” he answered. “Now, get back to work. The more tip money you bring me, the happier you’ll make me. The happier you make me, the better you’ll be treated.“

	 She finished her shift that evening, and found the stranger waiting out front just as he’d said. She got into the car without a word, handing over the roll of fives, tens and twenties that men had stuck in her panties and stocking tops. He thumbed through it briefly, nodding with satisfaction before shoving it into his coat pocket.

	 “Get naked,” he commanded, giving Amy her first orders as a slave. “Toss your things out the window,” he ordered as he sped down the road. “You won’t be needing them any more.“

	 In moments, she was sitting naked in the passenger seat of her new Master’s BMW, her knees spread widely as his hand played with her sopping cunt.

	 He took her to a cheap motel that night, enjoying himself in each of her holes, and making her lick his cock clean after each fuck. Once he was through, he got on the phone and called a number of his friends; before the night was over, the once-virginal Amy was an experienced whore, having had twenty men sample her wares. She never went home, dropped out of school, and willingly submitted herself to become the property of her Master, whose name she still didn’t know. In the ensuing two years, her name had been legally changed to “girl,” her breasts had been augmented with hormone therapy, and she’d been fucked by so many men that she couldn’t remember them all. Sometimes she was beaten, either for some transgression or for no apparent reason at all. Her Master regularly loaned or rented her out to others, so the overnight stay with me was nothing unusual for her.  When she was finished with her story, I asked her if she was happy, whether she wished she’d never gotten involved in this lifestyle.

	 “Yes, Sir, girl is happy, Sir,” she answered truthfully. “A slave is what girl was meant to be, Sir. Girl didn’t understand this for a long time, but girl wouldn’t change anything, Sir…except maybe realizing girl’s true status earlier in girl’s life, Sir.“

	 “Thank you for telling me your story, girl,” I said, looking at my watch. “Your Master will be here soon, so we’d better get you cleaned up.“

	 “Sir, girl is permitted to bathe only outside with a garden hose, or a sponge bath using the toilet, Sir,” she replied. I thought about it for a moment before answering.

	 “Not even a warm shower, as a reward? I thought you’d like a nice, hot bubble bath.“

	 “Sir, girl was already given more reward than girl deserved, Sir. Sir gave girl peanut butter and three fantastic slave cums, Sir,” she replied. “Girl must either bathe from the toilet, or outside at the faucet, Sir,” she insisted.  “Well, owing as you did such a good job on the toilet, it’s probably clean enough. Go ahead,” I said, resigned to the fact.

	 “Sir, thank you, Sir,” she answered, crawling off to the bathroom. A few minutes later she called out, asking for permission to use some of Donna’s cosmetics. I told her it was okay.

	 When she returned about thirty minutes later, I was surprised at how well she’d cleaned up. Her body shone a pale pink, as though the skin had been thoroughly scrubbed. He’d managed to make herself up nicely, too, even with the cheap and minimal cosmetics my wife had. Wearing the tiny negligee, she looked almost virginal, and cute enough to rape. Not that she wouldn’t willingly give herself to anyone who wanted to fuck her.

	 “Girl, you know my wife isn’t as well trained as you, right?“

	 “Sir yes, Sir,” she answered dutifully.

	 “Do you think you could take charge of her, become her Mistress for a little while? You’d still be your Master’s slave, but Donna would be your slave. I want you to help me train her. Could you do that?“

	 “Sir…” she hesitated. “Sir, girl will try, Sir, if Master permits it,” she finally announced.

	 “Good girl,” I praised, patting her on the head once again.

	 Girl and I relaxed for the next hour, just watching television with girl cuddling at my feet. I asked her to join me on the couch, but she apologized, explaining that the only times she was permitted to so much as touch furniture was while cleaning it or when someone wanted to use her. I was in no shape to take her up on the offer, so I just relaxed while she nuzzled against my legs and massaged my feet.

	 Girl’s Master showed up a little while later, his arrival being announced by sound of the garage door opening, followed by a sharp squeal I recognized as Donna’s voice. I’d asked him to come in through the garage to avoid the neighbors’ prying eyes.

	 He stepped through the doorway first, followed by Donna, who was limping painfully on all fours as he tugged forcefully on her leash. Her eyes were swollen and bloodshot, and her hair was filthy, tangled and matted.  What caught my attention, though, was her mouth; a gleaming steel dental gag had her jaws held wide – more widely than I thought possible – with small alligator clip on the end of her tongue attached to a wire, causing her tongue to hang painfully out of her mouth. She was wearing a choke collar – the type with blunt steel barbs on the inside – and winced in agony each time the leash was yanked.

	 “I take it you weren’t pleased with my slave?” I commented, stating the obvious.

	 “Actually, for being as untrained as you described, I was pleasantly surprised.”  Shit…if this was what he did when a slave was pleasing, what would he do if one wasn’t, I thought.

	 “I don’t really get much pleasure in using a novice like this one,” he continued, “But a hole is a hole is a hole, as they say. So, after a couple of quick fucks, I put it to work. „

	 “Work?” I asked.

	 “Well, I have a rather large yard, and a bit of work needed to be done. For instance, there was a truckload of fresh manure delivered the other day that needed to be moved from the driveway to the compost pile out back, but first, last year’s compost needed to be spread. The plot for my vegetable garden needed to be tilled, too, and a few other things done. Washing the cars, for example. Don’t worry, though. I didn’t keep the slave outside all the time. The oven needed cleaning, as did the exhaust vent over the stove. I’m afraid it didn’t get any sleep, though, nor any food. It seemed…reluctant…when I offered it my standard slave fare of Purina Pig Chow.” We both laughed at that one.

	 “Anyway, thanks for loaning me your slave. I really hated the thought of putting girl to such work; her skin is so soft and supple,” he said, stroking the kneeling girl’s head,” and I really want to keep it that way.”  Although I invited him and his slave to stay for a while, he insisted that he had business to attend to, and had to leave. I was disappointed, but understood. I had things to take care of, too.

	 “It sounds like you’re probably hungry, bitch?” I asked. She responded with a moaning sound, unable to do anything but make nonsensical noises, still gagged with her tongue sticking out. I led her downstairs to “her” bathroom and showed her the remaining hamburgers, now positioned in a circle on edge of the open pipe where the toilet once stood. “Eat up!” I gleefully commanded, removing the gag and clip.

	  Slave Wife Chapter 5  Although my subjugation of Donna was going well, I still had a lot to do before I took my vacation, and not just at work. I needed to plan the trip more carefully than I’d planned any other. Where to go, and how to get there. What to do at our destination. How to completely break Donna, and make her a totally submissive slut?  I considered a number of destinations and means of arriving there, finally deciding on a true cross-country trip: Bangor, Maine to San Francisco.  Having decided that, I sat down and devised the actual trip.  I knew that Donna detested riding busses, because she’d grown up in a family with little money and Greyhound was their primary mode of transportation when visiting relatives. A quick check online showed it was a three day trip, with several transfers. Perfect for my plans. I also decided that because I wanted to witness the first part of what was becoming known in my mind as “Donna’s Slutty Adventure,” we’d fly to Bangor on the same plane, only separately.

	  I told Donna nothing of my plans, keeping her completely ignorant about the fact that she would be going on a trip at all.

	 The morning of the trip, I provided Donna with the only things she’d be taking with her: A plastic child’s purse with Barbie logos emblazoned on it, containing nothing but her driver’s license (she’d need it to get through airport security) and two dozen condoms. Her “traveling clothes” consisted of a black leather mini-skirt; a stained, threadbare cropped tank top that was several sizes too small; and a pair of cheap, red plastic heels. She wore no makeup, and in preparation for the trip, I prohibited her from bathing that morning, after having thoroughly used her the night before. Once fully dressed, she presented exactly the appearance I wanted: A cheap, trailer trash slut. When Donna saw herself in the mirror, she began crying, but stopped after I threatened to send her as cargo in a dog crate. I’m sure after the trip started, she wished she’d taken me up on the offer.

	 The fun (for me, anyway) began with the trip to the airport. I had her sit up front with the taxi driver, having her lift her skirt and pull the skimpy top off so the driver – a chain-smoking, heavyset man with a Turkish accent who was wearing a pair of slacks, a stained white undershirt shirt, and loafers without socks – could take liberties with her slutty body while he drove. At one point, it seemed like he was having troubles concentrating on his driving, so I asked him to pull off into a wooded area for a quick fuck. He did so obligingly, wasting no time spreading Donna face-down over the hood of his taxi, not wasting any time before he began reaming her dripping hole, cumming quickly and then grinning from ear-to-ear as my wife knelt in front of him and gently sucked his unwashed, cum-covered cock clean. Once that business was taken care of, we resumed our ride to the airport. I told him to pull off the road for a minute, as there was one more bit of business to attend to, and I would like his help with it.

	 “Since my slut and I won’t be sitting next to each other,” I explained, showing him the stainless steel butt plug and ben wa balls from Donna’s purse, “I need something to keep her occupied. I need to go check in, but if you could make sure these get where they belong, and then send her to the ticket counter, I’d appreciate it.“

	 He nodded at me with a grin, while Donna’s horror-filled eyes moved back and forth between us. He then handed me his business card, telling me that if I ever need a ride, he’d be more than willing to accept the use of my slut in lieu of cash. I left with my luggage, barely glancing as the taxi drove off with Donna sitting naked in the front seat, heading for a slightly more private location than the airport terminal loading zone.

	 It was still early when we got to the airport, and the lot was deserted. Since Donna had left a puddle of cunt snot on the seat of the cab, I had her bend over beside the open door and lick her mess up while I gave the cabbie one more shot at my slut, this time standing behind her and taking her right up the cunt while I stood watch. When he came, he shoved the side of Donna’s face into what remained of her mess, smearing her makeup and covering it with girl juice. The cabbie just zipped himself up and handed me his business card, saying that if my slut and I ever needed a ride anywhere, another piece of ass would be all he would need as payment. I promised him I would, and that I hoped the next time we wouldn’t be in so much of a hurry so he’d be able to enjoy himself a bit more. He opened the trunk, and I had my slut – with cum now dripping down the inside of her thighs and a sheen of cunt juice on her face – carry my bags to the terminal doors.

	 After checking in, I got a nice latté at the Starbucks concession and sat watching the goings-on at the ticket counter. Donna showed up about twenty minutes later, walking rather stiff-legged – sort of like she had a pipe stuck up her ass, which she did – her lipstick once again mussed. It appeared our taxi driver decided he should get paid for his last task with a blow job. Not that I minded at all.

	 I could see the look of disgust on the ticket clerk’s face when Donna walked up to her, and it got worse when she got close to the counter. With a sheen of cum on her face and more dripping down her thigh, she looked and smelled like a freshly-fucked whore. The clerk gingerly took Donna’s drivers license between two fingers, setting it immediately down while she input the passenger information into the ticketing computer. As she handed Donna her boarding pass, I could clearly see her point towards the restrooms and mouth something about how Donna might want to get cleaned up before boarding. Donna just blushed and walked away as quickly as she could, holding her short skirt down as much as she could to avoid exposing her nearly naked body any more than it already was.

	 I already knew she’d have problems getting through security, and that her ticket had been flagged because she had no luggage. The other problem was that she’d would never make it through the metal detector carrying all the metal inside her holes. I watched her attempt to make it through the screening, squirming uncomfortably as a matronly TSA agent took her away by the arm.  Donna told me later that she was subjected to a strip search, and that the middle-aged security agent made no attempt to hide her disgust, muttering about sluts and perverts. Donna told me the security officer had apparently told her colleagues, because she saw them pointing her out and staring while she stood in line.

	 I waited a few minutes before clearing through security myself, and went straight to my gate. Although we were booked on the same flight, I’d purchased the tickets separately and arranged for us to not sit together. In fact, Donna had an aisle seat in the first row of economy class, while I sat a few rows further back, also on the aisle, so I could keep an eye on her. I noticed quite a few uniformed soldiers in the waiting area, and that gave me an idea.

	 Where Donna was seated, there was no way she could keep anyone walking past her from realizing she wasn’t wearing panties, and since this particular airline didn’t board by seat number, I made sure she was standing at the front of the line. By the time I got on board, she was already seated, her bare slit on display for anyone who happened to look down. As I passed her, I surreptitiously passed her a note I’d written while waiting to board.

	 “Take your butt plug and the benwa balls out, and set them on the seat next to you. After the seat belt sign goes off, find one of the soldiers, take him to the restroom and let him use your slutty body any way he wants.  When he’s finished, ask him to send his buddies, and that you’ll do whatever any of them want as your way of thanking them for their service. You will not ask any of them to wear a condom, but if they do, you will provide one. You may not use anything but your hands and mouth to clean yourself between customers, and nothing after the last one. When they are finished using you, you will return immediately to your seat.“

	 Donna blanched when she read the note, but when she turned to look back at me, I pretended I wasn’t paying any attention. I wanted her to think I was treating this like a normal event, just a Master telling his slave to spread her legs for strangers, as though it were an every day, common occurrence. It just wasn’t all that common for her…yet.

	 The seatbelt light went out about fifteen minutes into the flight, and a moment later, I saw Donna stand up and walk down the aisle. She stopped at the row directly in front of me and leaned down to the soldier who was sitting there. I heard her whisper that she needed some help, and would he mind giving her some assistance. I think the only person grinning wider than me was the soldier, as Donna led him back to the restroom. Heads turned as she made her way down the aisle, everyone knowing what was going to take place.

	 I counted a total of nine soldiers – eight men and one woman - who made their way to the back of the plane before Donna returned, her makeup mussed and the distinct smell of freshly-fucked pussy wafting down the aisle with her. She’d obeyed me by not cleaning herself, and I could see drying cum not only on her face, but dribbling down the insides of her thighs as well. It was obvious to everyone that she’d just sucked and fucked every one of those soldiers. With an almost nonplussed expression, she got to her seat, reached up to the overhead to retrieve a blanket – exposing her naked backside to the entire cabin in the process – and snuggled down for a nap. I suppose she deserved it, having worn herself out expressing her appreciation to our fighting men and women.

	 The rest of the trip to Bangor was fairly uneventful, other than the repugnant looks she got every time one of the flight attendants walked by. When the plane finally landed, she stood up and got a standing ovation from the soldiers, as well as more than a few of the passengers. I know she’d have been at least felt up by several of them if she’d had any luggage to retrieve, but I’d given her instructions before we boarded to go get herself cleaned up in the ladies room as soon as we landed, and then to meet me inside the lobby doors.

	 I hailed a cab, and off we went to our accommodations. My slut paid for the trip the same way she’d paid the last cab driver. The only difference was this guy was skinnier, a local college student, and insisted on taking her up the ass. By now, Donna was so inured to this sort of treatment that she simply bent over, lifted her skimpy, cum-stained skirt, and spread her legs for him.

	 I’d had two thoughts about a place to spend the night, since neither of us were scheduled to leave until the next day. The first was to reserve the nicest suite in the nicest hotel in town. Unfortunately, there aren’t any really great hotels in Bangor…three stars is the best, and the reviews on even those weren’t all that satisfactory. So I went with my second choice, and took a room in the cheapest, grungiest motel I could find.  I’d reserved the room for one, so the clerk was a bit surprised when I showed up with my slut in tow. He mentioned that the only room they had left – the one I’d reserved several days earlier - was a small one, with just a twin bed in it. I replied that was okay, because my pet slut would be sleeping on the floor anyway. When I invited him to stop by a bit later for some entertainment, he shook his head and said he wouldn’t touch the skanky bitch with a ten foot pole, but if I wanted a REAL whore, just to let him know.

	 I had Donna strip off her skimpy clothing as soon as she entered the room, not even waiting for the door to close before ordering her to undress. I left her kneeling on the floor for a few minutes while I quickly inspected the room. It was exactly what I’d hoped for; tiny and smelly, with a filthy carpet and even filthier bathroom. Not only was there a ring around the bathtub, but one in the toilet as well, evidence that it had been weeks – if not months – since it had been properly cleaned. I tossed Donna a stained but clean washcloth and told her to get washed up…using water from the toilet. She looked mortified, but obeyed, scrubbing the caked-on semen from her pussy and thighs, and then the girl cum still dried on her face.

	 The bed wasn’t all that comfortable, but I’m sure I slept better than Donna did. After I brutally fucked her ass (making her suck me clean afterwards, of course), I tied her face down on the floor, legs spread apart and bound to the old steam radiator against the wall, wrists behind her back. She spent the night in this position, the stench of the filthy carpet constantly in her nostrils as she tried to sleep.

	 I woke up not quite refreshed, and after my morning blow job, introduced Donna to the “joy” of being a human urinal. I did have some pity on her, however, since it was her first time as a piss drinker, and emptied myself slowly into her open mouth, filling it and then waiting for her to swallow, taking several times before I finally emptied my bladder. As a reward, I let Donna diddle herself to a quick orgasm and then lick her fingers clean. Then I took a nice, hot shower wile my slave wife cleaned up with a quick sponge bath from the toilet.

	 I checked out, having the cab drop me off at the airport before taking Donna to the bus depot. She had no money, but I knew she’d figure out a way to pay for the ride. It was, of course, the same way she’d paid for the last two taxis she’d ridden in.  What happened to Donna during her trip was…well…interesting, to say the least, and something I had her relate to me in detail once we met up again.

	Slave Wife

	Chapter 6

	  Authors Note: In attempting to write this segment, I found it more effective to present Donna’s point of view. This chapter, therefore, is in her words.

	  I was scared. Really scared. I mean, I know I asked for this…or at least some of it…but my mind was reeling with thoughts of all the horrible things that could happen to me while traveling alone, and dressed the way I was. Being arrested for indecent exposure or something was probably the best of those thoughts, which ran from that to being kidnapped, gang raped, and even murdered. Bus rides, particularly long ones, had always scared me. We hadn’t had a lot of money when I was growing up, and since we never had a decent car, the only way I could ever visit my grandparents was by spending five hours on the bus. They were always uncomfortable and stuffy, but at least I was always with my mom and two older brothers. Until that time I was sent to grandma’s on my own. I never liked riding the bus, but traveling alone was the most terrifying thing I’d ever been forced to do (at least up to now). I was twelve years old, and mom thought it would be easier if I took the overnight bus, so that I could sleep. Instead of the normal five hours on the express we’d always taken as a family, this was a nine hour ride, stopping in every little town along the way. I was dressed as pre-teens generally were in that era, a knee-length cotton dress, slip, white cotton panties, white ankle socks and black patent leather shoes. At twelve, I was still just a kid, although puberty was just starting to hit. What I knew of sex wasn’t much – there wasn’t an internet back then, but I’d glimpsed my dad coming out of the shower once. Some of my friends had older siblings who talked about this thing called “fucking.” It sounded pretty yucky at the time, but I knew guys especially seemed to like it. One of my friends told me about her brother paying her five dollars to take her clothes off in front of him, and how he’d put his fingers inside her and even made her suck his dick. I didn’t dare tell her how the story made my tummy quiver. I’d also seen a few photos – from the stash of magazines my brothers had hidden in the garage - of women being fucked or on their knees, taking dicks in their mouths.

	  So there I was, twelve years old and unaccompanied on the bus, with visions of being abused like the women in those magazines streaming through my head. Everyone was a potential molester, and I just knew that I was going to be grabbed by someone and forced off the bus at one of the numerous stops we made. They’d never find my body, buried in some farm or orchard, or devoured by dogs or wild animals. My imagination was running wild, causing terror and excitement at the same time. I was never so thankful when the bus pulled into the depot and I saw grandma waiting patiently. I made a promise to myself that I’d never ride a bus again, and until now, I’d been able to keep it.

	  There were a few differences between that last bus ride and this one, though none for the better from my point of view. When I was twelve, I had a few dollars in my pocket and a sack lunch, on a much shorter ride. When I was twelve, I wasn’t dressed like a slut. When I was twelve, I wasn’t actually expecting to be fondled, used and abused by complete strangers. When I was twelve, I wasn’t under orders to let anyone do anything they wanted to me. The difference between when I was then and now was that I knew my worst fears could very well come true. At a minimum, I knew I was going to be raped, used and abused. At worst, I could be kidnapped, raped, and then murdered. My worst nightmares from my childhood were about to become real.

	  I was permitted only one decision that day, to continue on my current degrading path, or to call it off and face a humiliating divorce. Given that I was now standing nearly naked in a bus terminal, the option I’d chosen was obvious. I wasn’t even permitted to chose my own clothing for this trip, nor anything else I’d be carrying.

	 As we were riding towards the motel the night before, Master (that’s how I thought of my husband now) spotted a seedy-looking strip mall, and after I had my breakfast (a load of my Master’s cum spurted directly into my belly), we checked out and walked the block and a half to it.

	  At the time, I wasn’t wearing much – a tank top, spandex running shorts that were so tight the outline of my cunt was visible, and a pair of plastic sandals. Master took me by the elbow and guided me into a thrift store. After having me model several “outfits,” (I use the term loosely, because nothing matched), he finally settled on a short pink and white skirt that looked like it was once part of a high school cheerleader’s uniform, a denim vest, and a pair of blue plastic platform shoes that were once probably part of a Halloween costume. Nothing fit; the skirt was too short, the vest too tight, and even the shoes were a two sizes too big, causing me to wobble and teeter as I walked. Master also found plastic purse with a Barbie logo emblazoned on it, and a steel choker collar. Paying for my purchases, he made me wear them out of the store, dropping my other clothes in the trash after the cashier refused to taken them in trade.

	  Our next stop was an adult novelty store with painted-over windows. Master didn’t go into the store, but handed me my identification and a credit card, and gave explicit instructions on what I was supposed to buy. Entering the shop – the first time I’d ever been in one – the first thing I noticed was the smell. There was a thick odor of disinfectant air freshener in the air, and it me wonder what went on in this place that they needed something so strong. The store was nearly deserted, just the cashier (a scrawny-looking twenty-something who smelled as though he hadn’t bathed in a week…perhaps that was the reason for the air freshener, I thought) and two older, businessmen-looking guys who were browsing the magazines. All eyes turned to watch me as I half-stumbled in on the too-large platform shoes.

	  “I need a vibrator, a butt plug, some lubricant, and two dozen neon-colored condoms, please,” I mumbled to the clerk. He grinned at my discomfort, claiming he couldn’t hear me and asked me to speak louder. I repeated myself a little louder, and could tell the other men had heard. Then the clerk began asking me questions like did I want a corded or battery-powered vibrator, what size butt plug, and discussing the advantages and disadvantages of the different selections. I was mortified as the three men crowded around the counter, grinning lewdly as the different options were handed to me. I quickly made my selections, running out of the store in tears after signing the credit card receipt. Master saw my tears and knew what they were for. He just told me to get used to it, because humiliation and abuse were going to be a major part of my life from now on. I used the back of my hand to dry my eyes off, smearing my mascara in the process. At that point, I didn’t really care, though. When I’d regained as much composure as I could, Master led me behind the strip mall and had me squat down and insert the plug up my ass while he assembled the contents of my purse. In it went the condoms, my bus ticket, and itinerary. The tube of lubricant was left on the ground where I’d used it, Master saying that if I needed to take it out, I could lubricate it with saliva or cunt slime.

	  It was only two more blocks to the bus station, so after giving me instructions – which included bringing home all 24 condoms filled with semen and not denying anyone access to my body if they wanted it – he gave me one last slap on my bare ass and sent me on my way. By the time I arrived at my destination, I could almost walk without wobbling on the oversized platform shoes.

	  The bus depot was pretty much like every other one, tired and worn out, with the usual assortment of students, the unemployed, winos, and financially challenged folks hanging around. The floor had been recently swept and mopped, but looked like that was about all the maintenance that had been done on it in a very long time. The molded plastic seats weren’t exactly clean, either, covered with so much rubbed-in grime that I doubted even the best of scrubbings would ever make them clean again. I had nearly two hours before my bus, and surely wasn’t going to wait in the lobby. The way I was dressed, I’d already had to fend off two would-be admirers (both drunken winos) before I even entered the station doors.. There was only one location I could be relatively safe, so I picked up a discarded newspaper and headed to the ladies room hoping to hide there until it was time to board. Unfortunately for me, there were no doors on the stalls, and sitting on a toilet would only ensure every woman who entered saw that I wasn’t wearing panties. In the end, I found a corner between a wall and the vending machines that I was able to wedge myself in to. I wasn’t exactly inconspicuous, but at least nobody could walk up behind me or anything. That knowledge didn’t really help much, as my mind was still filled with thoughts of all the terrible, disgusting things that could happen to me. I found myself shivering; it had to be from fear, because it wasn’t at all cold inside the terminal. Nervously, I tugged at the hem of my too-short skirt, furtively glancing at my reflection in the plate glass window as I tried to make sure my bald slit was covered.

	  While I waited, I read my itinerary and was shocked to see how long the trip would take. Today was Sunday, and even without any delays or missed connections, I wouldn’t reach San Francisco until Thursday afternoon. I had to make five transfers, too, which meant I wouldn’t be able to just hide in a seat somewhere while everyone else got off during stops. Stops when they’d surely get out and stretch their legs and get something to eat, I thought.  Food. I’d have to find some way to get someone to buy me something, probably a few times, since there was no way I could go almost five days without eating. I knew this was what Master wanted, though, and I began planning how best to manage it. The itinerary showed a layover of almost four hours in New York, so maybe I could get someone to trade a meal for a quickie. With only four hours, there wasn’t a real possibility that we’d be able to find a room, but if I could find someone on the bus and maybe suck him off or get him to fuck me in the restroom….then I stopped and realized what I was actually doing, planning how to prostitute myself for nothing more than a sandwich and a bag of chips. At least true whores got paid for their efforts; here I was willing to trade my body for maybe a five dollar meal. Maybe that made me a real whore, though, just of the cheapest kind. The thought of what I was quickly becoming shamed me beyond tears. Master’s final instructions to me kept flowing through my mind: I could not object to anything anyone wanted to do with me. I was not to mention the rubbers unless my “partner” brought up the topic first, and then could offer one. Under no circumstances, however, would I require anyone to use one.

	  Although there was still some time before my bus was ready for boarding, I teetered on over to the gate so that I would be among the first in line. I remembered from my childhood that the rear seats provided a modicum of privacy, and thought that I might be able to sneak back there and hide in the corner, unnoticed.

	  I was lucky enough to be third in line, just in front of two pimply-faced teenage boys who weren’t at all covert about how they undressed me with their eyes. Not that there was much left to the imagination, considering there was probably a total of eighteen inches of my body covered. I had already pulled the tiny skirt down as low as I reasonably could, the elastic waist actually below my hips in order to keep my ass cheeks and slit covered. The boys made no attempt to hide their lust, examining my nearly naked body with their eyes, whispering comments to each other. When we finally boarded, I breathed a sigh of relief when they took seats up front; I walked as quickly as I safely could, huddling down in the corner of the back bench seat. I had second thoughts about sitting as Master had directed – he wasn’t present, after all – but knew I’d have to confess to him and be punished afterwards, so I sat upright with my hands clasped behind my back, my legs bent at the knee and slightly spread. I could feel the air swirling around my bald pussy, knowing it was completely exposed and visible to anyone who happened to look. I hoped – prayed – that no one would join me in the back of the bus. I hadn’t prayed in a long time, though, and suppose I was out of practice, because just as the bus motor started, I got company: The two pimply-faced teenage boys who’d been staring at me in line.

	  “Scoot to the middle seat, slut,” one of them ordered unequivocally, sliding past my legs and sitting down, positioning me between the two of them.  The one on my left – next to the window – had dirty brown, mussed hair. His clothes were dirty, a pair of jeans and soiled tan tee shirt with a crude graphic on it. The other had stringy blonde hair that hung down past his shoulders, and a tattoo of a marijuana leaf on his arm. I slid over as ordered, keeping my hands behind me and my knees apart, but closing my eyes and wishing this wasn’t happening. They each grabbed a knee, spreading my legs lewdly apart.

	  “You selling it, or what?” the blond asked, his hand stroking my exposed belly. When I didn’t answer, he grabbed my breast and squeezed. “I asked you a question, whore!” he whispered angrily into my ear.

	  “No, Sir,” I mumbled quietly. “I’m not selling anything.”

	  “Then why the fuck are you dressed like that?” the other one demanded. “Fuck, we could see your gash standing in line.” I felt my body turning bright red as his hand slipped under the hem of the spandex shorts, his fingers entering me easily.

	  “It’s…um…a dare,” I quickly said.

	  “A dare?”

	  “Um, yeah. A bet. A friend…bet me…that I wouldn’t ride the bus to New York dressed like this,” I lied. “Bullshit,” the brown-haired one answered, grabbing my chin and squeezing my face painfully. “Tell us the truth, cunt!” So I did. I told them about becoming my husband’s sex slave, and how as a test, he was making me take the bus all he way to San Francisco dressed like this, and what he expected me to do. “So basically, we can do whatever we want with you, make you do whatever we want, sexually or otherwise?”

	  “Yes, Sir,” I said, blushing again.

	  “Well, I think the first thing is to get out of that slutty outfit,” he said. “After all, you have a long ride ahead, and it wouldn’t do to get cum stains on it right from the start, would it?”

	  I stripped my clothes off without a word, handing them to the scruffy-looking one, who folded and stuffed them in the seatback pocket in front of him. They then began roughly molesting me, one attacking my tits while the other crammed two, then three, and finally four fingers up my sopping hole. Every few minutes they’d switch positions, and the fingers that had been crammed up my cunt moments before would be shoved into my mouth for me to clean off. It’s difficult for me to describe how it felt, emotionally, but I don’t remember ever being so humiliated - or sexually aroused - at having these two teenagers pawing at my naked body.  Fifteen minutes after the bus pulled out of the station, I was a sopping mess and the air around me was filled with the odor of wet pussy.

	  It wasn’t long before one of them grabbed the back of my head and forced my mouth onto his filthy, sweaty cock. I nearly gagged at the taste – he obviously hadn’t bathed in days, if not weeks – and the acrid odor of piss and unwashed ass assaulted my senses so forcefully that it was all I could do to keep from vomiting. When he suddenly mashed my face into his putrid-smelling pubic hair, smashing my nose against his pubic bone and filling my throat with his filthy cock, only the abusive training I’d received over the past weeks kept me from retching. During the ensuing hour, they did everything but actually fuck me. I sucked them both off twice, fingered myself to an orgasm while they watched, and even allowed myself to be fisted for the first time, licking the hand clean after it was removed from my womb. I gave silent thanks to whatever God there might be when they told me they had to get off at the first stop. However, I still had over nine hours to go, but at least I had two condoms full of cum in my purse, only because they wore them the final time I sucked them off.

	  I had about thirty minutes before our next stop, and managed to get some sleep huddled against the bulkhead. It wasn’t a rest stop or anything, so I didn’t wake up until I felt the cushions move as someone sat down next to me. Even then, I wasn’t fully aware until I heard quiet giggles.

	  I opened my eyes and saw a young boy and girl sitting next to me, wide-eyed. I’d slumped down some and cocked my leg, so my skimpy skirt was up around my waist and my entire lower body was exposed to their view. I blushed before regaining my composure and straightening myself up.

	  “She ain’t wearin’ no pants, Hank!” the girl said. She couldn’t have been ten years old.

	  “Tha’s cause she’s prolly a skanky ol’ whore, ain’tcha?” he said. I stared into his deep green eyes. “Remember when daddy brought that whore home, Sissy?” God, he was barely older than his sister – about twelve, my brain registered – and he knows about prostitution?

	  The girl giggled. “Yeah, she was lots of fun, wasn’t she? ‘Specially when you and me peed on her, remember that?”

	  “Shore do,” he answered, rubbing his crotch.

	  Both children looked like homeless waifs, skinny and dirty, wearing filthy clothing. The girl was barefoot, her long, blonde hair dirty and tangled.

	  “So what’cha think we oughta do with her?” she asked. “We can’t pee on her here, can we?”

	  “No, but remember when that ol’ whore daddy rented got down and put his wiener in her mouth? We could make her do that.” He looked back up at me, “Unless she wants us to tell the police she tried to molest us.” I bowed my head in resignation, watching the eyes of both children light up.

	  “Then afterwards, she could do me, like you do?” the girl asked.

	  “Yup,” he answered, pulling his jeans down.

	  That he really was a child – his dick was only about four inches long when it finally got hard – made it even worse for me. I was no longer a slut, a whore, and a perverted sicko, I was now a child molester and baby rapist. All I could do at the moment, though, was suck for all I was worth, until he finally spurted a couple of teaspoons of cum into my mouth. Then it was the girl’s turn.

	  When she pulled her dress up and panties down, I could see dried, crusty flakes on the insides of her thighs. I looked up at her in horror, only to have her hands force my face down between her legs.

	  “Yeah, Hank fucked me last night. I been fuckin’ for years,” she proudly announced. “One day I’m gonna have me a baby, and then Hank can fuck her, too!”

	  Fuck! What kind of perverts would raise their children to think like this! I didn’t have time to think myself, though, as she grabbed my hair in her little fists and smashed my face into her filthy, hairless cunt, forcing me to lick and suck until her legs finally shot straight out over my shoulders and she gave a little shudder as her orgasm hit.

	  The two kids were on their way to Boston, and I was stuck with them for the next several hours. All they wanted to do, though was explore my body. Their dirty little fingers went in my cunt, up my ass, squeezed my tits, twisted my nipples, and even made their way into my mouth as they spread my lips apart and peered into it. Their filthy fingers tasted of my own ass, cunt, and whatever else they’d been into. For once, I felt absolutely no sexual arousal at all, just disgust at what these children were doing to me.

	  Boston wasn’t just my abusers’ destination, but a meal stop. It was now late afternoon, and the only thing I’d eaten all day had been a few loads of cum. I had no money and little time, but I needed to find someone willing to buy me some food…even if it meant degrading myself yet again in return. I stepped off the bus and immediately began scanning the crowd for likely prospect, when I saw him.

	  Master. He was standing against a bench, his arms folded, as though waiting for me. I’d never been so thankful in my life, running towards him with my arms outstretched, not caring if the whole world was watching as my skirt flew up around my waist.

	 Master was here, and now we could go home!

	 

	Slave Wife

	Chapter VII

	  I couldn’t believe how happy Donna seemed to see me, but after she told me all that had happened, I wasn’t surprised. The past day had been quite difficult for her, but she passed that part of the test with flying colors. Not that I told her that, though. I chastised her for only getting two of her condoms filled, warning her that she’d be punished for her disobedience. She should have done everything possible to get all 24 filled as quickly as possible, I said. She blushed, but nodded in agreement.

	  I took her to a nice downtown hotel that night, allowing her time to bathe and get cleaned up before putting her to bed. I even permitted her to sleep on the fairly comfortable sofa bed, complete with a blanket and pillow. I wasn’t quite ready to allow her to share my bed, but felt the impact of what I had planned for the next day would be only increased by showing a bit of kindness.

	  After dressing the next morning – I gave her a sleeveless, knee-length dress and a pair of sandals to wear – we went downstairs for breakfast. I had a nice sirloin, eggs, potatoes and toast. She got corn flakes and skim milk, two foods she absolutely detested. She ate with a smile on her face, though, evidently thankful for anything, since she hadn’t had any food in about 30 hours.

	  After checking out of the hotel, we caught a cab to the airport – this time, I paid for the ride in cash, rather than with Donna’s ass – and after a short wait, boarded our plane for San Francisco. The flight was uneventful for both of us; Donna sat demurely in the window seat not doing anything, while I read a couple of magazines I’d brought. The flight was a little over six hours long, and she complied with my instructions to just sit and remain silent. Towards the end of the flight I could see her wiggling a bit and figured she needed to pee, but she never said anything at all.

	  After debarking, I told Donna to go retrieve the luggage while I got the rental car. I was just finishing up the paperwork when she showed up, struggling under the weight of my three bags (none of which were equipped with wheels, for just that reason). This being San Francisco, the rental agent didn’t even blink when I took a collar out of one of the bags, buckled it around Donna’s neck, and attached a leash to it. In fact, she gave me a little grin and a sly wink.

	  “She’s a bit retarded, and I need to make sure she doesn’t wander,” I explained, grinning back. The agent just gave me a dubious look, knowing I was bullshitting her. I led Donna, struggling under the burden of my bags, out of the terminal at the end of the leash, giving it a sharp tug a couple of times when she lagged behind. The car I reserved was a new Mustang convertible, and I was pleased to see that it was parked by itself, near the back of the rental lot. I opened the trunk and waited while Donna struggled to lift each bag into it.

	  “Go ahead and put your clothes into it, too,” I said, stepping back and crossing my arms to see if she’d obey. She hesitated, then looked around furtively before lifting each foot to the rear and slipping the sandals off. After dropping the footwear into the trunk, she looked around again, then hunched down and pulled the dress off. She remained in a semi-squatting position, looking up at me with a fearful expression on her face.

	  “We’re not going anywhere until you stand up,” I said impatiently. “With your legs spread and your hands clasped behind your head,” I added almost as an afterthought.

	 I waited while she complied, tears welling up in her eyes as I made her stand there, exposed to the world. Then, without a word, I unlocked the driver’s door and got in the car, leaving her standing there. I let her sweat it out a bit, testing her fortitude, while I tuned the radio and lit a cigar. Finally, I reached over and unlocked her door.

	  “Get your ass in here, stupid, or do you like showing off your skanky body to the world?” She literally jumped into the car, slamming the door shut so she’d have some protection from prying eyes. I backed out of the parking space, waving at the lot attendant on my way out. I’d reserved a suite at an upscale hotel in Sausalito, which meant a drive through San Francisco and across the Golden Gate Bridge. Donna had just begun to relax when, as I was detouring through Golden Gate Park (I hadn’t visited it since my youth), I reached over and pressed a button on the dash, retracting the vinyl top. Although it was now after dusk, Donna’s nakedness was exposed with every streetlight we drove under. She could only sit there, shivering in the damp air and hugging herself, as I slowly drove through the nearly deserted recreation area, then back on to a main thoroughfare which took us to the bridge.

	  The bridge’s toll booths are on the south (San Francisco) side, and I wasn’t sure how the booth operator would react to a naked passenger, so I put the top back up just as we approached and let Donna slide to the floor where she probably wouldn’t be seen. I knew the California Highway Patrol always had vehicles on the bridge, and didn’t need to take any risks at this point. Even though she was my wife and at least a semi-voluntary participant in this, I’m sure they could have found some reason to arrest us both. Once we got back onto the bridge itself, though, the top came back down.

	  Upon arriving at the hotel, I left Donna sitting in the car while I checked in. The parking stall I selected was in an unlit area of the lot, so I left the top down, telling Donna that I expected her fingers to be covered with cunt slime when I returned. I waited beside the car, staring at her until she understood what I was waiting for and began diddling herself. Only then did I walk into the lobby, holding back a chuckle as I thought of her obviously embarrassing discomfort.

	  After retrieving the room key (I told them we’d only need one), I returned to the car and retrieved Donna’s crumpled and now-dirty dress for her.  I gave her the room number, removed the leash from her collar, and told her to bring the luggage to the room. With that, turned and walked away.

	  The suite was on the fourth floor, and I’d already told Donna she was forbidden to use elevators (the better to work the excess fat off her ass, I said), so it took her two trips to lug everything up to the room. Both times, the door was closed when she arrived, and she had to knock to request entry. I laid naked on the bed, watching some mindless pay-per-view porn movie while she scurried around the room, putting everything away. When she was done, I had crawl up onto the bed and use her mouth on my cock while I made comments comparing her appearance and lack of skills to those of the porn actresses I was watching. After an hour of this, I finally grabbed her by the ears and forced her to deep throat me, finishing off in short order, and snuggling down for a good night’s sleep. Donna had been fairly obedient, so her punishment for hesitating when I told her to strip in the airport parking lot was a night spent sleeping on the cold, hard bathroom floor. Her uncomfortable night’s “rest” was just a harbinger of things to come.

	  After a refreshing shower and shave, we went to breakfast. I’d given Donna the choice of wearing whatever she wanted in return for no breakfast, or wearing what I chose, for which I’d let her order whatever she wanted. With no substantial meal in almost three days, she chose the latter. I handed her a tiny yellow string bikini top, a black leather micro-mini skirt, and a pair of clear plastic 5” heels. She blanched, but knew better than to argue.

	  The dining room was most interesting…or rather, the other diners (and the staff) found the view most interesting. The bikini top was little more than an inch across at the front, barely covering her nipples, which were visibly erect thanks to the excitement she was obviously feeling. The skirt revealed more than it hid, barely covering her bald slit when she stood motionless and revealing all if she took more than tiny, mincing steps. The spiked-heel shoes didn’t help, as her bare ass was clearly visible with each wobbly step. I could smell the scent of her need standing next to her, and wondered how far the odor would exude. One of the wait staff, seeing us enter, quickly grabbed a towel and covered her chair seat for her. She smiled at him, not realizing it wasn’t meant for her comfort, but to keep her from staining the upholstery.

	  I told Donna she could have anything on the menu, but it really wasn’t very extensive. She ended up with a cheese omelet, toast, and coffee. I was planning on something more substantial later, so just had a bagel to go with my coffee.

	  We drove back into the city after breakfast, this time letting Donna remain dressed (as skimpy as her outfit was), and keeping the top up. I hadn’t clued her in yet as to why we were going back across the bay, but I had a feeling she knew she wasn’t going to like it.

	  She didn’t.

	 Our first stop was a seedy-looking tattoo and piercing shop down on Haight Street. Although her nipples were already pierced and decorated with tiny gold rings, I wanted to “decorate” my property even more. I led her through the door on her leash.

	  Inside, the establishment was pleasantly clean and had a hygienic quality about it. I didn’t realize this was the norm, even for the extreme shops like this one, probably due to a combination of licensing and liability insurance reasons. The walls were covered with photographs of tattoos and piercings on every imaginable part of the body. I caught Donna looking around fearfully.

	  “May I help you?” the young girl at the counter asked. “Maybe an ownership tattoo or piercing for your slave?” Donna blushed when she said that, looking sheepishly at the floor.

	  “Well, do you have a place where we can secure her while we talk about exactly what I want?”

	  “Certainly, sir, just bring her this way,” she answered, guiding us behind a curtain to a large room where several men were receiving ornate tattoos. She led us to a contraption that looked like a cross between a dental chair and a gynecological examination table, with stirrups and straps for ankles, legs, torso, arms and forehead. She started to pull the curtains around it.

	  “There’s no need for that. My slave doesn’t mind being exposed…do you?” I asked pointedly.

	  “No, Sir,” Donna mumbled.

	  “We get that sometimes,” the girl said, “but I need her to sign a waiver.” She pulled out a pad of pre-printed documents off the counter and handed it to me. It was a basic release of liability, ensuring no legal action against the owner, operator or artists for any body exposure. There was also a photography release, which if signed, would could mean up to a 15% savings. I asked her about that.

	  “Oh, we have a web site where we publish photographs of our work. We don’t usually offer it, but when we have a particularly unique work or a slave, we do.” She went on to explain that the discount began at 2% for relatively innocuous tattoos. For 15%, they could photograph and post anything they wanted to. I checked the 15% block and told Donna to sign the forms.

	  “Okay, let’s get you set up then” I said, holding my hand out for the bikini. Without losing a beat, she stood erect, head high and proud, and stripped in front of everyone there…me, the young clerk, three tattoo artists and the three clients. She then gracefully sat down on the cold vinyl contraption, holding her arms and legs in place while she was securely strapped down. Once again, she was completely helpless and totally exposed to a number of men she’d never met, but she was beginning to act as though being naked and spread out like this was the most natural thing in the world for her. I actually felt some pride in how my slave was responding, smiling to myself as the receptionist led me back to the lobby, to a desk filled with photo albums.

	  “So were you primarily interested in tattoos or piercings?” she asked politely.

	  “Both, actually. We’ve been married over 20 years, but now she tells me she wants to be my slave. I’ve been putting her through a rather rigorous test of her desire, so to speak. I’m actually hoping she’ll object to whatever I decide today, just to prove my point, but I expect her to leave here totally humiliated and changed forever.” The girl just grinned.

	  “I couldn’t help but noticed the piercings. They look new,” she commented. “A part of the test, I presume?”

	  “Yeah, about three weeks ago. A long story, but when she begged to become my slave, I sent her out to get shaved, pierced and fucked. She did, too.” It was my turn to grin. I don’t know why, but I felt completely at ease talking about my wife’s sexuality in front of this girl, who couldn’t be half my age.

	  “Okay, let me show you some options….”

	  A half hour later, we returned to where Donna was bound, our plan of attack in hand. Just to increase her discomfort, I told my slave wife exactly what we were going to do to her. At least some of it.

	  “Angel here tells me that the piercings I want will put you out of commission for several weeks, but there’s a way around that. Instead of just piercing you, she’s going to punch holes in your skin and insert steel grommets. That way, they can be used as soon as the swelling goes down. We talked about it, and…you think you can do it, Angel?” The girl was between my wife’s legs, spreading and tugging at her labia.

	  “Yeah, I can do three in each outer lip, one in the inner. There’s enough meat here for that.”

	  “…so you’re going to get eight holes in your cunt lips. Oh, and a big one though your septum…a nose ring. A big one, so big it’ll smack into your teeth while you’re being butt-fucked.” I just loved the fear-filled look on Donna’s face when I told her that. “Any problems, cunt?” I asked.

	  “No, Sir,” she answered quietly, tears welling up in her eyes.

	  “Good, because that’s not all. Show her the rest, would you, Angel?”

	  “Sure,” she said, holding out a few glossy photographs of previous work. “First, your Master took the time while we were talking to get you signed up at an online Slave Registry, and they were nice enough to send him a bar code with your registration number on it. So this is going on the back of your neck.” She held up a graphic she’d printed off the computer. “Next, I’m going to tattoo this on your ass cheek.” She showed another photograph, this of simple block letters reading, “Property of Master (followed by my name). Please return after fucking.” “Then, across your abdomen just above your slit, I’m going to tattoo your registration number again, this time without the bar code.” She waited for a moment, allowing Donna to take it all in.

	  “You should really feel lucky, because your Master initially wanted me to tattoo a butterfly on your cunt, using your lips as the wings. When I told him it would take a month to heal, he changed his mind. So, do you agree to this?”

	  “Yes, Miss,” Donna answered after only a moment’s hesitation.

	  “Good, let’s get started.”

	  Several hours later, it was over. Local anesthesia was offered, but I decided to give Donna the full experience of being pierced in several of the most nerve-filled locations on the human body. Each time the punch was used to create a hole in her tender skin, she screamed in pain.   At the last minute, I also decided on a nice faux pearl stud in the center of her tongue, and another grommet about a half inch from the front of her tongue. The stud would, I was told, enhance the feeling of any blow jobs, and the grommet meant I could just clip her tongue to her nose ring (or anything else) whenever I wanted to. Angel used what looked like a pair of Kelley forceps to grab Donna’s tongue and pull it out as far as it could before clipping the handles onto a small chain hanging from the wall. This not only immobilized Donna’s tongue but freed up Angel’s hands for her work. Donna moaned when the stud pierced her tongue, but when Angel punched the hole for the grommet, the sounds that came from my wife’s throat were unworldly, like those of a wounded animal. She was unable to do anything, though, bound as she was, but endure.

	  After the piercings came the tattoos. They weren’t nearly as painful, though still uncomfortable. Almost as an afterthought, I had “I (heart) ass fucking” tattooed on her right butt cheek, opposite the ownership notice. Once the work was done, I allowed Angel to photograph the work for the company’s web site, let Donna have a few sips of water, and then had her get dressed.

	  I figured Donna would need some time to recuperate, so before I took of to take care of other business, I paid for three nights in a cheap, run-down hotel off Polk Street, in area notorious for “alternative lifestyles.” The clerk took my money without saying a thing about the nearly naked woman with the leash attached to her nose ring.

	  The neighborhood wasn’t one you’d want to spend much time in, but Donna wouldn’t have to worry about that. I was restricting her to the room, making sure she didn’t leave by not only chaining her ankle to the toilet (with enough slack to give her full movement through the room) but taking her clothes with me when I left. Assuming she was able to get out of the chains, she’d be naked unless she used one of her sheets as a toga. And if she tried that, she’d probably get raped before she left the floor.

	  I had some business to attend to and Donna needed some time to recuperate, so planned on leaving her along for at least three days. I wasn’t totally heartless, though, as I left her six cups of instant oatmeal to keep her nourished. There was no microwave oven, though, so she’d have to mix it with hot tap water. Flatware wasn’t a concern, either; that’s what she had fingers for.

	  My business only took a few hours, but I decided to spend a couple of days relaxing and taking in the sights. I left Donna to her own thoughts (and worries), as I strolled through town, stopping at Fishermen’s Wharf for a sidewalk crab salad, visiting the Maritime Museum, and even taking a trip out to the old abandoned prison on Alcatraz Island. Each evening, I returned to my comfortable hotel room after dining on a nice, tasty meal, and slept like a baby. Whether Donna slept well or not, I cared less.

	  On the fourth morning, I called the hotel and had them connect me to Donna’s room. I’d instructed them previously that I didn’t want any outgoing calls, giving the clerk an extra fifty just to make sure. When I asked, he informed me that she’d picked up the receiver twice (or so their computer said), but hadn’t attempted to call anyone. I thanked him for his time, and had the call transferred.

	  “Get showered, slut. You have a medical appointment this morning,” was all I said, hanging up the phone immediately. One more thing for Donna to worry about…what kind of medical appointment? Well, she’d soon find out!

	 

	 

	Slave Wife Chapter VIII

	When I opened the door to the tiny, unkempt room in the run-down hotel, the first thing I noticed was the stench: wet cunt, sweat, and unwashed ass. The long chain still securing her ankle to the base of the toilet, Donna stepped out of the filthy bathroom, a wet washcloth in her hand, when she heard the door open. Seeing me, she breathed a sign of relieve and dropped to her knees. I quickly looked around the room, immediately understanding how my slave wife had kept her self busy during my absence. Her breasts and cunt lips were swollen and red, more than they would have been just from the piercings and tattoos. There was also a large wet spot on the gray, stained bed sheet.

	“Piss yourself in your sleep, bitch?” I asked, pointing at the damp sheets.

	“Uh…no, Master…I…uh….” she stammered.

	“Oh, so you spent your time ‘entertaining yourself,’ is that it?”

	“Yes, Master,” she said balefully.

	“Well, no more of that. From now on, you don’t cum until you’re told to. I don’t care of you’re fucking a train of 100 porn stars, if I don’t tell you to cum, you’d better not. Unless you want to earn a beating.”

	“Yes, Master,” she responded, getting up from her knees when I motioned. At least she got that part of the equation right. I reached down between her legs and played with her swollen gash for a moment, watching her wince as my hand tugged at the rings. She was healing nicely. I raised my hand to her face, and without a word, she began lapping the thick, copious juices from it.

	When my hand was clean, I ordered her back to her knees while I unlocked the chain from around the base of the toilet and attached it to her other ankle, wrapping the excess around and around so she had no more than eight inches of movement. After handing her the crumpled, stained dress I carried, I once again restrained her wrists behind her back.

	“Master, may I ask a question, please?” she said in a quiet voice while I applied the now-familiar handcuffs I knew the idea of seeing a doctor was worrying her, but I wasn’t going to tell her anything yet.

	“No,” I answered. “Unless someone gives you the impression they want to hear your skanky voice, you keep that cock-sucking pie hole of yours closed unless someone is stuffing a dick in it. Understand?” Her mouth flapped open for just a fraction of a second, until I raised my hand as though to slap her, then she just nodded her head.

	“Good. Now, the first thing you’re going to do when we go downstairs is thank the desk clerk with a nice, sloppy blow job. “ I attached the loose end of the chain around her other ankle, then a leash to her nose ring before leading her down the stairs. The clerk was the same one as when we arrived, and I’d cued him in on my plans three days ago, after I locked Donna in her tiny room. He’d managed to get himself laid by one of the other guests a few hours earlier, and his dick was covered in dried fluids. Donna found this out as she knelt behind the counter, releasing her user’s cock using only her teeth. I could only imagine what it smelled like for her, or how his cock must have tasted. I heard Donna gag a couple of times as he shoved his filthy member down her throat, but she managed to avoid vomiting. When she was finished, I had her thank the “gentleman” with a couple of nice, juicy kisses right between his hairy ass cheeks before giving a gentle jerk on the leash and leading her out to the car.

	A short drive later, and we arrived at our first destination, a cluttered alley behind a large, nondescript office building. Leaving Donna’s skimpy dress behind, I led her naked into the building through a small loading dock, then up several flights of dimly-lit, seldom used stairs. The stairwell was littered with trash and smelled of urine. Donna was sweating from the exertion, having to literally bunny-hop with her ankles bound as they were. Three, four, five floors we slowly climbed, a small whip I carried lashing down on Donna’s unprotected body every time she tried to stop. By the time we reached the fifth floor, she was covered in a sheen of perspiration and welts, her ankles bleeding from the chaffing of the chains. She was unable to manage the doorknob with her hands bound behind her as they were, so I chivalrously opened the door for her.

	Once out of the stairwell, we entered a brightly lit, plushly carpeted hallway. One wall was lined with offices, the other with a glass wall that provided a stunning view of the bay. Due to the nature of the reflective glass, nobody could see in, but I wasn’t so sure Donna realized that at the time. She tried to cower down as if hiding herself, but a sharp upward jerk on the leash forced her head and body upright. Leading her down the hall, I glanced at the names on the doors, finally finding the one I wanted. Without knocking, we entered.

	The office belonged to my attorney, who was waiting behind his desk for us. He was a large black man, muscular, with a shaved head. He was the sort of lawyer who worked on the fringes of society and didn’t care whether his client was guilty or innocent, as long as the check cleared. As a result, he knew people with the skills I was seeking. A single chair was positioned opposite him, and after nodding at him, I sat down. I motioned for Donna to stand next to me, her legs spread as far as possible given the chains around her ankles.

	“You’ll have to release its hands if you expect it to sign,” the attorney said. We’d gone over this before; he assured me that even though the entire event was being recorded, her signature was necessary. I unlocked the handcuffs and ordered Donna to kneel with her tits resting on the table. “Sign these, everywhere there’s a red X,” the attorney said, sliding a sheaf of paper across the table so it rested between her naked globes. Donna took the pen he offered, and moved the papers to where she could read them.  The attorney lashed out, striking her left tit with a wooden paddle from his desk. She yelled out in surprise and pain.

	“I said sign the fucking papers, not read them, you stupid cunt!” he said dramatically, landing an additional stroke on her other udder. “If anyone had wanted you to fucking read them, we would have said so!”

	“It is rather stupid, even for a bitch, isn’t it?” the lawyer commented, shaking his head sadly as Donna grabbed the pen and began scribbling her name.

	“Hell, not only is she a stupid cunt, she’s not even a halfway decent fuck,” I replied. “You should have seen her the first time someone throat-fucked her, and when I told her to suck her own shit off my cock after I’d fucked her ass, she puked!”

	Most of the documents wouldn’t hold up in court – hell, slavery is illegal, after all – but those that were valid annulled our marriage, gave me complete and sole control over all her belongings and our joint property, and began the process to have her declared my legal ward. I would drop the incompetency papers off with a friendly judge, and in a few days, I would have the legal right to make all decisions for her – including determining what medical treatments she might need.

	“Now that that’s over,” the attorney said after Donna literally signed her life away, “I suppose I should get paid.” He grabbed Donna’s collar and literally dragged her out of the office and into an adjoining room. She’d be “busy” for the next 24 hours. I didn’t bother following; the attorney and I had discussed this earlier, and I’d be receiving a video of everything, anyway.  Suffice it to say that the attorney’s teenage son was about to learn all there was about the female anatomy.

	I picked her up the next morning, and she looked like she’d been through the ringer. Ah, if we could have the recovery time of a teenager for our whole lives! It turns out sonny took her nine times – three in each hole, though you couldn’t really count the times she licked and sucked his cock clean without making him cum (which was each time he took her cunt or ass) – daddy did her twice, and each of the two cameramen took a few turns each, too.

	I had her put her torn, filthy dress back on, and after clipping the leash I held to her ever-present nose ring, led her out of the building and onto the bustling street.

	Since it was Sunday, the downtown area was filled with shoppers and sightseers, most of whom, I’m sure, never expected so see a sight like they were viewing – a barefoot, nearly-naked, obviously well-fucked female with dried cum on her face, hair and thighs, being led with a leash attached to a nose ring by a well-dressed, confident man. As we stepped out into the daylight, I could hear the gasps of shock from elderly women, the derisive comments of younger ones, and the clicking and whirring of cameras and video recorders. I was sure I’d find at least some of these on the internet soon..

	There was plenty of footage (is that the correct phrase for digital movies?), as we waited a full seven minutes before the next bus came by. Sure, I could have easily taken Donna to our next destination in my car, but the primary purpose of this trip was to degrade and humiliate her. I knew how she hated busses, and those of the municipal transit system were a step down from even that.

	Ninety minutes and four transfers later – because I wanted to take the ‘scenic route’ – we arrived at our destination. Donna looked surprised when I started up the steps to the forboding edifice – the county courthouse – because she knew they wouldn’t be open on a weekend. Her surprise, however, turned to something resembling fear when a security guard met us at the door, escorting us right in and showing us to the chambers of a judge who “just happened” to be in that day…thanks to a phone call from me, a college classmate, before the weekend. Once inside the elevator, I had Donna drop the dress to the floor. She was now completely naked…a common state for her recently.

	“I think we should do this right, don’t you?” my classmate the judge said, standing as we entered his office, slipping on his robes and motioning us to follow him. We entered an expansive courtroom through his private entrance. He motioned for me to sit at the table usually reserved for the prosecution, and had the guard – now apparently serving as bailiff – escort my soon-to-be former wife to the other side of the room. The chair a defendant would normally sit in had been removed, as had the table, so Donna simply stood there, eyes downcast, while the “bailiff” secured her. First, so she could not audibly object, an overly-large ball gag, which stretched her jaws to their limits, was shoved into her mouth and fastened behind her head. Then, after fastening a chain around her torso, he handcuffed her wrists, securing them to her sides. Finally, although her ankles were already restrained, he locked yet another chain to her hobble. The other end was fastened to the base of the banister separating the viewing gallery from the front of the courtroom. As a webcam broadcast it around the world, Donna found out what the documents she’d signed the previous day were. She’d agreed to have our marriage annulled – which would mean no right to alimony or other financial consideration; she’d petitioned to have her name legally changed to ‘fuckmeat,’ and she’d signed a permanent, general power of attorney authorizing me to act on her behalf in all aspects of her life.  Finally, the judge declared, anyone who wanted to change their name to fuckmeat was obviously no of sound mind, so he declared her incompetent and awarded me unsupervised guardianship. I thanked the judge for his time and shook his hand while fuckmeat sobbed and lavished kisses over his finely-polished shoes. She was, I’m sure, surprised that he wasn’t interested in a more tangible means of payment for his work, but he had his own stable of slaves waiting for him. It was time for our next appointment.

	I didn’t bother having fuckmeat get dressed this time. As a slave, I explained, she wasn’t permitted to sit on furniture, and that included my car seat. Instead, she knelt on the floor of the passenger’s seat and alternately diddled herself and licked her fingers clean while I drove. Our next stop, as I promised her, was a medical clinic. Not an ordinary one, however; this clinic was housed inside an old warehouse on what was formerly a military installation across the bay in Oakland. Located on the waterfront, it had once been a staging area for supplies going off to various wars, but had been deactivated years earlier during the defense drawdowns of the 1990’s. Although the physicians working here were licensed, and many were well-known in their professions, the clinic itself was more secretive, unknown to all but a select few within the BDSM world. Some of the procedures performed were experimental, usually on “throw-away” slaves who had outlived their usefulness to their Owners, but most often, patients were here simply for unusual or unethical body modifications.

	I could see the fear in fuckmeat’s face as soon as we entered the building. The clinic was actually a building within a building; the inside of the warehouse was lined with cages, most with little more than a single mattress inside, but about a dozen of which contained naked women. While their ages and ethnicity were all different, one thing was the same about each of the caged slaves: none of them appeared happy with their current living conditions. Fuckmeat’s eyes glanced furtively around as she took in her surroundings, assuming correctly that she’d soon join these forlorn women awaiting whatever abuses were in store for them.

	A door at the end of the long hallway opened into a typical medical office waiting room, complete with white-capped nurse receptionist who dutifully took my name and invited me to have a seat. She even offered to cage my slave for me, but I was enjoying the look of fear fuckmeat’s eyes, so declined. It was only a few moments before a doctor, wearing the obligatory lab coat, invited us into an exam room.

	The room itself was not unlike those I’d seen in the offices of other doctors, but there were several differences. Most striking were the video cameras hanging from all four corners of the ceiling, all aimed at the exam table. However, there were other obvious differences. For instance, the exam table itself was simply a grey steel mechanism, without the padded mattress and roll of paper so common elsewhere. The stirrups, where a normal woman would put her feet for an obstetrical examination, held heavy straps and, as I’d seen in an internet video, could be separated far enough to dislocate the patient’s hips. Additional straps hung from the sides of the table, as well as an extension where the slave’s hands would be bound. For now, though, we were both content to have fuckmeat kneel at my feet while the doctor examined her mouth.

	“Hand me that syringe, would you?” he said, after sliding some sort of rubber blocks between fuckmeat’s molars to keep her mouth open. He took the syringe, and with a laryngoscope in one hand, peered deeply into my slave’s throat, carefully positioning the needle before depressing the plunger. Fuckmeat was too scared to move, though I did hear her utter a low moan as the needle struck home.

	“That should do it,” the doctor said. “Have your slave try to speak,” he suggested a few moments later, after removing the rubber blocks.

	“Tell the doctor ‘thank you,’” I commanded. We both laughed as her mouth moved, but not a sound came out.

	“You won’t be talking for quite a while,” the physician said. “I’ve paralyzed your vocal cords with Botox. It’s not permanent, though…it should wear off in a few months.” Donna looked up, tears in her eyes.

	“It’s more convenient to keep them quiet, you know,” he commented, looking at me. “All the chatter, and then there’s the extra work of punishing them when they say anything out of line, like refusing an order. So, I know we had some preliminary talks, but have you decided exactly what you want done?”

	Donna – fuckmeat – knelt there silently while the doctor and I talked about what was going to happen to her, knowing she had no way of stopping it – or even expressing an opinion verbally.

	“The first thing I’d like is for her to have a set of huge tits – cow udders, if you will.”

	“Yes, you mentioned that,” he said, reaching down and pinching various parts of her body. “She does have a bit of flab, and hormones would probably help somewhat. We have a new procedure, almost like liposuction, where we remove fat cells from one part of the body and inject it into the breasts. Much less to worry about than implants, particularly if you’re going to continue abusing them. From the looks of her, I’d say we could easily get her to a 52DDD, maybe as large as a 56H. You should know that it’s difficult to find brassieres in those sizes, and they tend to be expensive. Walking with the additional weight will be difficult, and may cause considerable back strain.”

	“Not to worry, she won’t be wearing bras anymore…nor much of anything else. And I don’t really care if her back hurts. Besides, she’s going to be crawling most of the time anyway.” I looked down at my kneeling slave, imagining what she’d look like with tits that would be so large her arms would bow outward at the sides and she’d never be able to see the ground. “And the other things we talked about?”

	“Well, I liked the idea of clitoral enlargement, but I’m concerned that she’ll get off just by walking around. I want to keep her in need, but without having her cum all the time.”

	“Oh, that’s easy,” the doctor laughed. “It takes some time, but we have a conditioned reflex program here. We’ll fix things so she can’t cum until she hears your voice tell her to, and as a side benefit, you’ll also be able to make her cum on command, whether she wants to or not.”

	We talked for about an hour, fuckmeat crying in enforced silence as we discussed the procedures that were going to be performed. I decided to have her teeth yanked out so I wouldn’t have to worry about her biting any more cocks. They’d also do an experimental form of gastric bypass surgery, making her stomach 25% the size of the patients who normally have the procedure, and resulting in her eating nothing but a bland paste diet for the rest of her life. A few snips on her leg tendons and her feet would be forced into a permanent tiptoe position, requiring her to wear nothing with less than a six inch heel or risk toppling over. Laser surgery on her eyes would reduce her vision to well below legally blind, making anything more than three feet away an indistinct blur. And finally – and this was the one that caused her to break – removing her uterus altogether would not only solve the problem of unwanted pregnancy (I had no desire to breed her, even though she was still fertile), but also those messy menstrual cycles. Injected hormones would replace those that now-unnecessary organ had previously provided. Fuckmeat just collapsed in a heap on the floor when that was discussed.

	The entire process should take between four and six months, the doctor explained, during which time fuckmeat would need to remain in the clinic. Her living accommodations would be one of the cages we saw coming in, but her days would be much more than laying around waiting for another operation. No, the doctor explained as he strapped fuckmeat into the examination table, there would be much more. When not actually in recovery, she’d be expected to perform tasks suitable to her station in life, including scrubbing floors, providing tongue baths to other patients, and learning how to truly fuck and suck. It would all be expensive, he said, but there were ways to recoup at least some of the money. This piqued my interest, so I asked him to explain.

	“Well, there’s always folks willing to pay for a quick piece of ass, or more,” he said. “For instance, on Wednesdays, the group home for mentally disturbed teens brings their clients here to get laid. It helps keep them under control, relaxes them, and they know that misbehavior means they don’t get their weekly fuck. We can also rent out our patients for anywhere from a few hours to a week or more. We have an exclusive list of clients, all of whom have been specially screened and are willing to pay exorbitant fees for a slave. We also use them as mannequins for a local tattoo and piercing school, but I see you’ve already marked your slave, so that probably wouldn’t be of much interest. Whatever fees we receive, we split with the slave’s owner. Now, yours isn’t much to look at, but we could probably get $5,000 a week rental fee; more if you’d allow events to be recorded.”

	“Allow? Hell, I insist on it!” I exclaimed. “Good. Then just sign here, and check the options you’d like us to consider,” he said, handing me a form. I looked it over and checked everything except snuff, dismemberment, and permanent physical harm. Signing it, I returned it to the doctor.

	“Well, that should take care of everything,” he said to me. “Would you care for one last fuck in her old body?”

	“Nah,” I said. “She’s too easy, not to mention loose. I can’t even feel it when I fuck her, and she gives crappy head. No thanks, I think I’ll go pick out a young teen from your rental area.”

	And, with that, I turned on my heels and walked out, leaving my former wife stretched out, naked, on the examination table with the doctor who was going to transform her into a living, breathing sex toy.
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Synopsis: The story of a Parole Officer, and why he loves his job. Note of caution: The racial slurs used in this story are for effect, and in no way reflect my personal beliefs or practices. If you don't have anything constructive to say about this piece of fiction, don't bother leaving your comments.

	The Best Job in the World  "Jinigga!" I bellowed, "Get your black ass in here, cunt!" My tall, big-titted house slave arrived moments later, dropping to her knees in front of me.

	 "I'm expecting a new one, either today or tomorrow. Get the room ready," I instructed.

	 "Yassuh, Massa," the former attorney Lucille Belle Hayworth, Esquire, responded. She no longer answered that name, of course; not since I'd changed it to Jinigga - a cross between jigaboo and nigger - a week after she'd been assigned to my case load.

	Understand, I'm not really a racist or anything; the name was intended only to degrade and humiliate her, and it wasn't as though I'd made her legally change it or anything. It was just what she was called now. As she turned to resume her duties, her naked ass peeked out from underneath the starched, frilly maid's uniform, the wiggle exaggerated by the six inch spiked heels I made her wear. As I watched, I couldn't think how fortuitous it had been for me to find employment as a Parole Officer. It was the best job in the world.

	 Margaret Bell Hayworth, Esquire, was just like so many others before her, a recently paroled felon assigned to my case load. With nearly 20 years seniority, I was a supervisory Parole Officer, and assigned clients to myself and my staff. My case load was about the same as everyone else's; a few less, because of my supervisory responsibilities, but there was one major difference. Many of the women coming out of prison are, to put it politely, not exactly beauty pageant material. Not all of mine were, either, but at least none of them were dogs. Most were fairly young - Jinigga, at 32, was the oldest - and all had relatively long sentences hanging over them. Most of all, though, they were susceptible to coercion and bordering on beautiful.

	 Most people can't understand the power a Parole Officer wields. With a single report - whether true or not - any of us can send a parolee back to prison, sometimes for the rest of his or her life. All one of us would have to say is our client missed an appointment, wasn't home during an after-hours home check, or was seen drinking a beer. When I thought there would be some noise about it, though, I simply tainted a uranalysis specimen or planted drugs on them so there would be hard "evidence.“

	What happened then was they'd not only have their parole violated, but new street charges as well.

	 Jinigga was a perfect example of how I worked it. A former attorney, she'd made parole after serving a little over two years of a ten year sentence for embezzlement. She'd been on my case load for about four years, with four to go. My state might parole them early, but ten years is ten years, whether in prison or on parole.

	 I can still remember the day Margaret Belle Hayworth, Esquire, strode confidently into my office. I'd already carefully read her case file - divorced, two girls, aged 10 and 14, BA from Stanford and law degree from USF. Corporate finances were her specialty, and what got her into trouble. Too greedy, got caught with her hand in the till.

	Disbarred as the result of her felony, of course. Although she appeared self-assured, her case file showed a different side. Two fights, for which she'd served a total of 18 days in segregation; nothing unusual there. The medical reports indicated both fights were one-sided, with she receiving the brunt of it. Her Case Manager had noted that she'd been bulldogged out of her commissary purchases several times, and may have been forced into sex with other inmates. Again, nothing unusual, except for her size and background. Lucille was somewhat of an Amazon, standing 6'1" tall and 160 pounds. She had dark ebony skin - little, if any Caucasian in her blood - and subtle facial features. She was also an athlete, captain of her university's women's Judo team, and a Tae Kwon Do instructor. She was large and had the ability to defend herself, but in prison, apparently chose to submit rather than fight. I hoped she'd do the same in this situation.

	 I'd timed her appointment so that she'd arrive about fifteen minutes before everyone else left for the weekend, then let her sit in the lobby for a half hour before using the intercom to call her in. Looking very professional and self-assured in her tailored suit, I saw through her facade the moment she strode into my office. Without a word, she nodded at me and sat down in the padded chair I kept for clients.

	 "I didn't tell you to sit down," I growled quietly, glaring at her until she stood. It was necessary to make that first impression. "Just stand and wait until I tell you otherwise.“

	 My latest parolee did as she was told, her eyes glaring at me while I feigned reading through her file. Of course, I'd already seen it, but she didn't need to know that. I smiled inwardly - not showing it, naturally - when my peripheral vision caught her hands shaking slightly, then saw that she'd lowered her eyes submissively. I let her stew for ten minutes - an eternity for her, I'm sure, before I set the file down. I leaned back in my padded chair and crossed my arms, glaring at her.

	 "Let's get one thing straight," I said, as I stood up. As tall as she was, I still dwarfed her.

	I was two full inches taller and a good 80 pounds heavier, mostly muscle. I could see she was intimidated. "I've never had much use for smart-assed lawyers, particularly smart-assed thieving lawyers. Or nigger lawyers at all, for that matter." She visibly recoiled when I said that word, anger flaring in her eyes. Oh, how I was going to enjoy taking this one down.

	 "I'm going to tell you - just once - how things are going to be. If you step out of line just once - hell, if I even think you're thinking about stepping out of line - and your black ass will be back in prison so fast you're head will spin. Not only that, but you'll never see those two little pickaninnies of yours again, I'll see to that. They won't be adopted by some well-meaning liberal white couple, either; they'll end up in the hands of some big- city pimp, who'll have them spreading their legs for anyone with two bucks to spend.

	You have no idea how easy something like that is to arrange, Ms. Convicted Felon Disbarred Attorney." Like I said, I'm really not a racist, but used those words simply for the shock effect. It worked, because I could see the tears clouding her eyes as her shoulders slumped in defeat.

	 "Please don't," she whimpered. "My daughters...“

	 "You know I'm perfectly capable of that, don't you?“

	 "Yes," she answered.

	 "Yes, what, cunt?" I demanded.

	 "Yes, I understand....sir?" she replied, more a question than a statement.

	 "I'm assuming you think yourself to be a good mother, who looks out for the best interests of her children, who makes sacrifices for them?“

	 "Yes, of course...sir," she answered.

	 "And a good mother would do anything to keep her daughters from becoming whores for some pimp, right?“

	 "Yes, sir," she whimpered again. "She would - that is, I would...I mean, I'll do anything you want, just don't hurt my babies.“

	 "Anything at all?" I inquired, raising an eyebrow.

	 "Yes, sir, anything. It doesn't matter what.“

	 "So if I told you to get on your knees and suck my cock right now or go back to jail, you'd do it, right?" She stared up at me, finally nodding slightly as tears filled her eyes.

	She finally realized that the horrors of prison life were only the beginning.

	 "Good. Now, for starters, you can drop that uppity New York nigger accent. From not on, it's not ‘yes, sir,' but ‘yassuh,' like a good house nigger." She stared at me, like she was going to start bawling again. "Do you understand, bitch?" I asked harshly.

	 "Yes, I...uh...Yassuh," she answered, a tone of defeat in her voice.

	 "Yassuh...what?" I prompted.

	 "Yassuh...uh...sir?“

	 "Try again, cunt. What would a good house nigger have said?“

	 "Uh...yassuh...Massa?“

	 "Give the darkie a watermelon!" I announced. "You're not as stupid as I thought, it would seem. So, let's see if you can follow some simple instructions. You know where the Starlite Lounge is downtown?“

	 "Yes...uh...yassuh, Massa.“

	 "Good. Be there at nine o'clock tonight, in your finest slutwear. You'll be...“

	 "Uh...pardon me...uh...Massa," she interrupted. "Slutwear?“

	 "You know, slutwear. Short skirt, low-cut top, fishnet stockings, heels, slutty makeup, no panties or bra. Like a slut looking for someone to fuck her brains out. If you don't have any appropriate clothing, go buy some.  You start your new job tonight as an erotic dancer. Get a girlfriend or someone to watch the brats, because you won't be coming home until morning. You using any form of birth control?“

	 "Uh...nosuh, Massa," she responded, sobbing.

	 "Well, that's up to you," I said, shrugging my shoulders. "Figure something out if you don't want to get knocked up, because my friends and I don't wear condoms. Nothing permanent though, because I might want to eventually breed you." I knew that would get to her, and I was right. She started bawling again.

	 "Oh, one more thing. I expect to fuck a hairless pussy tonight. It doesn't matter to me whether it's yours or one of your daughters', so you can either present me with yours or one of theirs. Let's see...the youngest is twelve, right? I like ‘em young, so I'll take her if you don't want to shave that twat of yours.“

	 "Y-y-yassuh, Massa. Please don't do that to my baby! She bawled, the tears flowing freely now.

	 "So, I think you'd better get your ass out of here and start getting ready for our date, shouldn't you?" I waited a moment, until reached for the doorknob, before continuing.

	"Oh, and bring some cash. You'll be paying for the room. It's $58 for the room, and an extra five if you want clean towels. Personally, I don't care whether there are any sheets or not, since I plan on cleaning myself off in your slutty mouth and kinky hair anyway.“

	 She ran out of the room crying, but I wasn't worried. It was after five, and everyone had made their Friday escape already. I'd seen this before; she might think of reporting our conversation, but it would just boil down to her word against mine. She'd capitulate, just like the rest. They always did. Oh, she might rebel, but I had a plan to head that off.

	 I didn't meet with her that night. Instead, I arranged for her to get to know - in the biblical sense - a few of my biker buddies.  They met up with her just a couple of blocks form her apartment, forcing her off the road and then pulling her out of the car. After roughing her up a bit - just on general principles - they dragged her into a nearby abandoned building and repeatedly raped her. By their account - she was so incoherent by the time it was over, she probably had no idea - she'd taken 41 loads of cum in the next 10 hours. They finished with her at 7:00 a.m., and dropped her off back at her now-undriveable car. It had been vandalized during the night - I had nothing to do with that, believe it or not - and now it was sitting on blocks, all four wheels, the stereo system and her purse containing her identification and money all gone. In her stupor, she didn't realize someone now had her name, address and the keys to her apartment.

	 Lucille stumbled back to her residence and found me waiting in her living room, casually sipping on a cup of coffee I'd made. Her children were nowhere to be found; I'd had them taken by Social Services because, as I stated in my summons, their mother was about to be arrested for absconding from parole.

	 "Well," I said, "It looks like you had a fun time last night. Too bad you didn't meet your Parole Officer like you were told; it's back to prison for you." I grabbed the abused woman's hands and pulled them behind her back, quickly slapping the handcuffs on.

	"I'll even bet your piss test comes back positive. What are you using, meth? Crack?

	Yeah, you look like a crack whore, I'll be that's what it was. You went out looking to score some crack, and traded your worn-out fuckhole for it, didn't you?“

	 "No, I..." she stammered before I cut her off.

	 "Stupid cunt!" I yelled, whipping her around by the arm and pushing my face to hers, spittle from my lips striking her. "Is that how you're supposed to address me?“

	 "I...uh...please...I'm sorry...it wasn't my fault...“

	 "Bullshit, cunt! It's never your fault, is it? All you fucking convicts are alike. ‘I'm innocent, I'm innocent!'"I screamed in a falsetto voice. "Bull-fucking-shit you are.

	Anyone can see what you've been off doing, all covered in cum. Shit, you don't even have the self-respect to...fuck, what if your kids had been home? What if I hadn't come here and found you gone, and called Social Services? Do you want them to see you coming home drenched in semen like this?“

	 "Oh, my God! Oh, my God! My babies!" she cried, tripping as she tried to run up the stairs.

	 "They're gone, cunt," I told her. "Just like I said. They're at Social Services, but as soon as you go back to prison, they're adopted. Hell, I even have someone lined up to take them. He likes young ones. White dicks being shoved up hairless black pussies sell well," I said almost casually.

	 "Please, no!" she screamed, falling to the floor and wrapping her arms around my ankles. "Please! I'll do anything!“

	 "Not only will you do anything," I said quietly, looking down at her with an evil smile on my face, "You'll do everything. Everything I say, without question, without hesitation.

	Otherwise, the brats get to learn all about fucking, first hand.“

	 "Yes, I'll do whatever you say," she sobbed, completely broken now.

	 "Are you forgetting something? How did I tell you yesterday to address me?“

	 "Uh...master?“

	 "Almost right, bitch. Let's hear it like a proper house nigger would say it, though.“

	 "Massa.“

	 "Say it again.“

	 "Massa“

	 "Tell me yes, properly, like a good nigger.“

	 "Uh...yassuh, Massa.“

	 "Your name is Jinigga. Tell me your name is Jinigga, in a good nigger voice.“

	 "Uh...I's Jinigga, Massa?“

	 "Excellent, Jinigga. And your two brats, their names are Jigglet and Nigglet. Tell me, like a good house nigger would, cunt, otherwise they get a visit from my friend.“

	 "Uh...my chillin's be Jigglet and Nigglet," she replied, sobbing now.

	 "Good, except your not to refer to yourself except by your new name. Try it again, bitch.“

	 "Jinniga's chillins be named Jigglet and Nigglet, Massa.“

	 "Very good," I said, patting her on the head. "Now strip off those clothes and go take a shower. Make sure your whore's cunt and asshole are completely clean, and brush your teeth. I'm not sure which of your holes I'm going to use, so get them all ready.“

	 So that's how I came to be in possession of my very own house nigger and my first full- time slave bitch. I've had quite a few others, but the only one I've bothered to keep – so far – is Jinniga.  My favorite parolees to mess with are the young mothers, particularly the single ones.

	My favorites are the young mothers. They not only fear going back to prison, but also having the little bastards they whelped being raised in foster care. Like one of my latest acquisitions, Lucille Cower.

	 "Juicy Lucy," as I've come to call her, is a petite 19 year old with a possible 26 years hanging over her head for being caught in a stolen car with a trunk load of marijuana.

	She claimed she didn't know and was just hitchhiking, but the jury didn't buy it. The judge was a friend of mine, so after she'd served two years, I suggested a reconsideration hearing, His Honor remanded the felon to my custody, knowing he'd have the opportunity to sample her wares for himself. Too bad for her, not so bad for me.

	 Anyway, Lucy is 5'6" tall, 128 pounds, with flame red hair, bright green eyes, and freckles all over her body. I know...I've seen them, both in surveillance video taken when she was strip searched, and in person. With her hair in pigtails, wearing knee socks and a short dress, she reminded me of one of those haughty high school cheerleaders ho never even knew I existed.  Very cute. Nice, firm knockers with large nipples that easily harden. She used to have a curly little bush, but I don't allow any of my female parolees to keep that part of their anatomy covered with hair.

	 I still remember the day Lucy showed up in my office to check in for the first time. While she stood silently in front of my desk, I feigned reviewing her file, looking up occasionally and making little "tsk" sounds. I'd already studied the file at length, and had decided well before she arrived that she was going to make a nice addition to my stable. Otherwise, she wouldn't have been on my case load.

	 "Hmmm," I commented, looking up at my new client. "Based on your crime and risk factors, I'm surprised you made parole at all, Lucy" She cringed...I already knew she hated that name. "So, we're going to put you on an electronic leash, of sorts. I'm sure you're familiar with ankle bracelets; I see you wore one while you were out on bond, before your trial.“

	 "Yes, sir," she answered meekly, AI know what that is. I promise, though, that I won't run. My baby...“

	 "Yes, your baby," I interrupted. "We'll get to him in a moment, But first, please take off your shoe and sock, and roll up your pant leg so I can appl the ankle restraint. You can rest your foot on the chair," I said, motioning to the plain wooden chair sitting in the corner.

	 She did as I asked, and what a cute little footsie it was. The skin on her leg was smooth and hairless, her toes carefully painted an alluring gloss pink. I made a mental note to keep her in pink, because that particular shade looked so sexy on her. I locked the device in place, and activated it.

	 "This one is a little different that what you wore at county," I informed her. "This one has GPS tracking, so I can tell exactly where you are at any time of the day or night, just by logging on to my laptop computer. The anti-tamper device is a little different, too. If the strap is broken, it will not only tell me that you're trying to remove it, but you will receive a high-voltage, low amperage shock. Not enough to kill you, but enough to render you unconscious." Pressing a button on my computer, I watched while my client's body spasmed in a tonic-clonic episode.

	 "That was fifty percent," I told her after five seconds. "You try to take it off, you get 100 percent until the system realizes you're unconscious, and you keep getting zapped every time you wake up. Understand?“

	 "Y-y-yes, s-s-sir," she mumbled, her body covered with sweat. What I didn't tell her was that she'd get much more than a shock if she attempted to tamper with the device. A small reservoir contained a lethal dose of medicinal quality heroin, which would be injected via a spring-loaded needle. She'd be dead of an apparent overdose before she could fathom what had happened.

	 "Now, as to the second issue...your baby. The one you delivered while shackled to your bed at County General. Your jail baby, the one who was inside that big belly you the day you were arrested. You want to get your baby back from foster care, and you can't do that if you go back to prison, correct?“

	 "Yes, sir," she once again answered.

	 "Then you'll do whatever I tell you to do. Otherwise, you go to back dykeville for another 24 years, and lose your little brat forever. He'll be sent to some orphanage, or maybe some well-meaning Christian couple will raise him as their own, never telling him that his mother was a felon. Or maybe not. I could arrange for him to be told the truth at, say, fourteen years of age. That'd probably really mess up his head. But you don't want that, do you? You want to raise him yourself, right? So tell me what you're going to do.“

	 "Whatever you tell me, sir," she hoarsely replied.

	 "Anything at all to keep your brat?“

	 "Anything, sir," she warily answered, rightly believing she wouldn't like where this was going.

	 "Good. So, from now on until your probation is over or you go back to prison, whichever comes first, you belong to me. Lock, stock, body and soul. You do what I tell you to do, when I tell you to do it.  No matter what. You're going to be my willing, obedient little slut and whore. You'll fuck when, where, who and how I say. You'll be the best little slutty whore ever, because the result of anything less than perfect obedience is prison and the loss of your dear baby. Understand me, bitch?“

	 "Y-y-y-yes, sir," she whispered, barely audible.

	 "Good. So we understand each other. Now, time for your first test. You fail, you go back to prison this afternoon. Time for me to inspect the merchandise, so stand up and strip," I commanded. She hesitated. They always do. So I zapped her. She fell to the floor as a ten second jolt coursed through her body.

	 "That was seventy-five percent, Lucy. Now, get up off the damned floor and get those fucking clothes off so I can see that whore body of yours!“

	 This time she did as I commanded, sobbing from the humiliation and knowledge of what was to come. I made her stand there, naked, her legs spread and her hands clasped behind her head, while I inspected her body. I squeezed her young tits, pinched and twisted her nipples to see how large and hard they'd get. I made her hold her mouth open so I could look inside, as though I was inspecting a horse for purchase. I spread her ass cheeks and peered at her wrinkled brown hole. And, finally, I worked my hand up and down her hair-covered slit, feeling her wetness before I jammed two fingers inside her, causing her to flinch but not break position.

	 "You'll do, Juicy Lucy," I announced, bestowing her with her name. "That's your name from now on. Juicy Lucy. Say it.“

	 "Ju-ju-juicy L-l-l-lucy, sir," she answered.

	 "Now, for the rules. First, you go get a cell phone. Make sure you get a plan with plenty of minutes, because you're going to need them. Second, as soon as you get home, you go shave that bush of yours. Third, no more panties or bras for you, unless I give them to you. Finally, from now on, you wear nothing but short dresses and heels. Anything that covers more than the top four inches of your thighs is too long, and no shoes that don't have a heel at least four inches high. Stockings and garter belts all the time, except in the shower, even when you go to bed. Except for that, you sleep naked. In fact, whenever you're home alone, you're to be naked. Keep your cell phone with you, and turned on, at all times. If I call and you don't answer, you get zapped. Whenever your phone rings, you answer it by the third ring, saying, ‘This is Juicy Lucy, how many I serve you, sir?' Now, you say it.“

	 "This is Juicy Lucy. How may I serve you, sir?" she sobbed. She'd still try to escape, but just once, I knew. I'd been through this before.

	 "Well, Juicy Lucy," I grinned sadistically, "The first thing you can do is get down on your knees, get that slut mouth open and start sucking my cock.“

	 She was an adequate little cock sucker, but she had a lot of work to do if she was going to earn me any real money. Not to worry, she'd get the practice she needed and would soon be an expert, I thought, as I grabbed her ears and forced my cock down her throat.

	She gagged and sputtered, and when my cum spewed out of the corners of her mouth, I slapped her on the side of the head, knocking her naked ass to the ground.

	 "Never, never spit out any cum you're given, slut!" I yelled. "When a man decides your mouth is nice enough to cum in, you hold it until you're told to swallow. Now, get your ass out of here, get that phone and call me back within the next two hours with your number, or you'll be back in prison in time for dinner.“

	 She scrambled to her feet, grabbing the clothes scattered across the floor.

	 "You can wear the pants and shirt, Juicy, but that's it. No panties or bras, because I haven't provided you with any, and as punishment for not wearing a skirt, you go barefoot. Go home, get a short skirt or dress on, and a pair of sandals, then go get your phone. Call me when you have it.“

	 I watched her glare at me as she pulled her clothes on, leaving her undergarments, shoes and socks in the middle of my office floor. Once she left, I picked them up and stuck them in my desk drawer, figuring I might have a use for them later. Checking my watch, I saw that it was time to close up for the day. Maybe some home visits tomorrow, I thought to myself.

	 When I arrived home, I was met at the door by my statuesque negress wearing nothing but a leather collar and stilettos. She greeted me by opening the door and kneeling while I took off my coat. In the four years since I'd owned her, my house slave had turned into quite the submissive.       "Hello, Jinigga," I said. AI presume my dinner is ready?“

	 "Yassuh, Massa," the Ivy-league, former Wall Street attorney said in her best house nigger accent. "Jinniga fixed Massa's supper jes' lak Massa said, suh.“

	 "Well, if it's any good, maybe I'll let you eat tonight." She hadn't been permitted to eat dinner the night before, and that was always her only meal of the day. She was overweight when she came to me as a new parolee, but now you could clearly see the ribs showing. She had access to food, but the surveillance cameras throughout the house recorded her every move. She knew if she was caught eating without permission, she'd be punished by a beating, followed by a week of hunger.

	 "Massa, Jinniga needs to go pee from her nigger slit, please, Massa," she half-asked, using one of only three phrases she was permitted to utter without permission. The others were to ask permission to speak, and to shit.

	 "Fine," I answered. "Go get your bowl.“

	 Jinniga scampered out to the back porch, returning with her combination food bowl / water bowl / toilet. My slave nigger used the same bowl to piss, shit, eat and drink with, and she was permitted to wash it out just once a week. I watched her set the bowl down, then squat over it with her knees spread widely.

	 "Massa, may Jinniga piss from her nigger slit now, Massa?" she asked, still embarrassed after four years of slavery to be begging permission to use her toilet.

	 "Maybe in a minute. Why don't you put on a show for me? Stay like that, and show me how a nigger slut plays with her fuck hole? One hand between your legs, the other on your tits.“

	 "Yassuh, Massa, A my slave responded dejectedly, knowing I'd stop her just before she was about to cum. Her left index finger flitted over her clitoris, causing little shivers of pleasure to course over her body, while her right hand was busy kneading her dark, largish knockers. I sat quietly, eating my dinner, while the bitch worked herself into a frenzy.

	 "Stop!" I commanded, seeing that she was near orgasm. "You may now piss, but make it quick. Any splatters and you'll be licking them up.“

	 "Yassuh, Massa. Thank you, Massa," the girl replied automatically, moving her hand from her crotch and releasing her full bladder into the bowl. When she was done, she returned to her knees, the urine-filled bowl in front of her. I gave fleeting thought to having her lap it like a dog, but decided not to. I wasn't angry at her, and usually left things like that as punishment. I told her to go take her bowl outside and empty it.

	 I was finished with my meal by the time she returned, so I snapped a short leash to her collar and began inspecting the house. Jinniga crawled behind me, moving to a squatting position every time I stopped. She was not allowed to rest on her hands and knees. I was pleased with her work today, but still needed to review the surveillance tapes. My clothes were freshly washed and put away, the sheets on my bed changed, and the house thoroughly dusted. Yes, Jinniga would get dinner today.

	 As I was scraping the remains of my meal into Jinniga's dish, my phone rang.

	 "Hello?" I answered.

	 "Sir, this is Juicy Lucy. How may I serve you?" my latest slut replied.

	 "Very good, Lucy," I said, looking at my watch. "Fifteen minutes to spare. Now, go find yourself a skirt so short that your ass cheeks peek out from under it. A matching halter top. If you can't find one, a bikini top. Everything pink. Garter belt, fishnet stockings and sandals with heels at least five inches high. Do your nails the same color as your toes. Lipstick, same shade. Pigtails, lots of makeup, like a high school kid trying to look like a slut. Got it?“

	 "Yes, sir, but...“

	 "No buts," I interrupted. "Four hours." I gave her my address and told her not to be late. She had no car, I knew, but the bus stop was only a mile away.

	 "Sir, please...I beg you...“

	 "What is it, slut?" I asked impatiently.

	 "Sir, my older son, Sir..I have no one to care for him.“

	 "Fine. Bring him along. It's time he learn how his mother makes her living, on her knees. Maybe I'll have your little bastard suck my cum from your holes after I fuck you.“

	With that, I slammed the phone down. Shit. My desire was gone...for now. I'd have to remember to take it out on the bitch's ass later.

	 "Okay, Jinniga, after you eat your dinner, you may bathe, and then use your vibrator to get yourself off. I won't be using you tonight.“

	 "Yassuh, Massa," my house nigger replied, disappointed that she wouldn't be fucked, but excited that she'd been given permission to cum. I seldom let her orgasm when I fucked her.  I absented-mindedly watched my house nigger lay in her corner on the living room floor and play with herself, not stopping her after her first or even second orgasm. I didn't really care how many times she came tonight, because I had no plans to fuck her. Like most women, she was a much better piece of ass when she'd been denied, and I'd already decided this would be her last chance for the next month or so. Might as well let her get her jollies now, since I was going to keep her in need for a while.

	 Three and a half hours had gone by when my doorbell rang. My new slut was early.

	Well, she'd learn the meaning of punctuality. When I said four hours, I didn't mean three hours and fifty nine minutes, or four hours and one minute, I meant exactly four hours. She would just have to wait, but I did turn the porch light on so she'd know I was home. Fifteen minutes went by before I sent my nigger out to give her a message. She held the door open while she spoke, her naked body clearly visible in the bright light to anyone who might drive by.

	 "Massa says you to strip dem cloves off an' wait on yo' knees, bitch. You put dem cloves in de mailbox slot, cept'n fo' yo shoes. Y'all waits fo' Massa until he ready fo' you. You gotsta learn be on time, not early o' late." The door slammed in Lucy's face before she could respond.

	 "Very good, Jinniga," I complimented.

	 "Thank you, Massa," she replied. "Dat shore one fine lookin' white bitch. Is de Massa gwanna let his niggah have a crack at her, Massa?“

	 "Maybe later, Jinniga. Go back to your corner and leave me alone. Three more orgasms, no more, and off to bed.“

	 "Yassuh, Massa," my slave responded, smiling as she crawled back to her corner and splayed her legs, pointing her shaved cunt at me.

	  Yes, being a Parole Officer was the best job in the world.
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Synopsis: A professional woman discovers that fantasy and reality are not at all the same when she offers herself as "property" to be sold at her favorite charity's annual fund raising event.

	The Charity Auction Chapter 1  She read glanced over the letter again, for the fifth time tonight. A rather innocuous letter, really. From a local charity, confirming her entry in their annual fund raiser. Sure, she'd been to these things before...was even involved in the planning for last year's event...one of those bachelor auction things, where the women all gawk and whistle as local celebrities and businessmen were "auctioned" for their services. You know, be her date...cook a gourmet meal, wash the car, that kind of thing. This year, the board thought that roles should be reversed, and she was asked if she would mind terribly if they listed her as one of the "items" to be sold.

	She giggled aloud, wondering if the directors knew how long she'd had slave fantasies, or how vivid they were. Many were the nights she lay in bed, making love to herself, imagining that her Master was ordering her to pleasure herself while he watched, teasing her by making her stop before she came, then having her start up again, having the orders repeated again and again, until the bed below her was saturated with her juices. Making her sleep with her ankles tied to the corners of the bed, gagged with her own soiled panties. Ordering her to wear her own cunt drool as perfume, and forbidding her to bathe. Doing the household chores naked, often on her knees, and sneaking outside when she had to piss. Going to work with the word "SLAVE" boldly written in red marker above her shaved genitals. Shopping at the supermarket wearing only a cotton dress and sandals, no underwear, with lewd comments written on her bell, tits and ass. All these things she had done, and more, but only alone...never with a real Master controlling her.  Cheryl really wanted to be a slave, to be commanded by her Master to do these things, if just for the weekend. To be forced to spread her legs for Him, or kneel while He ravished her as-yet unused back door. To clean him afterwards, using nothing but her tongue and mouth, tasting her own cunt and ass. She knew this wasn't what the directors had in mind when they set this slave auction thing up, though. Most of the "slaves" would be bought by their husbands or boyfriends, and she doubted that any of them had the dark desires she felt. To them, it was just a cutsie way of raising funds.

	Well, simple fund raiser or not, she was going to push things to the limit.

	She smiled as she took the outfit she'd bought especially for tonight down off the hanger. The tiny black bra that exposed more of her smallish, firm breasts than it hid, her areolae obscured by the satin, the rest of her globes covered only by thin, translucent lace. Matching g-string panties barely covering her silky smooth, shaven slit, little more than a piece of floss behind, leaving her ass cheeks completely bare.  The matching lace baby doll didn't cover much more, tied just above the navel and barely covering the top of her ass cheeks when she stood.  Black 4" strap heels to accentuate the athletic legs that attracted so much attention. . Ah...almost forgot...gold chain necklace...wrap it around the ankle few times. Matching choker...yes, she thought, but black lace to match the outfit, or gold chain?  She posed seductively in the mirror, comparing both before deciding on the chain. Perfect. Time to go. Grab a full- length leather coat on the way out...don't want to get stopped by some cop, after all.

	Well, maybe being stopped would turn out to be fun, but not tonight. Other, more important things to do.

	It was a short drive to the old theater where the event was being held, but the warmth she felt wasn't just from the summer air. Leather was always a turn-on for Cheryl, and the smell of her own building need combined with that of her coat to fill the car with a distinctive mix of scents. One finger traced its way along her inner thigh while she drove, her mind filled with thoughts. Driving through a seedier part of town, she slowed as a pimp slapped one of his scantily-dressed bitches, wondering how it would feel like to be used like that, to be forced to take any man in any hole he desired, providing he had the money. Her thoughts wandered, the car seemingly on autopilot. Arriving at her destination, the cars in the parking lot attested to the full house in attendance. Good, she though...I hope we can make some real money for the charity...as well has have some fun. The letter said to enter through the stage door, so she pulled the shiny white BMW around back, parked, and carefully stepped her way though the accumulation of trash and refuse that had collected behind the building. She started to reminisce; all the times she came here as a little girl, when it was still a place where families listened to concerts and watched school plays...where she stood so many years ago, on the stage, giving her class commencement speech when she graduated from high school. She stifled another giggle...my, how things have changed, she thought...but how much they have stayed the same...I wonder what my old principal would say if he were still around?

	Shaking her head as if to clear her mind, she stepped towards the open door and into the theater. Check-in went smoothly...tell the man holding the clipboard her name...he checks...number 14. Hands him her purse, with the keys to her car in it...and the coat...smiles as he leers at her...watching while he puts everything in a box and seals it up.

	"Your things will be safe. Nobody will open this except you," he says. "We figured this way you wouldn't have to worry about your belongings, and they'll be waiting for you on Sunday night or Monday morning, depending on when you decide to come back.

	Waiting room is over there," he points.

	She nods rather uninterestedly. Sure. Okay. No problem. She knew the routine...it was the same one she helped plan last year. She walks down the hall to what once must have been a star's dressing room. The years had been as harsh on it as on the rest of the theater. The bare wood floor virtually screamed for refinishing; the cracked wall- length mirror over the makeup table spoke to the lack of general maintenance. Glares from the other women greet her...she lowers her eyes, embarrassed, and sits in one of the metal folding chairs lining the wall, alone, furthest from the other women. She knew she was probably going to be the least dressed...but all these women are wearing formals, as though going to their high school proms! She thought she was going to die of embarrassment...but at the same time...felt herself becoming excited. God, she hoped nobody could see how wet her panties were! She steals a glace at the others...they are all staring at her...some look angry, others amused. She begins to wonder if this was the right thing to do, but right or not, she realizes it's what she needs.

	One by one, the other women are called by number, until Cheryl is next. She sits, trembling, wondering who is out there...who will see her dressed like this? She nearly has to be helped out of the chair when it's her turn, she's trembling so badly. She followed her escort, but it was more like an out-of-body experience, like her legs were on autopilot, working without her brain telling them.

	The stage curtains were closed, and on her side of them was a small stand, perhaps two feet tall. Her escort took her hand and held while she stepped up, then nodded towards the side of the stage. Suddenly, Cheryl heard the public address system microphone turn on, flinching at the popping sound.

	"Our next piece of merchandise is Number 14."

	The curtains opened with a jerk, a spotlight from the stage pit both illuminating and blinding her. She couldn't see how many people were present, nor who they were. From the gasps coming from the crowd, though, she knew she'd made quite an impression on them.
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	Cheryl was so absorbed in her own thoughts, standing on the stage clad in an outfit that revealed more than she hid, that she was almost unaware of what was happening around her. The heat from the stage lights caused little rivulets of perspiration to form on her skin. She squinted against the bright spotlight, hoping to see something of the audience, but to no avail.

	"Ladies and gentlemen, as you can see, Number 14, while not exactly 'dressed for success,' is certainly in appropriate attire for tonight. A sweet piece of slave meat, she is college-educated with an advanced degree, single and 32 years old. Her measurements are 35-24-34, 5'10" and 138 pounds. She is a long-time contributor to the theater and has attended several annual slave auctions, but this is her first time in this capacity. Perhaps we have one of her former slave boys out there who would be willing to purchase her?"  She felt someone prod her slightly, asking her to turn around slowly so the audience could get a good look at her. As she turned, she started to lose her balance on the tiny stand, the man asking her to turn caught her, his hand sliding between her legs and pulling her back up. As she fell, one of her breasts popped out from her bra. She heard a chorus of cheers from the mostly male audience, started to fix the bra...then decided what the hell. She stepped back up on the stand, proudly pushing her chest forward for all to see. She was proud of her breasts...lush and soft, yet still firm...she could feel her nipples harden...closed her eyes for a moment and began stroking her sides. It was like nobody existed except for her. She felt herself becoming wetter and wetter. Could the auctioneer standing next to her smell her need, she wondered, getting even hornier at that thought.

	"What am I bid for this exquisite creature?," the auctioneer asked, and the bidding began. Voices called out in response to the ever-increasing price, but Cheryl heard nothing but unintelligible noise. Her mind was overwhelmed by everything that was going on, her juices filling her already soaked panties. She was snapped out of her reverie by a soft hand on her shoulder.

	"Come on," he said, "let's make room for the next one."

	She was led backstage again, only this time to a different room. Smaller, with no furniture; unoccupied except for her. Her escort locked the door behind her, chuckling as he remembered where his hands grabbed when she fell. This one's "owner" was going to get more than just a back rub, he thought, smelling the moisture on his hand. What a hot one that one was! Cheryl slipped out of her shoes and anxiously paced the floor of the small room, starting to panic with second thoughts of what she'd done. She was a successful, professional woman...what the hell had she gotten herself into here? Christ, she didn't even know who had "bought" her.

	Oh, God...one of the guys at work? A client? One of the judges, or even worse, a court clerk or one of the firm's lowly law clerks? She'd purposely not told anyone about this, though, and it was doubtful any of her colleagues would have known about it. They...particularly the male ones...thought she was to haughty...stuck up...little Miss Perfect...but she knew what they really called her..."The Bitch." Not to her face, of course...but that was because they are all cowards, she thought to herself. She was the best attorney in the firm; she knew it and so did they. They were just jealous.

	Suddenly, the door flew open. She reached down to pick up her shoes, but the person at the door said to leave them on the floor...and to kneel. Oh, shit, Cheryl thought...this guy really wants to play this game. Too scared to do anything but obey, she dropped to her knees and, following his next command, closed her eyes. A black hood was placed over her head...she nearly swooned at the smell of leather, and the felt a leather collar going around her heck. She nearly peed on herself when he felt the padlock being snapped onto the hasp, locking it in place. "Crawl," her new Master said. "I'll tell you where to turn."

	She felt him tug on the leash he'd attached to the collar, and she responded to this unspoken command by moving on all fours to the door. He guided her down the hall, out the back door and past her own silently parked car. The tiny pieces of gravel in the parking lot cut into Cheryl's palms and knees, but she was too absorbed in her own emotions to notice. She felt a tug on her leash, and stopped short.

	"Based on the way you dressed for tonight, and the way you acted on stage, Cheryl, I must assume you are willing to do more than simply clean my house or cook my dinner, aren't you?" he asked. His voice sounded vaguely familiar to her...where had she heard it before? A hand crashing down on her exposed ass brought her out of her thoughts...reminding her that she had been asked a question.

	"Uh, yes," she replied softly. The hand crashed down again, this time hard enough to cause her to let out a little yelp of pain.

	"Properly," he said. "Try it again...properly. Remember who I am to you."

	"Yes, Master?" she answered. She was rewarded with a little pat on her already reddening posterior.

	"You want to be used, to be degraded like the slut you know you are, don't you?" he asked. Cheryl hesitated only slightly before lowering her head in shame.

	"Yes, Master," she whispered. "Very good, Cheryl. You may have some potential after all," he commented. "Do not move," the voice commanded. "Kneel up and put your hands behind your back." A pair of handcuffs was quickly snapped on her wrists, and leg restraints similiarly applied to her ankles. "Stay," he commanded, and she heard the sound of his footsteps moving away.

	Cheryl began to panic...where was he going? He's leaving me here alone...like this?

	Oh, God...can anyone see me? What if someone comes by? Oh, God...Oh, God. Time seemed to stand still for Cheryl as she knelt, virtually naked and completely defenseless, in the dirty, filth-strewn parking lot. How long had it been? Ten minutes?

	An hour? All she knew was that she was scared...frightened...and how her knees ached. She longed to stand...but knew that her "Master" would disapproved. Funny how she felt when she started thinking about him...her "Master." Strange...exciting to think of herself as being owned by someone...if only for the weekend. Then it hit her...how did he know her name?
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	Unable to see though the hood, her only hopes were that she was in a darkened area and nobody would find her. A successful attorney with her own practice, she could not afford a scandal...her clientele consisted primarily of conservative businessmen who would certainly go elsewhere if it were discovered that she enjoyed this sort of thing.

	The gravel dug into her knees as a wet mist rolled in. The moisture in the air and a slight breeze combined to harden her nipples...she had always been proud of her firm breasts...and enjoyed the feeling of her often-erect nipples being clearly visible through her clothing...when she wasn't working, of course. At work, it was always conservative business suits...wool jackets and mid-length skirts...but at home...God, how she hated putting on airs of superiority and having to wear those damnable conservative costumes. She even hated the cutoffs and tee shirt she normally wore in the garden. What Cheryl really wanted was the freedom from society's norms that said she had to hide her body, to be able display it to anyone who wanted to see it. There's nothing wrong with anyone's body, she thought to herself. Hell, everyone has one. But she knew it was more, much more, than simply nudity that she wanted...yes...much more.

	Cheryl was suddenly brought back to reality by the sound of automobile tire crunching across the loose gravel...was it her new "Master" or someone else? She became very scared...began trembling...who was it? A cop? Some pervert?  The vehicle stopped and the engine shut off, then she heard the opening and closing of a car door.

	She felt a hand on her head, and heard her "Master's" voice coo a soothing "Settle down, girl. You're going to be all right."

	Cheryl immediately relaxed, then as she felt his hands go between her legs, spread her knees apart for him. She was surprised at her own wetness...knowing that it most assuredly was not the foggy air that saturated the crotch of her panties. She felt him cut the waistband of the g-string, allowing it to fall off and exposing her hidden treasure to him. A thick thumb worked it's way slowly inside her...causing her to emit a low, deep moan...a guttural sound, something primal...a sound women have been making for eons. Her "master" chucked softly, removing his thumb and patting her softly on the rear.

	"That's a good girl," he said, as though speaking to a favorite pet.

	He made quick work of her skimpy bra, unhooking it, allowing her breasts to fall free and sway below her, like small water balloons. Completely naked now, Cheryl felt strangely comfortable. There was nothing to hide...no way she could hide anything from this man now.

	He took the panties in his hand and used it to blot up the juices dribbling down Cheryl's slit. She was not surprised when panties, sopping wet from her own cunt, were stuffed in her mouth and tied in place with the bra. She was no stranger to the taste of pussy...hers or someone else's...having often licked her own fingers while masturbating...and having had several trysts with other women while in college. This was different, though, she thought...and she didn't really understand why. Not only was she wet, she was getting wetter by the second. Even here, outdoors, she could smell her own need...or was that the odor of the wet panties in her mouth? Was it a taste or a smell? Cheryl couldn't tell, and before she could think about it further, found herself being lifted into the car.

	"Kneel on the floor like a good girl, Cheryl," he told her. Cheryl had assumed that he would keep one hand busy between her legs, but he didn't even touch her, not anywhere. Instead, he kept talking to her in a soothing tone, yet a tone designed to make her feel helpless and docile. He kept saying how long he'd been waiting to humiliate her, to use her for his pleasure. Cheryl knew she recognized the voice, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't place it. He told her of the pleasure she was going to give him...but not the manner in which this pleasure was going to be given...and the suspense caused Cheryl to become even more sexually aroused. Juices were quite literally dripping from between her splayed thighs. She lost all track of time in the car...it could have been fifteen minutes before he stopped, or it could have been two hours. Cheryl couldn't tell. The car did stop, however.

	As soon as the door opened, she was pulled from the car onto the ground and her handcuffs were removed, then fastened in front of her. Cheryl felt a tug on her leash, and immediately began crawling in the direction her Master apparently wanted her to.

	When the leash went slack, she stopped.

	"We're going to play a little game now, Cheryl," he informed her. "I'm going to lead you without the leash now. Start crawling again; you'll know when I want you to change directions."

	Cheryl obeyed, painful as it was to move herself across the asphalt driveway. She was certain she was bleeding, at least from her knees...and her hands didn't feel much better. Suddenly, a blinding pain coursed through her...a whip or wooden switch or something had struck her left ass cheek...HARD! She immediately turned to the right, then felt the same pain on the other cheek...and responded by turning left.  "Faster!“

	he yelled, as he struck her with an upward blow between her lewdly splayed legs.

	"Move faster, bitch!" He guided her onto the lush, manicured lawn, still wet from watering.

	Cheryl scrambled across the ground as fast as she could, responding to the blows which seemed to land as soon as she began to move to the previous one. She could do nothing to protect herself; the more quickly she responded, the sooner and harder the next blow would come. She sobbed behind her panty-filled mouth, tears streaming down her face from both the pain and humiliation. She felt herself strangely excited by both, however.  "Stop!" he commanded, landing a blow directly downward, splitting the crack of her ass cheeks. "Roll over!"

	Cheryl responded immediately, laying motionlessly, her heaving tits fully exposed to his view as she struggled to catch her breath. The damp turf was cold on her perspiration- covered back, causing her to shiver. He kicked her shackled legs apart, leering at her sopping wetness and blood-engorged clitoris peeking through her shaved labia. "Stay here and play with that wet cunt of yours until I get back," he ordered. "You're going to need to be stretched wide open if you're going to survive what I have planned for you!"
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	Cheryl's mind was working as fast as her fingers, trying desperately to remember where she knew that voice from. All she knew was that she DID know this person, but from where? She finally decided that it didn't matter, though. She was at his mercy; his slave for the weekend, and there wasn't anything she could do...or wanted to do...about it anyway.

	The wet grass felt soft on her back as she used one hand to manipulate her already- throbbing clitoris while two, then three fingers of the other hand pistoned in and out.

	The moonlight glistened off the secretions coating her fingers, and she became aware of how wet she really was. Cheryl could feel not only the wetness on her fingers, but how it seemed to be literally oozing out and dripping down her lewdly splayed thighs.

	She hoped that her new Master would soon use her for his pleasure, because she knew that any sort of touch would cause her to explode in ecstasy.

	Cheryl was so engrossed in her own thoughts that she didn't realize her Master had returned until she felt him grasp her wrists. The handcuffs were removed, replaced with softer, leather restraint. These were, in turn, clipped to the collar around her neck, leaving her naked body totally defenseless. She continued lay quietly as the leg irons were also removed, replaced by a spreader bar which stretched her thighs to their very limit, causing her cramped muscles to scream in pain. "Go ahead and struggle, Cheryl," his soft voice said. "It won't do you any good. You belong to me, and I'm going to use you for my enjoyment. But first, I want to explore my little piece of slave meat." Every muscle in Cheryl's body tensed when he touched her.

	First, behind her ear, then slowly drawing a circle down her neck, to the soft skin of her full breasts. Teasing the nipples, never giving them any more than a soft brush, he played with her breasts for a few minutes, grinning as she moaned in heated response.

	His hands moved softly down her abdomen, past her navel and outward to her hips, touching ever so lightly. Placing the fingers of each hand on her hips, he began rocking his thumbs over her inner thighs, massaging her pubic mound. Cheryl thrust her hips upward, fighting against the bonds that kept her from meeting him, knowing that she would cum soon whether he wanted her to or not. She was simply not going to be able to control herself.

	"NO!" he yelled, simultaneously striking her bare belly with the riding crop he'd brought back with him. "YOU - WILL - NOT - CUM - WITH - OUT - PER - MIS - SION !" he screamed, accentuating each syllable with a separate blow. "DO - YOU - UN - DER - STAND ?"

	He delighted in the way Cheryl's body lurched each time he flailed her, and how rapidly her tits became swollen and red from the blows. He was definitely going to have fun training this one. While Cheryl lay on the ground sobbing, he rolled her over onto her knees, pushing the side of her face into the damp grass.

	"If you cum, I will beat you. You are not allowed to cum without your Master's permission!" he commanded, releasing his grip and moving behind her. The moisture between her thighs was clearly visible as knelt on the ground behind her and quickly slid his cock fully into her sopping hole. Cheryl willingly gave her body to her Master, hoping upon hope that he could cum before she was unable to help herself. Fortunately for Cheryl, his excitement had been building since before the auction, and in moments, he shot his first load inside her. His semen dripped from her lewdly splayed thighs, the cunt lips stretched and open, twitching as though gasping for air. He wiped himself off in the crevasse of her ass cheeks.

	 "This is Position 1," he advised as he unshackled her ankles and wrists, "On your knees, legs spread so everyone can see what a whore you are, face on the ground.

	You will assume this position whenever greeting me, and upon entering any room in which any of your betters are present. That means everyone, slut, because you are the lowest form of life on earth right now. If there is a dog in the room, you'd better assume this position and show him your submissiveness.. You'll be taught other positions as we progress. For now, I simply want you to come with me. Don't bother standing. From now on, you'll be on your knees unless I tell you otherwise. I will explain the other rules later.

	Now, crawl!"

	With that, he grabbed a clump of Cheryl's hair in his hand and virtually drug her across the grass, onto the asphalt drive and to the front of the house. Cheryl could feel the skin on her already bruised knees being abraded by the hard surface as she stumbled to keep up, and began to wonder once again if being in this auction was really a good thing to do.

	 Charity Auction Chapter 5 Cheryl knelt silently on the floor, almost luxuriating in the feel of the soft, plush carpet beneath her scrapped hands and knees. The crackle of the fireplace behind her lent a sense of calm; the heat radiating from the fire warmed her wet, shivering body. She began to take note of her surroundings; the unique smell of leather furniture, the muffled sounds, the rich carpet, all combined to give her a sense of calm. Still hooded, she could rely only on her senses of touch, hearing and smell. Had she been able to see, she would not have been nearly so calm.

	The room she was occupying was large, encompassing an area of several hundred square feet. The carpet she felt beneath her was a raised pedestal of sorts, a structure not unlike a stage, raised four feet above the main floor and brightly illuminated from all sides. Along the hardwood walls were hung a variety of implements of pleasure and cruelty; chains and whips, clamps and plugs, and other items that Cheryl would not be able to identify even if she did have the ability to see...but items which she was to soon become intimately familiar with. Overhead, video cameras whirred silently, recording from several angles everything on the stage. Most frightening to her, though, would have been knowledge of the figures seated at the tables scattered throughout the room.. Her watchers had all been warned to remain completely silent in order to hide their presence from the slave until the proper moment. It was a room designed specifically for her degradation, and the designer had been waiting patiently for the opportunity to use it. "Cheryl, I want you to sit with your knees spread as far as you can, and masturbate for me," the voice spoke again. "Don't touch your clit; I want you to work your fingers in and out of your cunt, but nothing more."

	Cheryl's hesitation was rewarded with an immediate correction in the form of the riding crop across her already welt-covered abdomen. Being inspired in this manner, she quickly scrambled to a sitting position. Her Master, realizing that both audience and camera would have a better view, had her move her legs rearward, until she was sitting painfully on the spreader bar. He smiled at the view of her gaping and swollen sex, visibly dripping with the juices of her sexual desire as she began to slowly pleasure herself.

	The audience watched silently, still unknown to Cheryl, while her Master occasionally gave her specific commands...to pinch and twist her nipples, to change hands, to lick her fingers, to play with her asshole...each command punctuated with a lash of the crop against the insides of her splayed thighs. Cheryl's need grew with each passing moment, with each new command, until she was finally told to stop.

	Holding her hands clasped behind her neck as ordered, Cheryl began to sense that there were others in the room. She wisely held position, however, while her Master stroked her cheek, calming her once again.

	"I'm going to make you cum now, Cheryl," he told her. "You will verbally announce your orgasm loudly, in whatever manner you choose. Once your orgasm begins, your hood will be removed. You will then open your eyes and continue to cum until I take my hand off your cunt. If you close your eyes, I will beat you, and you will not be permitted to cum again."

	Without waiting for a response, he shot his hand between her legs and firmly pushed the vibrator he was holding against her spread lips, smashing her swollen clit and abusing it even more.. Cheryl's much needed orgasm began immediately.

	"Oh, God!" she screamed, as her body thrashed in the throes of the most intense orgasm of her life.  At her first spasm, the hood was removed, and Cheryl found herself surrounded by an audience of neighbors, acquaintances, clients and business associates. Through her orgasmic cloud, she recognized the entire staff from her office. Humiliation burned through her, only causing the intensity of her climax to increase.

	Through the orgasm-induced haze, she realized that the person who "bought" her at the auction was obviously someone with detailed knowledge of her life. That realization became altogether too real as she looked up in shock at she writhed in the throes of the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced!

	 The Charity Auction Chapter 6

	"It's been a long time, hasn't it, Cheryl?" Cheryl's mind barely registered the face of Craig, her stepbrother, as he forced one orgasm after another from her abused body, until she finally and thankfully slipped into unconsciousness.

	When Cheryl finally awoke, she was aware of two things: pain and immobility. Trying to look at her surroundings, she discovered that she was inside a small cage suspended from the ceiling. Just large enough to contain her contorted body, it was constructed from a frame of heavy pipes, to which chain link fencing was attached on all six sides.

	Openings were set in several rather strategic places, allowing access to her body from outside. She lay on her back, knees doubled back so they were pressed against the roof of her prison, directly above her face. Her ankles were attached to the corners by steel cables, her hands bound painfully behind her back. She was being held absolutely immobile, totally vulnerable and completely exposed. She could feel pressure on her nipples, and looking down as much as her situation could allow, saw that fine steel wires running from her own ankles were tied tightly around them, pulling them outward and causing them to swell to an angry red color. "Ah, good," she heard Craig say. "Our little slut slave is awake. Now we can show her the real surprise."

	"Hello, bitch," a distantly familiar female voice whispered into Cheryl's ear. "I've been waiting a long time for this. Payback is going to be a mother fucker for you, but I'm going to enjoy every minute of it. You see, Cheryl, I've been following you for a long time. I found out that you were going to be at the auction, and I asked Craig to purchase you for me. You humiliated me, Cheryl...you ruined my life, and now I'm going to destroy you. I'm going to take away your life and your future, like you did mine, and turn you into the cheap, two cent whore you always were. I'm going to break you, bitch!"

	Cheryl shuddered as the sound of Donna's quiet voice brought back visions from the past. It was years earlier, when Cheryl was President of the sorority to which Donna, a nineteen year old Sophomore, was pledging. Inviting Donna to rush, it was never intended that she be admitted to the exclusive group; they just wanted to push her through the initiation to humiliate her. The sisters felt she was one of those stuck-up- my-family-is-rich bitches who needed to be taken down a notch. When Donna balked at one part of the initiation, the part where she was told she would be filmed while having have sex with her pledge mistress, Cheryl was the first one to help hold Donna down while a dozen brothers from the fraternity next door took turns with her. While Donna tried to press charges, the police could find no witnesses. Everyone who had been present swore that Donna was a willing participant. Completely humiliated, Donna left college soon thereafter, never to return...never to have the career she'd been dreaming of since childhood. She'd been beaten, never to have a meaningful relationship; always wondering what things might have been like. It weighed on Donna like a brick around her neck. Years of psychotherapy and counseling had done helped somewhat, but nothing could quench Donna's obsession with revenge...and now the time was at hand. Yes, there had been others involved, but Cheryl had been the instigator...and she'd already taken care of the men who had raped her...at least the ones she could find. That was just business, though...Donna was going to enjoy taking Cheryl apart, a piece at a time.

	"You belong to me. Everything you own belongs to me, and before this is over, you're going to make it legal. I'm going to break you, bitch. I'm going to fuck your life!" Donna screamed, scratching at Cheryl's helpless body. "You fucking bitch! You are going to wish you were dead and in Hell before I'm done with you!!!!"

	Craig quickly interceded, gently moving the sobbing Donna away and escorting her from the room before Cheryl received much more than a few bruises from the pummeling. The audience sat hushed, unsure of what to do. A few moments later, Craig returned and advised everyone that Donna would be fine; that this has been a long time coming, and she was having problems handling it at first. Then he turned to Cheryl.

	"Did you hear what Donna said about taking legal possession of everything you own, Cheryl?" he asked. "I have a General Power of Attorney here that you are going to sign, Cheryl. It appoints Donna as your representative for all legal and financial matters. You see, what you thought was going to be a weekend lark is going to end up lasting the rest of your life. Now, are you ready to sign?"

	Cheryl remained silent. Even when Craig cruelly twisted her nipple, she made no sound...only a single tear from her eye as she winced in pain.

	"Well, Donna was hoping you'd not give in. I feel very sorry for you, though, Cheryl.

	Even after the way you treated people, I feel sorry for you, for what is going to happen to you now. By the way, you won't be given another opportunity to sign until Monday morning."

	Without another word, Craig went to work according to a pre-arranged plan. First, he took a large ball gag and forced it into Cheryl's mouth, fastening it tightly behind her head. Next came nipple clips; not your ordinary clothes pin style, these were more like oversized electrical alligator clips with large, sharp teeth and a strong spring, designed to inflict unbearable pain. Cheryl's scream, though stifled by the gag, could be heard across the cavernous room. Next came the enema. While Cheryl had sometimes used enemas to a sexual high, she knew this one wasn't designed for her pleasure. The bag was custom made...a full six quarts...and she knew it was going to be painful. She was quite correct. Craig shoved the unlubricated, penis-shaped nozzle deep into her rectum, then hoisted the bag several feet above the top of the cage before releasing the clamp and allowing the ice water to rush into Cheryl's bowels.

	Cheryl's entire body lurched when the first wave entered her like an iron fist, causing immediate cramping. She instinctively tried to expel the intruder, but the plug would not budge. With her legs pressing against her chest, she could do nothing to relieve the pressure building up inside her. It felt as though her internal organs were being displaced to make room for her swelling intestines; it became difficult to breathe, and she began to break out in sweat. Cheryl felt as though her belly were going to burst wide open...and began actually hoping it would really happen.

	Finally, though, the bag was empty. Cheryl was not to find any relief, however, as Craig simply re-attached the hose clamp and walked away.  "Okay folks, that's it for tonight.

	You're all invited back tomorrow morning when we'll take the plug out and let everyone fuck her." Cheryl barely heard the words as she passed out in pain.
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	What followed for Cheryl was a night of total agony, as her bowels strained to no avail against the hard latex intruder. She kept slipping in and out of consciousness, awakening to a sharp, spasmodic pain in her abdomen or rectum, then slipping back into darkness as her body's only defense mechanism against the unbelievable agony - unconsciousness - took hold.  Each time Cheryl regained consciousness, she was greeted by the grotesquely obscene view of herself in the mirrored ceiling. The cameras continued to silently record everything for posterity, taping every movement, every soft whimper Cheryl was able to emit from her tightly plugged mouth. In another room of the house, Craig and Donna made loud, passionate love, while the bank of monitors displayed Cheryl's feeble movements. Craig and Donna had been lovers for several years. It started as part of Donna's desire for revenge...a way to discover the most secret and intimate details of Cheryl's life...but now it was much more than that. They were finding that they had much, much more in common than simply the desire to break Cheryl, to cause her as much physical and emotional pain as possible. And, of course, there was their silent partner, who had agreed to this scheme and helped by providing the facilities necessary to completely subjugate her hated tormenter. Cheryl barely noticed several hours later when the phallic-shaped nozzle was unceremoniously yanked from her asshole, tearing the swollen membranes on its way out. The pressure in her bowels immediately relieved itself as filth spewed over her body like carbonated beverage shot from a shaken bottle. Vaguely aware of the relief in her abdomen, Cheryl moaned quietly. She slowly became once again aware of her surroundings, and the other pain she felt. Twelve hours now, cramped in the tiny cage, with her arms bound behind her. Without bothering to open the jaws, Donna pulled the alligator clips from Cheryl's nipples, leaving wickedly painful scrape marks. She then removed the ball gag that had been in Cheryl's mouth since the event began.

	"Awwww...you have a booboo on your titties," she cooed condescendingly. "Let me fix them for you. Oh, go ahead and scream...I want to hear you." With that, Donna took out a small vial of liquid and quickly poured it over Cheryl's abused breasts. Rubbing alcohol, Cheryl's befuddled mind registered, as it burned through her, causing her to lurch within the confines of her small jail. She screamed, while Donna laughed cruelly.

	"It's good for you, dear. It will keep your nipples from getting infected. Or would you rather I use a scrub brush on them to get them clean?"

	Cheryl jerked her head from side to side...at least as much as she could, given that he had no more than a single inch of movement in either direction.  "You really are a pig, you know," Donna taunted. "Just look at yourself...naked like the whore you always knew you were...your cunt is all red and puffy..wide open and just waiting for some stud to stick his hard cock in it...your tits all hard and pink. If only you hadn't shit on yourself, Cheryl...you simply need to realize that men won't fuck a slut who shits on herself. And just think how disappointed your friends will be to find out they won't get to use your scummy fuckhole today. I think perhaps some of them will be so pissed they might decide to take it out on your body in other ways. Well, it's time for me to go get some breakfast. Think about food...and what is going to happen to you...while I'm gone, bitch." With that, Donna pushed one corner of the cage. Laughing softly, she left Cheryl swinging helplessly in the air.

	The mention of food made Cheryl realize she hadn't eaten since her light lunch the previous day. She tried to lick her dry lips with her swollen tongue, but found that her jaws were cramped from the ball gag. She also realized how thirsty she was...she'd been given nothing to drink since her arrival here...and now, it became worse because she was thinking about it. Cheryl was deep in her dreams of cold beverages when she realized that someone was doing something between her obscenely splayed legs. Unable to turn her head enough to look, all she could do was try to feel what was happening. Suddenly, though, she felt the most intense pain she'd ever felt in her whole life! She heard Donna laugh cruelly as she screamed in agony.

	"Your cunt makes a pretty good ashtray, you know, slut? Next time, I think I'll use that scummy-licking tongue of yours. By the way, don't think a blister or two is going to get you out of the fucking of your life. Now, swallow, bitch!" Donna commanded, dropping the cigarette butt into her softly moaning captive's mouth.

	With the proficiency of someone well-experienced in this, Donna quickly fit a large leather penis gag into Cheryl's mouth. As Cheryl's gag reflex started to react, Donna simply pushed harder, slipping the tip of the gag into Cheryl's throat before fastening the straps in place. Donna struggled against it, thrashing as much as her confines would allow, her nostrils flaring as she tried to get enough air.  "Get used to it, sweetie,“

	Donna cooed. "This is small compared to some of the cocks you're going to swallow.

	Think about it for a while; I have to go take care of a few things."

	Cheryl didn't have long to wait after Donna's departure before Craig appeared beside her. Though he softly and gently stroked the side of her face through the cage opening, she knew that he was here to abuse her once more. "Calm down, little one," he whispered quietly. "You're going to need to relax or this will hurt even more than it's going to anyway." Cheryl whimpered helplessly, her eyes wide and filled with fear as he showed her the dildo in his hand. Realistically lifelike in it's shape only, it must have been molded from a giant's member. The massive head was nearly four inches across, and a full sixteen inches in length!! "Donna said she wanted you to see this first, Cheryl...to see how much you're going to take...she wants you to be afraid. I'm going to fuck you with it now, and I'm going to fuck you hard. It's going to hurt, Cheryl, but it won't hurt as much if you just relax. It'll help make this evening easier for you, too, if your cunt and ass are both loosened up a bit."

	Without further preparation, Craig pressed the bulbous head between Cheryl's wet vaginal lips and leaned on it with all his weight. It entered Cheryl with a popping sound, as the dry latex rubbed against her swollen, sensitive privates. Once again, Cheryl screamed at the unbearable pain, fighting against it, while Craig began rapidly pistoning the monster in and out of her bleeding sex hole. Time and time again, her latex lover was pounded into her, bruising her cervix and causing her body to involuntarily produce the additional lubricant that was soon glistening off both the dildo and her thighs. But the pain soon became too much, and Cheryl lapses into a state of semi- consciousness, aware only of the fullness between her legs. The Charity Auction Chapter 8

	Cheryl awoke some hours later to find herself no longer trapped inside the cage. Instead, she was now mounted in a kneeling position on the stage, her belly thrown over a padded frame to hold her in position, with her legs splayed widely by the restraints attached to her knees. Similar shackles held her wrists in place, leaving her abused tits to sway painfully below her like a cow's udder. A cord woven into her hair was attached to an overhead pulley, forcing her head to remain painfully upright and in perfect position to be mouth-fucked. As she was taking inventory of her situation, a sudden, sharp pain flashed over her body as Craig let loose with a blast of ice-cold water from a garden hose.

	"Nobody's going to want to fuck you when you're covered with shit, whore," he commented. "Stay still so I can get you cleaned off."

	She shivered and groaned as Craig adjusted the spray to a hard stream, further irritating her already raw skin as he rinsed the dried globs of feces from her body. He was especially cruel with her tits and between her legs, actually shoving the end of the nozzle inside her cunt and asshole, though reducing the force of the spray when he did so. It wouldn't do to permanently injure the slave...yet. A final rinse, and he was finished, leaving her to shiver in misery while the cool air slowly dried her.

	Cheryl didn't have to wait long before she heard the room filling up with yesterday's "guests." The first to take her was her administrative assistant. She'd always selected males for that job, because the thought of a man being subservient to her gave her an extreme sense of power. Now, though, it was her turn to be the subservient one.

	"Get me hard, cunt," her former employee commanded, wagging his flaccid penis in front of her face. "And don't even think about biting me. Craig has assured me he'll knock your teeth out if I so much as feel a scrape."

	She took him in her mouth, praying that she could keep her teeth from touching him as she sucked his cock. He quickly grew hard, and pulled out. Taking a position behind her, he then positioned his saliva-covered penis at the entrance to her asshole and pushed, ripping the last vestige of virginity from Cheryl. Ruthlessly he slammed deep into her bowels, finally spewing his hot semen deep inside her lower intestines. Cheryl was then forced to use her mouth to clean the weapon she'd just been raped with, gagging at the combined taste of semen, shit and blood, while another took her former assistant's place behind her.

	The evening was a nightmare of penetration for Cheryl. By the time it was over, she'd taken well over 100 loads of cum in her ass and cunt, not to mention all the women present who had strapped on their own dildos and fucked her to oblivion. She'd lavishly licked cleaned every dick, every dildo, every hand and finger that had penetrated her, and then had been strapped to a Sybian and been ruthlessly machine-fucked for over three hours, until she finally passed out from the nearly continuous orgasms that had been forced upon her. Then, when she woke up, the entire ordeal began over again.

	 By the end of the weekend, Cheryl knew what Hell was like, because she'd visited it over and over again. Not having been given a morsel to eat, her only nutrition was from the liquids she'd sucked from those using her. She'd been fucked raw; her labia were swollen and chaffed, her rectum torn and bleeding. The guests finally departed and Cheryl was placed back in her cage, which was then raised and hung from the ceiling. Finally, she was allowed to rest, and dozed off into an exhausted stupor.

	Craig and Donna returned the next morning to find Cheryl begging for water. She quietly sobbed, offering to do anything for just a sip of cold, delicious water. "Are you ready to sign your life over to me, bitch?" Donna cruelly asked.

	"Yes, Mistress," the slave girl croaked. Craig and Donna shared a smiling glance. They'd beaten her, broken the haughty bitch.  She was theirs. Before allowing Cheryl's cage down, Donna gave it one last spin, watching in evil glee as the motion set Cheryl's stomach into fits of rage, causing her to retch. She would have vomited, had there been anything in her stomach to expel, but it had been three days without food or water...the very brink of where dehydration becomes near-fatal.

	Craig slowly lowered the cage to the floor, releasing the clamps holding the sides together, and letting them fall. Cheryl, her arms still painfully bound behind her, slowly rolled to the side, her cramped legs unable to stretch, while Donna made quick work of the wrist restraints. There, in the dried urine and feces, they left Cheryl to lay, giving time for her muscles to begin to respond.

	Cheryl slowly began to regain feeling in her appendages...feeling that was all pain, as the blood began to flow freely through her. She felt as though her entire body was on fire, and began to slowly rock back and forth, moaning softly.

	"Cheryl," Donna quietly asked, "you belong to me. You are my slave now, aren't you?"

	"Yes, Mistress," Cheryl replied through swollen tongue and cracked lips, barely conscious.

	"Cheryl, take my cigarette and swallow it," she ordered, smiling contentedly as she placed the burning ember on her slut's tongue and watched while she swallowed. Gleefully, she told Craig to take care of what needed to be done, then walked out of the room. Craig gently took Cheryl in his arms and carried her into an adjacent bathroom.

	Setting her carefully down on the floor, he handed her a glass of water before starting to run water into the tub. Cheryl gratefully gulped the water down, holding the glass out and silently begging for more. Rather than complying with her unspoken request, Craig took the glass from her hand, then lifted her up into the oversized tub.

	Cheryl, too weak to scream, only gasped as the hot water contacted her bruised, scraped and sore-covered body. Laying in the cage for three days, covered with her own filth for much of that time, her skin was raw in spots. Craig, using a soft bristle brush and disinfectant soap, didn't make her feel any better as he scrubbed at the dried shit, the hardened cum, the open sores. Careful to keep her head above water, Craig continued the painful, yet necessary, work while Cheryl slipped in and out of consciousness again. Once done, he simply allowed the tub to drain and left the sleeping woman in place.

	Cheryl awoke feeling sore, but better. Unknown to her, her physician (who had been in the audience) had arrived while she was sleeping, and, while rehydrating her intravenously, had injected her with antibiotics, vitamins and a pain reliever. Also unknown to her were the two narcotics...neither of which would have an effect if used alone...but together, had an extremely addictive, long-term mind-altering effect, causing the user to become very submissive... sometimes to the point of having to be told to do things as simple as breathe. The one other peculiarity about the drug was that the user retained knowledge of their unmedicated personality...which could still fight against what he or she was being told to do...but never, ever successfully. Donna wanted Cheryl to understand how obscene everything she was going to be forced to do was.

	The act of moving about in the dry tub caused the overhead infrared sensor to send a signal that she was awake. Craig arrived a moment later, and helped the drugged yet fully awake girl to the floor. Slipping a choke chain collar over her head, he took the leash in his hand and ordered her to follow him.  This time, he allowed her to walk, but soon she would know better.
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	Craig led Cheryl down the serpentine hallways of the old estate, finally bringing her back to the room in which she'd been so badly mistreated. Though still frightened, she breathed a sigh of relief to see that the cage was no longer present. Entering the room, a tug on the leash stopped her in front of Donna. Craig firmly pulled down on the leash, until Cheryl's head was on the floor between Donna's feet.

	"I think my feet need washing, don't you, slut?" Donna asked in a condescending voice.

	"Untie my shoes with your teeth, slut, then remove them from my feet. Don't get any teeth marks on them, unless perhaps you'd like another taste of the cage." Without a word, Cheryl's swollen and chapped lips went to work on Donna's black leather heels, carefully tugging them off while trying to keep her teeth out of the way. She then began lapping at Donna's feet, using her tongue on the filthy soles and sucking on each dirty toe individually, while Donna casually smacked her exposed back and shoulders with her crop. Cheryl could taste the dirt and manure from Donna's barefoot walk through the newly-fertilized garden just moments ago, but managed to avoid retching. She was being too easy, her mistress thought. Next time she'd have to dip her toes in fresh dog shit first. Donna leaned back and signed in blissful relaxation as her new slave's tongue worked in and out between her toes. Finally tiring of the game, she planted a foot on the naked girl's shoulder and sent her sprawling across the room..

	"Come here, slut," Craig then commanded. Cheryl complied immediately, crawling on all fours to Craig. She began to use his teeth on his laces, assuming that she was to wash his feet as well. Instead, Craig grabbed her by the hair and forced her mouth down over his already throbbing cock.

	"Just kneel there, bitch," he commanded as she started to suck. "I don't need to cum, I need to take a leak."

	Even in her current state, the words registered with Cheryl and she started to pull away. A tug on the leash, though, tightened her choke chain and forced her head back to her stepbrother's crotch. She sat there motionless, his flaccid cock resting on her tongue.

	"This is something I've wanted to do since we first met, stepsister," Craig commented sweetly. "Now, I'm going to relieve myself in your mouth. I want you to swallow every drop. If you don't, you'll go back into the cage for another three days."

	Cheryl gulped as quickly as she could, doing her best to avoid gagging as Craig's urine filled her mouth with a rancid, acidic flavor. It was a taste she would become very intimate with, and one which would eventually cause quivers of passion deep inside her cunt.

	"Are you ready to submit, slut?" Donna asked.

	"Yes, Mistress," was Cheryl's weak reply.

	"Slut, I'd like you to meet my attorney, whom you will refer to as MasterPleasefuckme and your new physician, whom you will refer to as MasterPleasebeatme. This other gentleman is a judge, and you will call him MasterPleasemayicum. You will obey them as you do me. Is that understood, slut?""Yes, Mistress."

	"Slut, go introduce yourself to my friends."

	Cheryl crawled to the first man, lowering her head and gently kissing his mirror-shined wingtips.

	"Master Pleasefuckme, I am Mistress Donna's slut. How may I serve you?"

	"Kneel on the table, slut...ass towards me and legs spread," he answered coldly.

	Acknowledging the order with a "Yes, Master," Cheryl hesitantly climbed onto the large oak conference table. Carefully positioning herself, she backed towards the attorney until her knees were at the edge.

	"Farther apart, slut," he commanded, pushing her knees apart until her cunt was very nearly touching the table. "Put your head on the table and spread your fuckholes open with your hands, slut."

	Cheryl reached back and spread her cheeks as far apart as possible, exposing her swollen gash and abused rectum. At his command, she raised her knees, so she was bent forward with her feet on the table, lewdly and uncomfortably displayed, like a human tripod. Her legs trembled uncontrollably as she strained to hold position, while the attorney explored her vaginal and anal openings with his hands.

	While she braced her uncomfortably splayed legs, the man behind her began to forcefully thrust his fingers between her obscenely spread labia, spreading her vaginal hole wider and wider.

	"You've never been fist-fucked, have you, slut?" he asked.

	"N- no...ugh...Mas..ugh...ter," Cheryl replied, her answer interrupted by the pistoning of his hand, now nearly fully inside her.

	"Beg me to do it, slut," he commanded.

	"Pl...ease...Mas..ter...do...it! AGGGGGHHH!" she screamed as his other hand, holding Donna's riding crop, came crashing down full force across her ass."Do it correctly, slut.

	Tell me exactly what you want me to do!"

	"Mas...ter...please...fist...fuck...my...cunt!"

	"Well, if you insist, slut," he grinned, bracing his arm and pushing his full weight against the hand assaulting Cheryl.

	His hand entered her with a slurping pop, and Cheryl was suddenly impaled on his wrist. He took full advantage, opening and closing his hand, and lifting her ass higher by simply raising his arm. Cheryl began to tremble...her whole body this time...uncontrollably as she felt his hand filling her in a manner she'd never experienced before. Suddenly, though, before she could achieve her own fulfillment, he pulled out of her and let her collapse on the table.

	"Clean it," she was commanded, as the wet hand was thrust in her face. Obediently, she licked and sucked her own juices off him, not stopping until she was told to.

	Almost immediately, Donna reminded her that there were still two men whom she hadn't introduced herself to. She dropped to the floor and crawled to the next one.

	"Master Pleasebeatme, I am Mistress Donna's slut. How may I serve you?" she repeated.

	"Hello, slut," he replied, grinning like a seventeen year old who just got laid. "Donna, if you don't mind...I'd like to reserve my time for later? What I have in mind is going to take at least a full weekend."

	"Anytime, dear," Donna replied. Cheryl crawled to the final guest, repeating her prepared statement as she kissed his shoes.

	"Cheryl, stand on the table and give yourself an orgasm," he ordered. He instructed her when and where to put her fingers...whether it was tweaking her erect nipples, softly and gently stroking her nether lips, or forcing her own fingers up her ass. The entire time, she was required to keep her eyes focused on his...as though no other person existed...because for this moment, she was a sexual marionette...masturbating herself while he pulled her strings.

	"STOP!" he ordered, just as she was getting close. "You take too long. Forget it...let's leave you like this for a while and see if it helps your obedience a bit. Anyway, it's getting late and there is a lot to be done yet." "After watching Cheryl this afternoon," the doctor spoke, "I'm not sure she's competent enough to be on her own. When you consider her actions here today, I'm sure she's incompetent, and am willing to sign a statement to that effect."

	"Yes, but then you'd need to find a guardian. Unless....Donna?" the attorney grinned.

	The attorney quickly produced the necessary documents, the doctor signed a statement attesting to Cheryl's incompetence, and the judge quickly appointed Donna her guardian, with full authority over her. "I think to celebrate this," Donna said gleefully, "perhaps we could have the slut's name changed while we're at it? Oh, I know it has to be printed in the paper to be legal...but won't that be fun? Seeing the slut's old and new names there at the same time?"

	As quickly as Donna spoke, they started discussing possible names: slut, cunt, slave, whore, tits, fuck...before Donna finally settled it.

	"Slut, your new name is Tulsa, but we'll probably just continue to call you slut, or perhaps bitch or girl...if it's anything like that, you'll know it's you." Donna giggled as "Tulsa" seemed a bit bewildered at her new name. The bitch hasn't figured out yet what her new name spells backwards, Donna thought.

	"Yes, Mistress," Cheryl/Tulsa replied quietly.

	"Now, don't you think you should properly thank everyone for today, slut?," Donna inquired. "Position yourself on the floor, like the bitch you are...waiting for some stud to fuck you."

	Cheryl, already on all fours, raised her ass as high into the air as she could, spreading her legs until her inflamed cunt and asshole were fully exposed to view. The cool air from the air conditioning blowing on her swollen labia caused her to shiver. Someone moved behind her, and she braced for the expected penetration...but only felt the sharp prick of a needle being thrust into the back of her thigh...and then darkness falling over her.
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	Tulsa slowly awoke from her drug-induced sleep, unaware that it had been a full six weeks since her last abuse at the hands of her tormenters. The first thing she noticed was the dull ache throughout her body, followed by the fact that she was completely immobile. Leather restraints on her ankles were chained to the lower corners of the bed, and her wrists were likewise secured to the bedframe at her hips. A strap under her breasts prevented her from raising her torso, and surgical tape held her forehead down, rendering her completely unable to move. Her mind began to clear, and the horrors of her mistreatment came rushing back.

	"Ah, you're awake, slut. Too bad for you, I suppose, but not that I mind," the voice of the doctor said. "You've been weaned off the mind-altering drugs we gave you earlier; your Mistress wanted you to be fully aware of what has happened to you."  The doctor, Craig and Donna all appeared in her line of vision.

	"Hello, fuckface. Remember me?" Donna cruelly grinned. "You've been out for a while...over a month, as a matter of fact, while my doctor friend made a few modifications to your body. Since you're now a slut - MY slut - I decided you should look like one. Craig, would you be so kind as to release her head so she can see her new body?"

	"Certainly, dear," he replied, ripping the tape unmercifully from Tulsa's head while the doctor pulled the white sheet off her, exposing her naked body. What was left of Cheryl screamed when she saw what had been done to her. She'd been transformed into an obscene caricature of the female body, a cross between a Barbie doll and Jessica Rabbit! Huge tits...that's the only word she could think of...and why did the word "tits" make her so hot? Tiny waist, like you'd expect on a 12-year-old, and a hairless pussy. Like a tiny electric shock, she quivered when she thought of the word "pussy." "Oh, dear, get over it," Donna exclaimed. "Besides, those knockers of yours are the least of it. Yes, you're now a 52EEE, but don't worry...they're real. No silicone for you to worry about, isn't that nice? We can stick all sorts of pins in your chest without you worrying about breaking your bags. Want to hear about the other changes, slut?" Tulsa felt another small spasm as Donna used the word "slut." What the hell was happening to her?

	"You now have a 20" waist," Craig said, taking over the dissertation. "Doc here did a little bone surgery...I don't understand all the details, and don't really want to know how he did it...but you should now be able to wrap your ankles behind your head without any problem. Of course, you won't be able to stand flat-footed any more, at least not without pain, so it's nothing but high-heels for you from now on. That's another little modification the good Doctor made for you."

	Tulsa began sobbing at what had been done to her, but at the same time, was becoming more and more excited at the changes to her body. "Oh, come, come, Tulsa," the doctor tisked at the girl's quiet sobbing...smirking as Tulsa's spasms gave evidence to two small orgasms. "Your mistress has simply molded you into the wanton slut you've always wanted to be."

	"Yes, Doctor, but tell her about the really exciting part," Donna prodded.

	"No, dear, I think a demonstration would have a better effect. Let the slut come"...he paused as Tulsa had another orgasm..."to the realization that she's nothing but a hot- cunted whore, three holes and a tongue to be used by anyone who wants to use her as a cum receptacle." At each nasty word, Tulsa felt herself getting wetter and wetter, the hospital bed beneath her already soaked in the juices leaking from her cunt.

	"I think the cunt is too stupid to understand, Doctor," Donna replied. "Maybe you'd better explain it to the little slave bitch." Tulsa squirmed in her bonds as her Mistress referred to her in such vulgar terms. Why was she getting so excited from this verbal abuse?

	"Okay. Perhaps she is that stupid, or maybe that hole between her legs is affecting her thinking. Slut, you've been here for almost two months. In that time, not only has your body been molded into that of a slut, but your mind, too. Every time someone refers to you degradingly, every time you hear, speak or think of a word like cunt, whore, slut or ass, that nasty fuckhole of yours will begin leaking. Whenever you hear the word cum..." The doctor patiently waited for another orgasm to subside..."whatever the meaning, regardless of the location or from who you hear it...you will have an orgasm. When your Mistress says that word...well, I think another demonstration due, don't you?" he asked, looking over at Donna.

	"Tulsa, cum!" her owner ordered, and an orgasm washed over the bound girl; an orgasm so strong that she appeared to those in the room to be having a seizure. She pulled at her bonds, screaming as wave after wave of painful pleasure washed over her, her body covered in beads of sweat as the stain on the sheet beneath her began to spread. "Donna," the Doctor commented quietly after three minutes had passed, "I think that's enough. Any longer and she's liable to have a stroke."

	"Tulsa...Quiet, girl!" Donna commanded, and Tulsa's spasms quickly subsided, leaving the soaked girl panting and completely drained of strength.

	"You see, slut, it's a bit different when your Mistress tells you to cum," the Doctor explained, watching patiently while another orgasm washed over her. "When she uses that word, you won't be able to stop until she tells you to. With everyone else, you'll just have a quick orgasm. Oh...one more thing, if your Mistress tells you you're not allowed to cum, you'll find that you won't be able to, no matter how hard you try. Do you understand, slut?"

	"Yes, Master," the bound slave babbled.

	"Good, Tulsa, because you've just had your last orgasm for a very long while," Donna mentioned offhandedly. "From now on, you are not permitted to cum, though you will become extremely horny every time you hear someone use that word. Your cunt will immediately start dripping and your nipples will become hard, but you will not be able to cum. Understand, cunt?"

	"Yes, Mistress," Tulsa sobbed, knowing instinctively that Donna could very well prevent her from every having an orgasm again. Just the knowledge of that fact increased her humiliation, and therefore, her need.
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	The clinic at which Tulsa was receiving her "treatment" was designed for one purpose: the transformation of willing or unwilling female "guests" into totally submissive, obedient sex slaves. Located on an island off the coast of South America, the owner maintained an agreement with the country in whose costal waters the small island stood. In return for a rather substantial annual donation, as well as help "re-educating“

	the female family members of his opponents, the country's corrupt President ensured the institution was permitted to continue its research unfettered.

	It actually was a research facility, too, conducting any number of clinical trials with neither the restrictions nor governmental oversight which would have been faced inside the United States. Much of the work performed on Tulsa's body, for example, would not have been permitted elsewhere. For instance, her breast augmentation - from a rather modest 34B to her now-obscene 52EEE - did not involve traditional implants of any sort. Instead, using a procedure developed at the clinic, tissue (mostly fat) was removed from her waist and elsewhere, augmented with a variety of growth hormones, liquified, and injected directly into her tits. The end result was unnaturally large, yet firm, breasts that could withstand all sorts of abuse without the risk of rupturing that silicone implants carried. Tulsa's tits, while not naturally formed, were totally natural. Likewise, the surgery which forced her feet into a constantly pointed position, requiring her to wear nothing but heels from now on, wasn't exactly FDA approved, either. Nor were any of the other, lesser operations that had, and would in the future, further modify her appearance.

	Tulsa was far from the only patient at the clinic, nor were all the others undergoing various procedures slaves. About half those receiving treatment were there of their own accord, mostly for any of a variety of age-reducing or body-enhancing procedures. Two of those were actually quite wealthy women who, each having recently discovered her submissive tendencies, were undergoing procedures similar in nature, yet not as extreme as Tulsa's, then to be returned to their husbands as slaves.

	The 30 or so slaves in residence, in addition to their own medical operations and training, existed to serve the clinic's staff and non-slave patients. In Tulsa's case, this meant becoming the primary caretaker to an 80-something woman who was receiving experimental treatment for advanced Alzheimer's. Unfortunately for Tulsa, the drugs given the woman made her both extremely horny and incontinent. It seemed to Tulsa that when she wasn't lapping the old woman to orgasm, she was emptying the bedpan and washing shit off her old, wrinkled ass.

	Of course, her days consisted of more than bedpans and octogenarian pussy. She had her own training to attend, and she was, after all, a sex slave. Just because she couldn't cum (her Mistress hadn't released her from that restriction yet), didn't mean she didn't juice up nicely. Nor did it mean that the staff and other patients couldn't take advantage of her status. On average, Tulsa took at least ten loads of cum in her various holes each day. Each time she was used, her performance was graded. Anything less than perfect performance, and she was punished. This usually meant a beating, but sometimes other methods of "correction" were used.

	Once, for example, she fell asleep in the middle of a 48 hour rape session. As punishment, she was given a one gallon ice water enema, then with her ass was plugged and she was forced to use her cunt and mouth to bring every staff member and patient, whether slave or free, to orgasm before the plug was removed. This took over twelve hours for the slave to accomplish. Another time, her teeth accidently grazed the cock of a man who was fucking her throat, and her punishment was to serve as the facility's urinal. Bound helplessly in a kneeling position, her mouth held open with a rubber O ring, her only nourishment for three days was the acrid urine and occasional load of semen deposited down her throat.

	It was a full four months before Donna returned to the clinic. By then, Tulsa's mind and body were both completely transformed. The once self-assured attorney had been reduced to a quivering, totally submissive, obedient and sexually frustrated piece of fuck meat.

	Her abnormally huge, yet firm and extremely 52EEE breasts were now marked by permanently erect nipples, which were themselves, further adorned with solid titanium rings, two inches in diameter. The tissue in her new udders were such that she was able to be hung by her tit rings without damage to her body.  The remainder of her body hair, with the sole exception of her eyelashes, had been permanently removed by now. A wig would be necessary if she were to have any semblance of a human being. Her waist had been further reduced to a mere fourteen inches, further exaggerating her new chest, by removal of the lower two ribs on each side of her body and the rather inventive relocation of a few internal organs. The slave's new measurements were a caricature of a Barbie doll: 52EEE-14-36.

	Other physical changes did not involve actual surgery. Due to the constant presence of a butt plug, her asshole was a constantly open hole; small enough that anyone taking her up the ass would find it snug and enjoyable, but loose enough that without the plug, she'd shit herself. Then there were the mental changes. Cheryl no longer existed. In her place was Tulsa...a slut, a slave.

	"Well, bitch, it looks like you've taken well to your new life. Not that it really matters, anyway, though I would have preferred it if you hadn't adapted so quickly. I would have liked to see you suffer more," Donna said, looking down at the quivering form groveling at her feet. "I still haven't decided what to do with you yet. I could probably use a slave around the house, but I doubt that you'd be worth the bother. Maybe I'll just sell you. I should be able to get some of my investment back, particularly if I sell you to one of those Asian BDSM whorehouses I've heard about. Or I could make you a movie star. How would you like that, cunt? To be the star in your own snuff movie? To get fucked to death on film? Doesn't that sound delicious, slut? You may answer, but do so respectfully and at your own peril if you say something I don't like."

	"Mistress, please keep your slave," Tulsa sobbed. "It promises to be the most perfect and obedient slave in every way. Please, Mistress!"

	"You claim you'll be completely submissive and absolutely obedient?"

	"Oh, yes, Mistress!" the slave girl gushed. "If only permitted to serve you, it will be the most perfect and obedient slave in the world. It will obey your every command, without question or hesitation."

	"Okay, prove it, bitch," spat Donna. "I want you to burn your clitoris off with that," she said, pointing to a soldering iron smoldering on the workbench on the far wall. "You've not had an orgasm in over four months, and by your own hand, you will ensure you never have one again. You like that idea, slut?"

	"Mistress, what the slave likes is of no consequence. Its Owner has given it a command, and it will obey," she said quietly as she crawled quickly to the work bench. She squatted with her legs splayed obscenely, taking the iron in her hand. Knowing that the result of her next action was to permanently prevent herself from achieving the release she'd been longing for the past four months, she nonetheless smiled brightly at her Mistress. The glowing rod sizzled as the juices dripping from her soon-to-be mutilated slit dripped onto it. She moved to hot tool slowly towards her target, not out of fear or hesitation, but in order to prolong her own agony and give her Mistress as much pleasure as possible. Maintaining her smile, she winced slightly but perceptively, as the tip of the tool touched her inner labia.

	"Stop," Tulsa's Mistress commanded. "How dare you damage MY property! A slave girl without a clit is only worth half as much as with one. I have no intent of losing any more money than I have to on you. Get your scummy little slut body over here, bitch!"

	Tulsa scampered as fast as she could on hands and knees, ignoring the searing pain from the severe self-inflicted burn on her labium. Kneeling obediently at her Mistresses feet, she listened carefully as Donna gave her new instructions.

	At a wave of her Mistress's hand, Tulsa crawled on her belly to a toolbox located under the workbench. From it she removed two needle-nosed vice grips, a leather punch, and a padlock. She took these items and crawled to the center of the room, where a mirror had been propped up on a small stand. Sitting on her ass, she raised her legs off the ground and carefully attached the vice grips to each of her outer cunt lips. Once attached, she rose to her knees, allowing her new jewelry to dangle lewdly between her legs. "Stand," her Mistress commanded, and the slave obeyed, leaving her legs at shoulder width and allowing the pliers to swing slightly with each breath. She remained as motionless as possible for the next two hours, while the weight of the tools slowly stretched her lips. Finally, Donna decided they were long enough, and ordered the slave girl to continue.

	Tulsa first removed the vice grips, then laid back and poured a bottle of rubbing alcohol over her abused cunt, screaming at the intense pain. After a few moments, she used one of the vice grips to stretch her left cunt lip out as far as it would go, then used the leather punch to force a hole cleanly through her labia. When both sides were done, she threaded the padlock through the two holes and locked her own pussy shut. "From now on, anyone can use your mouth or asshole, but only those who I give the key to may fuck your slutty cunt. And when I say anyone, I do mean anyone. I don't care if I've given them permission to use you or not, if anyone makes a pass at you, at any time, you will put out. If they ask why your fuckhole is locked, you'll tell them that they have to get your Mistress's permission before they can fuck you. Understand?"

	"It understands, Mistress," Tulsa replied quietly, not quite holding back a tear from the intense pain emanating from between her legs. "Anyone who wishes to use its asshole or mouth is welcome to do so, but only those who Mistress allows to have the key may fuck its cunt." "I'm glad you understand, bitch. By the way, everyone on the island already has a key to your cunt. But now, what do we do about a stupid slave cunt who tries to damage her Mistress's property? Shouldn't it be punished for doing something like that?"

	"Yes, Mistress," Tulsa replied. "It deserves whatever punishment its Mistress deems appropriate."

	"All right, then. I think another year without orgasms, along with a nice beating and a few more modifications to your slutty body are in order, don't you agree, slut?

	"Mistress, it accepts whatever its Owner deems appropriate as punishment for its misbehavior," the slave girl replied, inwardly terrified at the thought of not being able to have an orgasm for another full year.

	"It doesn't really matter whether you accept it or not, bitch," Donna spat. "I'll do whatever I want to do with you. If I decide to cut off your clit, burn your eyes out, or kill you, I will. You are nothing to me but a thing...not even a person...just a thing with a cunt that I can do anything I want to with."

	"It understands, Mistress," Tulsa replied quietly, her head bowed in submission.

	"Not that it maters, but good. Now, I have to really pee, but I'm afraid I don't feel like getting up to find the restroom. Do you have any ideas, cunt?" Smiling, the slave girl leaned forward and cupped her mouth firmly over her Mistress's cunt.
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	That night, Tulsa received the worst beating of her life. She was strung up by her nipple rings, her toes barely touching the ground, and whipped with a bullwhip, a riding crop, and a bamboo switch. Each time she passed out from the pain, icy water was dumped on her naked, bleeding body. From the soles of her feet to the top of her bald head, her body was a mass of whip marks, welts and bleeding stripes. Not a square inch of her body was spared - even her face was covered in welts. She was forced to spread herself with her fingers so her abusers could focus their blows directly on her asshole and cunt. They finished up by working her over with fists and boots. By the time Tulsa's punishment beating was over, she had several broken ribs, a fractured nose, both earlobes sliced nearly in half, and a piece of her labia missing. Thanks to the drugs she'd been injected with prior to the beating, she felt every little bit of pain associated with it. She would be given no relief, no anaesthetic during her reconstructive surgery, no pain killers to relieve the agony she was in. Tulsa spent the next month in recovery, having minor operations to repair the damage done to her body. While the doctors were working on her nose, they modified her facial structure slightly, giving her a younger, sexier appearance. Her labium, both inner and outer, were slightly lengthened, as was her clitoris. And, finally, a small grommet was inserted in her nasal septum, allowing the attachment of a ring by which she could be led.

	Once Tulsa's recovery ended, her training resumed. Now, though, her indoctrination focused more on the skills that would be found useful in a slave, rather than being designed to simply humiliate and degrade her. Tulsa and several other slaves at the clinic were taught such valuable topics as cooking, bartending, the intricacies of a formal social function, and erotic dancing. Six months later, Tulsa could plan a party for 50, cook a gourmet meal for them, mix drinks and give a lap dance.

	Of course, Tulsa's other duties still waited for her. The 80-year-old still required nearly hourly care, though it appeared the treatments were beginning to work somewhat. The old hag wasn't nearly as incontinent, but seemed to need her attendant's tongue considerably more often. And, of course, she was still made available to other patients and staff. She just wasn't used as much as she had earlier, which was probably a good thing for her. It was difficult enough to concentrate and learn what was being taught; being constantly fucked while still unable to cum would have made it nearly impossible. Being forbidden to have the orgasm which she so desperately needed only served to motivate Tulsa to perform to an extreme. Hopefully, someday soon, her Mistress would return and release her from this horrid restriction. Constantly horny, a sheen of moisture was always visible on her bald cunt. Juices dripped down her thighs as she performed her daily activities, and the clinic had taken to having her sleep on a rubberized sheet, rather than having to replace saturated mattresses every day or two. She was forced to perform at the weekly tours by prospective clients, telling her life story while she tried unsuccessfully to achieve orgasm, diddling herself with any manner of objects, displaying her modified body, and submitting to the most degrading commands of the visitors. Her body was poked, prodded, and abused by hundreds of people over the months, in the process taking gallons of semen and urine in each of her holes. Finally, the day came when her Mistress returned to the clinic. "Hello, slut. I hope you've had an enjoyable time here," she said sarcastically. "I've come to a conclusion about your future. Would you like to hear it?"

	"Mistress, what it wants or likes is of no concern to anyone, Mistress. It is only a piece of meat, to obey and serve," recited the naked, hairless figure kneeling in front of her.

	"This is true, but I still want you to know. I've thought a lot about keeping you as my personal slave. It would be nice to have someone to serve my every need, to use as a toilet when I'm too tired to walk to the bathroom, to keep my home clean and spotless, but I've decided you would be more bother than I need right now. I've decided to sell you outright. "Tonight, you will perform for a very select group of men and women. You will obey their every wish, and you will be perfect. Tomorrow, you will go home with one of them. I should warn you, though, that one of your prospective buyers is a producer of snuff films. If he buys you, you'll undoubtedly end up being fucked to death on film, which will then be sold around the world. At least one of the others runs a breeding stable. If you get sent there, you'll spend your days being inseminated with a basting bulb and pumping out babies to be sold on the black market. Since these particular people don't generally bid very high, it's important for you to show how perfect a slave you can be. Then, perhaps, you'll end up as a personal slave to some wealthy man or woman, or as a bondage whore in a BDSM establishment...but either of those has got to be better than becoming a baby factory or ending up dead, don't you think?"

	"Mistress," the slave responded, "What it thinks or wants is of no consequence. It will perform to its upmost, because its Mistress has so commanded. It wishes only to please, and to earn its Mistress as much money as possible."

	"Good. Now, let's see what you've learned," Donna said smiling, motioning towards her own crotch.

	Tulsa was put through her paces all morning long, using her talented tongue to give her Mistress several orgasms. Her mouth was once again used as a urinal, and her tongue as toilet paper after Donna visited the bathroom. Tulsa had been taught to eat shit, but that particular aspect of abuse did nothing but cause Donna's stomach to turn. The slave prepared her Mistress's lunch to show her cooking skills, and afterwards, gave Donna a massage and body wash with her tongue. Shortly after noon, Donna sent her to her room, telling her to clean up and get some rest, because she'd need it.

	 Charity Auction Chapter 13

	"Time to go get sold, slut," a voice called out, awakening Tulsa from her restless, dream-filled slumber. She rolled off the bed and assumed a kneeling position at the man's feet, raising her head so he could snap a leash onto her collar.

	"Up and turn," he said, handing her a pair of impossibly high seven inch platform shoes with seven inch spiked heels. Tulsa took the shoes in her hand and then turned to face away from him. "Put the shoes on," she was told, bending at the waist and spreading her feet slightly as she obeyed. Returning to her upright, standing position, she awaited his next command. "Bend and spread," she heard, automatically bending forward at the waist until her bare back was parallel to the ground, simultaneously using her hands to pull her ass cheeks painfully apart, revealing the interior of both her lower holes. She winced as her butt plug was unceremoniously yanked from its home, and then moaned in pain as a new, wider and longer one was forced into place.

	"Your new plug has some interesting features, slut," the man said. "We're going to be going outside in a few minutes, and I want to show you what will happen if you try to run away or do anything else stupid." With that, he pressed a button on the tiny remote he carried. Tulsa immediately responded, as the high voltage, low amperage current bit into the tender tissues of her bowels, attacking the sensitive nerve endings. Howling in pain unlike any she'd ever experienced to this point, she collapsed as the electric pulses overwhelmed her nervous system, leaving her in a quivering heap on the floor.

	"A rather nice modification of Taser technology, wouldn't you say?" It took Tulsa a few seconds to realize her abuser was expecting an answer.

	"Yes, Master," she sobbed, getting to her knees.

	"We used to use cattle prods, but discovered too late that they aren't all that safe. It cost us a lot of money to replace the two slaves we lost that way. This technology, though, is perfectly safe...the same stuff the police use. Now, to your feet, slut."

	Leading his charge out of the building, they exited at a trot onto a sand-covered beach bordered on one side by ocean, and the other side by palm trees. Tottering on the unfamiliar shoes, attempting to run in the soft sand, was a difficult task for Tulsa, causing a sheen of sweat to quickly form. Birds of various types called out to each other, while the warm tropical breeze brushed seductively over the naked slave's skin. Not having been outdoors since her arrival on the island, Tulsa slowed slightly as she took in the sights, sounds and smells.

	"Quit lollygagging, cunt!" her escort scolded, jerking the leash so hard that the slave lost her balance and landed on the warm sand. "It's not a good idea to be late for your own auction. Matter of fact, it's a very bad idea. It puts everyone in a foul mood, and you really wouldn't want that, believe me. But, since you seem to want to take a break, just stay there on the ground while I tell you about the last little cunt who was late for her auction." The escort squatted down next to the panting slave and casually lit a cigarette.

	"She was a cute little vixen, quite a bit younger than you, in her early 20's. Young, dumb and full of cum, as the saying goes. Her owner wanted her to be extremely horny at her auction, figuring she'd be more responsive to her prospective buyers and garner a higher price that way. So, she'd been 'warmed up' by a couple of other slave girls who were told to get her as close to orgasm as possible, but not allow her to cum. They did their jobs very well, and she was willing to do anything for a fuck.

	"Unfortunately for her, a new trainer was assigned as her escort. She was able to seduce him...right about where we are this moment, as a matter of fact. Her escort raped her several times, and when they finally got to the auction house, she was over an hour late. It was clear to everyone that she'd not only gotten fucked, but that she'd disobeyed her Master and had several orgasms.

	"The trainer was immediately fired. He wasn't even permitted to return to his quarters for his personal belongings; he was taken directly to the airstrip and flown off the island. His property was shipped to him later. The slave girl, however, didn't fair nearly as well. After her initial beating, which lasted something like five hours, she was put in the hole until her final punishment could be scheduled. I know you've heard of the hole, but no matter what horror stories you've heard, nothing can match the reality of it.

	"Imaging a completely dark cell, too narrow to sit or lay down in, but too short to stand upright in. The walls are lined with electrodes, which when charged, deliver a shock very much like the one you got during my little demonstration a bit ago, so you can't lean against the walls for support...or even touch them, for that matter...without being shocked. The slave's hands are chained behind her back, and another chain attaches the wrist restraints to her collar. Usually, whoever is preparing the slave for punishment doesn't stop tightening this chain until the slave's hands are at her shoulder blades...or until her shoulders dislocate, whichever comes first. A spreader bar goes between her knees, and another at her ankles, to keep her completely immobile while she's being lowered into the hole.

	"Now, the main sewage line for the entire island travels through the hole. In fact, the hole is actually part of the sewage system. A pipe on one side allows raw sewage...piss, shit, blood, puke, kitchen waste, whatever...to enter the hole, and another allows it to exit. However, the exit hole has a valve with permits the cell to be flooded with waste as deeply and as often as anyone desires. In this particular case, they allowed it to fill up to her neck, because she was in there for two weeks, and her only nourishment during that time came from what she could catch in her mouth. Oh, she wasn't neck deep all the time...only about once very two days. The rest of the time, the shit and what not flowed over her feet and went straight out. That's when the roaches, rats and other sewer-dwellers could crawl over her body...and into it, in some cases. She did have a colony of maggots inside her womb when she died, so we know at least one fly found its way into her hole.

	"When the two weeks were up, she was hosed off and taken back to the auction house. No longer worthy of human dick, she spent the rest of her life - both days of it - being raped by horses, donkeys and assorted dogs. She finally died after 44 continuous hours of being a farm animal's bitch. She died having her final orgasm, a Great Dane's dick in her ass while a Pit Bull ripped her throat out. Even though she was never sold, the profits her Master made by selling the video of her punishment and death more than made up for the loss. Most owners are aware of this, so it's really no skin off their asses if a slave is late, you know?" he concluded, stubbing his cigarette out in the sand.

	The slave quickly rose to her feet and was led off down the beach, this time with a renewed vigor and purpose so that, even while struggling with running in sand on spiked-heel platforms, they arrived at the auction building in record time.

	 Charity Auction Chapter 14

	Tulsa was surprised to find that her "uniform" for the beginning of the evening's festivities was the same outfit she'd so carefully selected for that first auction exactly one year ago. Now she was going to be wearing it for another auction, but this time there was no pretense of fantasy play. This time, it was for real. She was truly a slave, about to be sold to the highest bidder, who would have complete control over her, indeed, the ability to determine whether she should live or die. It felt strange to be wearing so much clothing, even as skimpy and revealing as it was. The closest thing to any clothing Tulsa had been permitted at any time during the past year was a cotton apron while cooking, and a sanitary pad during her periods. She'd also been put in a diaper twice, just before being punished for disobedience. Nobody had wanted to deal with her shitting herself during either of those beatings. But except for those few occasions, Tulsa's attire had consisted solely of her ever-present spiked heel sandals and collar. By comparison, what she was wearing tonight seemed like...well, she couldn't even remember what it was like, there not being much of a frame of reference in recent history for her.

	One thing Tulsa hadn't had any recent experience in was wearing makeup like she did in her pre-slave days. Sure, she still used makeup regularly, but it was always applied in a slutty manner, to make her look like a street whore. Tonight, she was going to appear as close as possible to the way she looked that night at the old theater. Another slave, a former Hollywood makeup artist who had come to the island after running afoul of some unsavory organized crime characters, worked from a photograph and reconstructed Tulsa's original appearance as well as she could. It was still slutty, but not nearly a slutty as she was used to these days.

	Her bald head was easily covered with a wig - manufactured with her own hair, no less - and eyebrows were painted on. Of course, it was neither possible nor desirable to hide all of the physical changes that had taken place. The tiny black lace bra, for example, no longer fit at all, so her upper body was covered only by the translucent lace top, which now barely covered the nipples on her enormous udders and left her midriff bare. Likewise, many of the other modifications had changed her appearance somewhat, but it was certain that everyone present would have no problem recognizing her from her pre-slave photographs.

	The preparatory work done, Tulsa was told to stand quietly in the corner of her room, nose against the wall, and finger herself until she was called for. It wasn't long before she was once again whimpering in need, her fingers coated with the juices that flowed like a small river down her thighs.

	Finally, much to her relief, one of the clinic staff came in and ordered her to stop playing with her pussy. Snapping a short leash to her collar, he led the shaking slave from the room

	The slave was given a quick tour of her temporary home, and a brief explanation of the sequence that would be followed for the auction. The clinic's owners had long ago learned that a slave would tend to bring in a considerably higher price...and, therefore, a higher commission for the clinic...if she wasn't terrified. In order to alleviate the fears that all slave girls have to one extent or another, it was decided that the subjects would be given a thorough briefing on the process. Once briefed, Tulsa began her evening's duties.

	As her prospective buyers arrived, Tulsa met them at the door. Kneeling submissively, she kissed each person's shoe and told him (or her...there were several women among the group) that she hoped she was found worthy of purchase.

	Once all the guests had arrived, a cocktail tray was hung by sturdy chains from her nipple rings, and filled with a variety of drinks. The back of the tray rested against Tulsa's taut belly, as the weight of the tray and its contents pulled her udders painfully downward. With her wrists chained behind her back, Tulsa circulated throughout the room, offering drinks from her tray to the assembled slave owners. As she wandered, she was subjected to the most intimate prodding, poking and pinching of her body, her ears burning and her face turning red at the crude comments made about her.

	Once the cocktail tray was empty of its wares, the slave was ushered back into the changing room for her next transformation. This time, her face was made up as though she were a teenager trying to look "sophisticated." In other words, virginally slutty, with too much lip gloss, excessive blush, and an overabundance of eye shadow. After the gloss black wig, cut in a pageboy style, was placed on her head, she was given her next costume. This time, she would be a French maid, decked out with a starched white maid's hat topping a skimpy costume that exposed more than it covered. A frilly white apron over a tiny black miniskirt, black fishnet stockings, and absurdly high patent leather spiked heel shoes - a full size too small for her - made it impossible for her to walk at all without exposing her not-so-private parts. In fact, her labia were seductively visible from under the tiny skirt, the rings in full view.

	Once properly attired, Tulsa was led back out into the main room, where she found the guests sitting around a large banquet table, waiting to be served their dinner. Serving, of course, would be Tulsa's job.

	It was a seven course meal, and each dish was individually delivered by the slave, displaying the appropriate etiquette for the task. A variety of several wines was also offered, and the slave had to return to the kitchen whenever a glass needed to be filled, lest the wine get warm. While the bidders casually relaxed and ate their meal, the slave scampered about the table, filling glasses, clearing dishes, retrieving items for her guests. It seemed that every time someone at one end of the table wanted something, that particular dish was at the other end. By the time dessert had been served and the dinner dishes cleared from the table, Tulsa was covered with perspiration again, and she strained to keep the pain in her feet from the too-tight shoes from being visible on her face. While dessert was being eaten, Tulsa was taken back into the dressing room for another transformation.

	When she finally reappeared, it was "au natural." Wearing nothing but her collar, Tulsa's skin had been scrubbed clean to remove all traces of makeup. Even her rings...those in her nipples as well as her cunt lips...had been cut off. This time, the bidders would have the opportunity to see her body without any adornments or accessories. And, they would now also have their first opportunity to sample her for themselves.

	The banquet table had been removed during her absence, replaced by a four poster king sized bed more luxurious than anything Tulsa had ever felt...not to mention nicer than either the tile floor and hospital bed she'd been sleeping on for the past year. Chairs surrounded the bed, affording a ringside seat to anyone who wanted to watch. For those who preferred a bit of privacy, a small room off to the side provided a smaller, yet equally plush, bed. The slave became intimately familiar with both areas over the next five hours, to the point that both mattresses had to be flipped over so the Masters and Mistresses using her weren't subjected to the pools of cum she was leaving behind. Tulsa was well and thoroughly fucked, in her cunt, ass and mouth. She proved herself to be a responsive bitch, but there was a bit of rumbling about the fact that she hadn't apparently cum during the entire ordeal. What, they were all asking each other, was wrong with this bitch? All the parts seemed to be intact; modified, perhaps, but intact. Was she frigid, or what? Donna anticipated the questions and quickly approached the auctioneer's lectern.

	"Most of you have already made use of my slave. I'm sure you found it to be moist, compliant and accommodating. However, I've heard some discussion about the fact that it did not have a single orgasm while being raped. No, it's not as some have suggested; the slave is not frigid. The reason is that I have not permitted it to orgasm.. As a matter of fact, I have not permitted this slave to cum in over eight months. Although it has been fucked several times a day, it has not had a single orgasm in that time."

	A low murmur rolled through the room as the assembled bidders whispered among themselves. Never had any of them heard of such unbelievable obedience! What sort of training could accomplish this? They had to know!

	"Please, allow me to explain," Donna continued. "The reason it hasn't had an orgasm isn't due to any particularly high level of obedience. As a matter of fact, the slave still has a long way to go in that regard. No, it is totally due to a new, experimental form of control involving drug therapy, positive and negative reinforcement, and psychological conditioning developed here at the clinic. This technology has allowed me to, for lack of a better term, 'turn off" the slave's orgasms. It was almost nine months ago that I told the slave it was forbidden to cum, and since that time, no matter how hard it has tried, the slave hasn't been able to achieve even a single, momentary orgasm. I can't explain all the details of this new control method, but perhaps the clinic's director could if you're interested.

	"At any rate, since this slave will belong to someone else by evening's end, I thought it might be nice if I released it from restriction and allowed you to observe how nicely it creams. Oh, by the way, this particular conditioning will transfer to whomever holds ownership.

	"Tulsa," Donna directed the cum-covered girl, "get up on your hands and knees like a good doggie bitch. Spread those knees wide, so everyone can watch your cunt gaping open when I tell you to cum."

	Donna made the girl wait in anticipation on the hard tile floor, allowing globs of semen and cunt juice to drip from her open cunt and asshole, adding to the perverse scene as white glop dripped down her thighs.

	"CUM, BITCH," Donna finally commanded, and wave after wave of orgasmic bliss washed over the girl. Everyone watched in amazement as Tulsa's cunt lips visibly spasmed, opening and closing like a guppy's mouth, her own secretions rapidly flowing down her legs and pooling up on the floor below her.

	"Oh, one thing I forgot to mention, folks," Donna casually mentioned. "Tulsa has been conditioned to have an orgasm every time she hears the word 'cum,' no matter the context. But when her owner gives her the command, she will begin a continuous series of orgasms until she's told to stop. "Say," Donna stopped for a moment, thinking. "Does anyone know what the world record is for the longest continuous orgasm? You know, she'll continue cumming until I tell her to stop. Even if she passes out, she'll keep having orgasms."

	Donna and the crowd watched as Tulsa moaned feverishly, her body covered in a sheen of perspiration, her breath coming in gasps, as orgasm after orgasm washed over her naked body. A full fifteen minutes passed before Donna ordered the slave to stop. Tulsa collapsed in a limp, quivering heap on the floor, gasping for air, as the crowd applauded.

	"Well, I don't suppose the folks at Guinness Book have a category for what we just saw, anyway," Donna joked. "We'll give the slut a few minutes to recover, and then some time to get cleaned up before we end this show. After all, I doubt anyone would like to have her in their vehicle the way she smells now!" Donna was right, as the odor of wet cunt, cum and sweaty slave meat was overpoweringly strong. "In the meantime, please feel free to avail yourselves of the food, beverages and house slaves, as you choose.“

	The music started up again, and several slaves began circulating through the room, offering drinks as well as their bodies to the customers.

	Donna allowed Tulsa a few moments to recover from her marathon fucking before rousing her with a swift kick to the ribs.

	"Get up, Bitch!" she whispered loudly into the slave's ear. "All you've done so far is serve a few drinks, wait tables and get yourself laid. I can't believe I allowed you to cum already...you haven't done shit!" Grabbing Tulsa by her abused udders, Donna pulled the slave to her knees.

	"Excuse me one more time, folks," Donna loudly announced. "My slave has just informed me that it doesn't believe it truly earned the orgasms you have just witnessed, so it has begged me to permit it to serve as your toilet for the rest of the evening. Isn't that right, slut."

	"Yes, Mistress," Tulsa softly replied, her face burning with humiliation and dread at what was to come..

	"Oh, lookie, the slave is blushing...how cute!" Donna commented, garnering laughter from the audience. "Tell your prospective buyers how you want to be used, girl."

	"The slave begs to be of service to anyone who requires its use as a toilet," Tulsa responded more loudly this time. "Its holes are available for any substance needing disposal."

	"Good!" yelled one woman at the back of the room. "Come here, toilet!" called the woman, exquisitely dressed in a black strapless evening gown. "I'm afraid I've had more to drink than my poor bladder can hold," she announced to the room. "Crawl under there and see what you can do about it. And don't you dare touch me or my clothes with your scummy body, slave. The only thing I want to feel is your cum-stained lips locked over my pee hole. Touch me anywhere else, or lose a single drop of my pee, and I'll make sure I'm the highest bidder just so I can flay the skin off your body with a bullwhip!"

	With the warning acknowledged, the woman spread her feet slightly, allowing Tulsa to crawl underneath her. Terrified that her abuser would follow through on her threat, the slave carefully placed her mouth over the woman's crotch, using her lips to create a water-tight (or, rather, a urine-tight) seal. Thus began the next part of Tulsa's evening of abuse, to serve as a human toilet. Unfortunately for the slave, nearly every one of the invited guests needed to empty their bladders into her at least once. Over the ensuing two hours, Tulsa's belly became slowly swollen to the point that she finally looked like she was nine months pregnant.

	Fortunately for her, however, only one gentleman needed to relieve himself of anything more than urine. Donna was particularly pleased as the man released a fairly large turd into the slave girl's awaiting mouth, because she had already resigned herself to performing this act herself if none of the guests did. To Donna, this was extremely distasteful, but she did want everyone to see Tulsa being used that way.

	This did not mean that Tulsa's mouth was used for only these more common toilet functions. Indeed, those present used her for virtually every purpose that they used a real porcelain fixture. After urinating, virtually all the men took the opportunity to spit in the human urinal. The smokers in the crowd dropped their still-lit cigarette butts into their toilet, waiting while it was "flushed" when the girl swallowed. One, who had a bout of sneezing, disposed of his wet, snot-covered tissues that way. The worst for Tulsa, however, was when one woman, after depositing several mouthfuls of urine in her, reached up and removed a blood-soaked tampon from her vaginal opening and dropped it in the toilet's mouth. This nearly caused the slave to vomit, but after a few seconds of stifled retching, she was able to regain control over her gag reflex. Looking up at the woman and smiling submissively, Tulsa slowly chewed on the blood-soaked, compressed cotton tube, until she was finally able to swallow the foul object. Donna watched throughout it all, sure that the slave would have preferred several more mouthfuls of feces to this.

	"Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen," the auctioneer announced, after it appeared everyone had relieved themselves in and on Tulsa's body.  "We will begin accepting your bids in a few moments. As you know, this slave's owner has insisted on a sealed bid auction. She prefers that the slave remain unaware of it's final purchase price. Also, a reserve bid has been established, but will not be made known unless the price is not met. Should the minimum not be bid, the slave will remain here until its organs can be sold. We will now have the slave cleaned up so its final appearance is suitable for presentation to its new owner, whoever that may be. Once again, please help yourselves to the house slaves for any needs you may have. Does anyone have any questions?" When there were no responses, the auctioneer motioned with his hands, and the room immediately filled with young, nubile, naked slaves of both genders.  Tulsa, her distended, piss-filled belly swaying obscenely, was slowly, painfully led crawling back to the dressing room.

	Given a scant three minutes to recover, she spent all of it kneeling on the floor, her head deep inside the toilet bowl, as her stomach violently purged itself of its contents. Tulsa knew that being permitted to relieve herself in this manner was a privilege, and that it was very likely that, should she vomit under similar circumstances in the future, she'd be eating her own puke from the floor.

	Once Tulsa's stomach contents had been emptied, two of the house slaves began to prepare her for her final appearance as Donna's property. Repeated douches and enemas cleaned her interior parts, while her first hot - scalding hot - shower in a year cleaned her outside. One of the house slaves - a dental technician before she unwittingly angered a patient who happened to be a slave trader - opened a small toolbox filled with dental tools and gave Tulsa's teeth a rudimentary cleaning - the first time since her arrival that a real toothbrush had touched her mouth. Previously, Tulsa's only method of oral care had been to rub salt or soap suds on her teeth and gums with her index finger.

	These tasks completed, the former makeup artist returned and started her final task for the evening. This time, only a very moderate amount of makeup was used, enough to accentuate Tulsa's enhanced appearance. Her costume this time consisted of a pink baby doll nightie, matching silk stockings and lace garter belt, and similarly-toned spike heeled, open toed shoes. Long, blonde tresses hung down well below her shoulders to complete the ensemble. Her nearly virginal, innocent and clean appearance was violated only by the insertion of new, gleaming silver rings through the holes in her labia, nipples and nose. Told to kneel, she was once again locked in the room, this time to await her final fate while the bids were opened.

	After a seemingly eternity, Tulsa heard the door's latch being thrown. She jerked at the sound, starting to look up to see who was coming to claim her, but lowering her head as her training took over.

	"Cheryl,' a soft male voice said, "look at me, please."

	Bewildered at the kindness of the voice, she hesitated momentarily, then slowly lifted her eyes towards her new Master.

	"Hello, Cheryl," said Robert, one of the partners in her former law firm. "I'd like you to meet my mother." He stepped aside, and in strode the old woman whom Tulsa had been caring for this past nine months. In full control of her faculties and looking much younger, the woman mouthed a thank you to the kneeling slave.

	"Yes, Cheryl, I bought you," he said, something nearing love in his eyes. "I felt it was necessary, after how well you treated my mother. The staff said she'd never had made such progress without you, and I felt I had a debt to pay. Please stand up, Cheryl," he asked politely, waiting while she rose to her feet before continuing.

	"My first reward to you is that I want you to have your name back. You are no longer Tulsa, or slut, or bitch, or cunt. Your name is Cheryl. Forever. Secondly, while I admit to harboring every male's fantasy of owning a submissive, obedient slave girl, I really don't have a need to bring that reality to life. Therefore, I'd like to offer you your freedom, if you want it. I'll even do what I can about restoring your original appearance, if you want, so you can have your old job back. It's your choice, Cheryl. If you decide to remain my slave, it will be for life, though. I won't be cruel, but I can be demanding. I don't expect an answer right now, though. We're going back to the states tonight, and you can have a few days to relax at my vacation home - you'll be alone, we won't bother you - before making your decision."

	 Charity Auction Epilogue - One Year Later

	The large oak desk was bare except for the computer monitor and keyboard. The attractive secretary's attention was focused on the web site she was accessing. A privacy screen would prevent anyone else in the room - had she not been alone, that is - from observing what she was browsing. Currently, it was a bondage clothing and accessories site. She needed to find just the right outfit for an upcoming social event.

	"Cheryl, would you please come in here for a moment?" her boss asked over the intercom, causing her to break concentration.

	"Yes, Sir," she replied, activating the screen saver and stepping out from behind her work station. Her ass peeked out invitingly under the scandalously short, sheer mini dress as she carefully walked on the high-heeled, knee-high boots. She entered the inner office, closing the door behind her. Moving to her boss's side, she stood with her legs slightly parted as his hand snaked up and felt the wetness of her bare, uncovered pussy.

	"Go home and get prettied up, dear. We're having a party at the house tonight. We're going to close on sale of the Broad Street building, and I'm inviting the investors over for dinner and drinks. I think the "slut in white," or perhaps the cheerleader look this evening. You decide. You seem to know better than me what Japanese businessmen like."

	"Of course, Sir," Cheryl replied smiling. She'd wear the cheerleader outfit, with pigtails, white knee socks and tennis shoes. She particularly liked Japanese guests...they seemed to have a penchant for doing the most degrading things to white girls...and the thought of that brought her to another orgasm.
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Synopsis: A partial day in the life of a wife in a future society. Just a short, one-part story that popped into my mind.

	The Good Wife

	“A good wife places the needs of her Man above her own,” she whispered to herself as she slipped quietly out of bed to make his breakfast. She’d had barely four hours of sleep after a full day yesterday. Up at 4:30 in the morning to press his clothes for the day, clean the bathroom before his morning shower and prepare his morning meal, then make herself up pretty before waking him. It was important to always look her best for him. She knelt patiently at his side while he ate, in case he might need something she forgot. She sighed silently, seeing tha the left nothing on his plate this morning; no leftovers meant she’d go hungry this morning. After taking his dishes to the kitchen, she knelt on the floor, out of his way but near enough to know whether he needed anything. More often than not, this meant sex of one fashion or another, but sometimes it was just a quick dusting of his shoes or straightening of his tie. Today it was a simple blow job, kneeling between his legs while he sat in his recliner and read the morning news.

	After he left for work, it was time for her to get ready for work. A good wife was home when her husband left in the morning, and was waiting for him when he got home in the evening. In order to comply with that basic rule, she worked outside the home just six hours a day. Of course, her salary – a miserly piecemeal wage – were less than a tenth what a man would be paid for a similar job. Assuming, of course, any man would be willing to do the work she performed.  Not that she ever even saw her paycheck; it was deposited directly to her husband’s bank account.

	Women today had very few employment options. One could be a maid (usually in a hotel, but occasionally a private position would become available), a waitress, or a laundress. A privileged few would be selected for more professional positions – limited these days to nursing, child care and teaching young children. Even those jobs were nothing like they were in the previous era, though. A female nurse, for instance, was relegated to emptying bed pans and giving sponge baths. Female educators were restricted to teaching pre-pubescent females, and the instruction was primarily geared towards those skills necessary to indoctrinate their young charges to their place in society, primarily cooking, cleaning, and sex. On frequent occasions, a female teacher might visit a classroom of males, but only to serve as a visual aid when studying female anatomy or sexual responsiveness.

	Those women lucky enough to land these “professional” positions, though, were usually the offspring of wealthy men who had the influence to get their daughters into the appropriate schools. Regardless of position, however, a few things remain constant: Women never held positions of authority over men, and any employment by a woman was completely at the discretion of the employer and husband – or father, if no man had decided to claim her. Kathy’s father wasn’t one of the influential few, and years earlier, the aptitude tests determined she’d be limited to working in a laundry. She’d been working here nearly ten years now.  There were no breaks, not even to use the toilet – there wasn’t one for her use, anyway – or to change tampons during her menstrual period. Many were the days when she left the sweatshop at the end of her shift, her thighs streaked red when the saturated tampon was no longer able to prevent leakage.

	As tiring and humiliating as the work was, at least she no longer had to handle the filthy, soiled clothing. She’d started, as all such females did, hand-washing soiled men’s undergarments, pre-soaking the yellow and brown stains on the boxkers and jockeys, and the sweat stains on undershirts, in her mouth. After several years of this, she was promoted to was promoted to laundering slacks and shirts, and then finally to folding. She’d just recently graduated to pressing, and now toiled over a hot iron for her entire work day.

	She was proud of her abilties, perfectly ironing as many as a dozen men’s shirts every hour, earning for her husband two cents for every shirt she completed.  It wasn’t backbreaking work, but it was exhausting. Her workplace was hot and humid, occupied by nearly a dozen similarly situated women wielding steam irons, hunched over the short boards upon which they toiled without a single break during their shift. While it was important for women to look their best in public and at home, it was impractical to expect them to wear the sort of clothes they’d wear in public while at work in the laundry. A row of coat hooks hung on the on the back wall of the shop. Upon arriving at work, each employee would strip naked, carefully hanging their clothes - either a short dress, or a miniscule skirt and top – on their assigned hook, then queue up and be issued a grey cotton pullover. Female undergarments – other than push-up brassieres – had long since been dispensed with, and now could be found only in museums and at antique and collectable sales. At the end of the day, they’d toss their uniforms in a pile, from which they’d be reissued the following work day. The smocks were old, stained and smelled of sweat. They were never washed, simply worn by female after female until they disintegrated to the point they could’t be worn. It didn’t matter who wore the smock yesterday, or last week, or even last year. You wore what you were issued.

	Since most of the women had been used for sex that morning – generally with no opportunity to clean themselves afterwards – the heat and humidity, coupled with the lack underclothes, resulted in a strong odor of used, unwashed cunt permeating the pressing room. In another era, the thought of being forced to work under such conditions, with dried semen on one’s thighs, would have been unthinkable. Today, it was simply the way things were.

	Joyce – that was her name – felt a cool breeze as the door behind her opened, then closed. She knew better than to turn her head; her focus was on her work, even when she sensed – smelled – the sweatshop’s owner breathing on her neck. She’d become on of his favorites lately, a designation she could well do without, but dared not mention aloud. Sam, the owner, was a fat, balding man with dark sweat marks staining his shirt. Secretly, Joyce wondered when he’d last bathed; he always stank, and whenever he used her mouth, it was all she could do to keep from gagging at the rancid taste and smell. She was a good wife, though, and willingly did whatever she needed to keep her job and provide for her Man, no matter how disgusting it might be.

	“C’mon, bitch,” he said, grabbing her hair and pulling her away from her workstation. “I just fucked a cute little virgin cunt this morning, and need to get my dick cleaned,” he explained loudly so everyone could hear. It amused him to humiliate his employees this way, as he did so often.

	Rather than taking her into his “office,” the rather hillarious term he used for the small room containing nothing but a well-used, cum-stained mattress, he simply pushed her to the concrete floor and had her blow him right there in front of all her peers. Joyce submissively reached up and undid his trousers – he never wore underpants himself – and positioned her head to take his flaccid member into his mouth.

	Kneeling on the floor in front of him, Joyce could see that her boss was telling the truth. His dick was still shiny and wet with semen, vaginal fluid, and streaks of blood from the virgin’s now-broken hymen. Trying to avoid breathing through her nose due to the rancid smell of her boss’s body, Joyce opened her mouth widely, ensuring her lips covered her teeth and leaned forward to take him into her mouth. “Take it, bitch!” he said loudly, forcefully shoving his wet, slimy member fully into her gaping mouth as he ripped the neck of her smock open, roughly twisting her sore nipples. Fortunately for Joyce, the fat pig’s short, fat cock was barely long enough to reach her throat, but all that meant was that he pulled her face into his groin, smothering her face with the sweat-covered blubber of his belly. He pistoned in and out rapidly, quickly cumming in his bitch’s mouth. He never allowed Joyce to swallow right away, preferring to let his semen “season” for a few minutes, wiping himself off on her face and hair before allowing her to empty her mouth with a quick swallow. Even then the taste lingered, often for hours after he used her. Then, with a quick slap to the side of her head, the sweatshop owner sent Joyce back to her task.

	Apparently sated by the blow job, he left her alone for the remainder of her shift, allowing her to earn a few more pennies for her husband. She was thankful for that and the fact that he at least hadn’t used anything but her mouth. Having his semen drip down her legs from her cunt or ass was the most disgusting think Joyce could think of. Even being forced to stick her tongue between his foul-smelling, fat, hairy ass cheeks – something she was required to do on a nearly daily basis – was preferable to that.

	Joyce’s tedious shift eventually came to an end, her back, thighs and calves in agony from the constant standing in the stilettos as she gathered the clothes she’d pressed and placed them on a rolling cart for counting. She’d managed to press 62 shirts; she normally averaged over 70, but the interruption caused by having to suck her boss’s dick had taken too much time. It wasn’t her fault, she knew - if Sam hadn’t fucked that other girl earlier, it wouldn’t have taken nearly as long for her to get him to cum in her mouth – but that didn’t matter. Her husband wouldn’t be happy with the day’s take.

	Sixty-two shirts meant $1.24 for six hours work, but as Sam carefully inspected them, he found two that had been improperly creased at the cuff, and set them aside.  She’d be fined ten cents for each one, which left $1.04. She stood nervously while Sam pawed over the remaining shirts; she knew she’d be punished by her husband if her pay slip showed less than a dollar.  Beads of perspiration broke out on her forehead as Sam carefully inspected the final shirt, his hand moving towards the pile of unacceptable work. Joyce looked up at him with pleading eyes.

	“Tell him I want you to work late tomorrow,” Sam said. “All night. I’ll send one of the other girls over to keep him company. Take the photo book for him.”

	“Yes, Sir,” Joyce said in a tired voice. She was resigned to what was going to happen. Her husband would agree, and she would end up the “guest of honor” at a party that would be little more than an all-night gang rape. When it was over, she’d be expected to pull her regular shift at the cleaners, then go home and take care of her normal duties, all without any sleep. Her four hours tonight would be restless, as it always was before an exhausting 48 hour ordeal. About the only good thing was that the last shirt ended up in the “acceptable” pile, meaning that at least she wouldn’t be beaten tonight. At least not for that. She slipped off the torn uniform and tossed it in the pile on the floor; hopefully, she’d get a better one tomorrow, but it was all a matter of luck. Walking over to her assigned hook, she quickly donned the clothing her husband had sent her out with this morning. Today it had been a pink skirt that barely covered her ass, yellow fishnet stockings and red stiletto heels. The pasties he’d provided to cover her nipples were nothing more than used condoms threaded through her nipple rings. They did a fair job of keeping her nipples covered, as long as there wasn’t any breeze. He usually let her wear some sort of a halter top, but it seemed to Joyce that he was displeased with her more often now.

	On her way out of the door, she picked up the photo album that Sam kept on the counter. It contained photographs of all his female employees, all naked, and most engaged in one sex act or another. Joyce knew she’d be sucking her husband off tonight while he perused the pictures, picking out the one he’d be spending the next 48 hours with.

	~ End~

	 

	The Trials of Maria

	Provided By: BDSM Library
www.bdsmlibrary.com 


Synopsis: The prison system overburdened, a young girl accepts a plea agreement sentencing her to slavery instead.

	The Trials of Maria

	The day started early for Maria. She’d been awakened at 2:30 a.m. with a blast of icy cold water from a hose wielded by one of her jailers. She jumped up from the floor, moving her naked, defenseless body into the corner, cringing there as if to protect herself. The burly jailer just laughed, directing the forceful spray at whatever part of her body her hands weren’t covering at the moment. She finally slumped down onto the floor in defeat, allowing the stinging spray to focus on her face, her breasts, and finally her cunt. It was the closest thing to a shower she’d had in the past three weeks.

	“Off your ass, cunt! Time to go get sold,” one of them announced, laughing.

	            ~0~0~0~0~

	 It didn’t take Maria long to realize the plea agreement had been a bad idea. After the world financial crisis of 2008, crime had risen drastically. Through the slow economic recovery, the public understandably became tired of youth gangs with no regard for life or property running rampant. Laws were quickly changed, with lengthy prison sentences possible for children as young as eight years of age. This brought its own set of troubles, as both minors and adults began receiving longer and longer terms of incarceration, resulting in every prison and jail in the nation bursting at the seams. It was not unusual to find facilities built for 500 inmates holding five or six times that many. Alternatives to traditional incarceration had to be found.

	Among the most popular and common of such alternatives was slavery, though it wasn’t called that. Slavery was still technically outlawed by the U.S. Constitution, but the Supreme Court had long ago decided that slavery, per se, was defined as an involuntary state. It was possible, the justices said, for an individual to relinquish his or her rights as a person for a specific length of time. During that period, this non-person would be owned, either by an entity or another individual. However, in recognition of the time limit on ownership, a few (very few) restrictions were imposed. First, while the slave’s owner could do virtually anything he or she wanted to the slave, anything result in death or significant injury would result in immediate freedom. Of course, freedom didn’t matter to a dead slave, and it was up to the courts to determine the definition of “significant injury.” To date, no such determination had been made. Second, there was a requirement that a slave be provided an appropriate amount of food and water, reasonable access to hygiene, and medical care as appropriate. Again, the stipulations were intentionally vague, and no court had yet defined any of these terms, even in the numerous incidents of slaves dying from starvation or disease.

	The evidence against Maria had been clear-cut; she’d been caught holding narcotics for her boyfriend, and the minimum sentence for such a crime was 40 years in prison. With parole having been abandoned decades earlier, she’d be well into her mid-50’s before she ever had an opportunity to see freedom again. No more family dinners, no more parties, no more designer clothes. Then her attorney came to her with the offer: In return for a guilty plea, the District Attorney would stipulate to fifteen years of servitude. If she accepted the plea agreement, she would in effect become the property of the state – not much different than incarceration, actually. The difference was that she would then be either auctioned off or sold outright, with the buyer becoming her owner for the term of her servitude. During that time, she would have no rights, not even recognition as a human being, and could be forced to do anything and everything demanded by her owner. He also explained the restrictions set forth by the Supreme Court, intentionally failing to mention that no court had ever found the necessary circumstances to set a slave free. When the offer was made, she told him she didn’t want to do it; she’d seen what happens to sex slaves, and couldn’t imagine herself ending up like that.

	“Nonsense, Maria,” he said reassuringly. “Not everyone ends up as a sex slave. Quite a few end up working in businesses or technical fields.” True to a point, but only for males who already had such skills. Most females ended up as sex toys, with the only significant exceptions being those who were purchased by their parents or families, then released. Believing her attorney, she agreed to the plea agreement.

	The first thing that happened – since she was now property of the state, and not a prisoner – was that she was moved from a normal cell to one in which slaves were kept. Unlike her former cell, which had a bunk with a mattress, a commode unit with running water, a steel table hanging from the wall and a stool upon which to sit bolted to the floor, her new accommodations consisted of nothing more than an empty concrete room, just three feet wide and seven feet long, with a drain in the floor. There was no ventilation; the solid steel door had just two openings: a thick lexan window at eye-level, and a small, locked hatch at the bottom. The floor was covered with a copper grid; electricity could be selectively applied through the grid to force her to any location in the tiny cell. The constant lighting was supplied by florescent tubes embedded in the ceiling, which bathed the cell in a bright, harsh glow. A video surveillance system provided a constant view of the cell’s interior to anyone with an internet connection and the desire to watch.

	Slaves were not permitted clothing while in the jail; it was considered a waste of money, since most prospective purchasers who used the video system to view the current selection of slaves wanted to see exactly what they would be getting. With few exceptions, they were made available for sexual use by jail staff and visitors as well. Maria, of course, knew nothing of this; she simply saw a way to trade 40 or more years of her life for fifteen. Therefore, it was understandable when, after signing the plea agreement in the judge’s chambers, he ordered her to remove her clothing and kneel. That she fought made it only more enjoyable for all three men present. Her public defender, who had wanted to pleasure himself with the dark-haired beauty’s body since the moment he laid eyes on her, was the first to lash out with his fist, doubling her over with a blow to the belly, while his prosecution counterpart grabbed her arms from behind. Nonplussed, the judge looked up from behind his desk and calmly told her that she’d been given her one and only opportunity to submit voluntarily. Reaching into his desk, he pulled out a thick leather collar and showed it to her.

	“This is an obedience collar,” he said, fastening it around her neck as the two attorneys bent her forward at the waist. With a solid click, it locked in place. The judge then held up a small device which didn’t look much different than a pager.

	“Jail policy doesn’t provide for positive reinforcement for appropriate behavior, only negative reinforcement – some might call it punishment – for disobedience. Your little outburst earned you a taste of this,” he said, pressing the red button on top of the small device.

	Maria’s mouth immediately opened in a silent scream, her eyes bulging as her hands shot up to the collar, trying frantically to pull it off. Her attempt was futile, however; the steel locking mechanism was impossible to remove. She fell to the floor, covered in perspiration, gasping for breath. The judge allowed her to remain there for a full minute before releasing the button.

	“That was the minimum setting. Now, unless you would like another taste at a higher level, I suggest you get that jump suit off and crawl over here between my feet like I told you,” he growled, holding the remote up as a warning, his thumb hovering over the button.

	Sobbing, Maria’s shaking hands grasped the Velcro fastener at the front of her garment, ripping it open and exposing her otherwise naked body. Prisoners, she was told when she arrived, weren’t permitted underclothing. Too many attempted hangings by brassiere straps, they explained. So, she wore nothing under the hunter orange jump suit.

	Still crying, she pulled her legs out of the uniform and rolled onto her knees, crawling towards the judge. Tears were falling freely now, her sobs becoming wails as her first abuser moved his feet apart, exposing the nakedness under his robe. “Ever suck cock before, bitch?” he asked, grasping his throbbing member in his fist, pointing it at her. Maria shook her head no. The judge’s fist smashed down on the back of the kneeling girl’s head.

	“You answer when you’re asked a question, cunt! Nobody can hear the air rattling around in that empty head of yours! Now, fucking answer me, bitch! Have you ever sucked a cock before?”

	“No,” Maria sobbed, her answer rewarded by another fist, this one to the side of her head.

	“Get this through your thick skull, stupid!” the judge screamed, “The first word out of that dickhole in your face is ‘Sir,’ and you answer in complete sentences. Now, try it again, moron! Have you ever sucked a cock before?”

	“Sir,” she sobbed, “I’ve never…never…sucked a cock before,” she answered, her voice trailing off. The judge already knew the answer. She’d fucked her boyfriend twice, but never took his cock into her mouth, telling him it was disgusting.

	“But you’d like to, right?” he said, displaying the remote control again. “In fact, you want to suck my cock right now more than you’ve ever wanted to do anything in your pathetic life, right?”

	“Sir, your…cock…sucking your cock is what I want to do more than anything else in the world,” she stammered, the fear on her face belying the words from her mouth.

	“Well, since it’s you first time, why don’t you crawl over here and get acquainted. Just nuzzle it a bit. That’s it, rub your face all over it. Now stick your tongue out and lick my balls a bit.”

	Maria was mortified. The only penises she’d ever seen were on her little brother, when she changed him as a baby, and then her boyfriend. They’d only had sex twice, and she’d never seen one this close. The judges heavy balls sagged under his drooping cock, and the smell was unlike anything Maria had experienced in her young life. She trembled as her tongue tentatively lapped at the wrinkled scrotum. The taste was awful!

	“Like that?” the judge asked sarcastically. “Sorry for the flavor – actually, I’m not sorry – but I just had another young cunt in here. She got off with probation…and an ass fuck. I guess I forgot to clean up afterwards, huh?”

	The two attorneys guffawed at Maria’s distress as she tried unsuccessfully to keep the contents of her stomach down. Fortunately, meals in the jail were quite small – breakfast today had been a half cup of cold oatmeal – so there wasn’t much of a mess. That didn’t stop the judge from rubbing her face in her own vomit, like a dog who crapped on the floor. “You’re fucking lucky you’re not trained yet, cunt, otherwise you’d be eating that mess you just made!” he yelled as he smashed her face into the acrid, watery mess. Holding her head down with his hand on the back of her neck, he spoke to the two men who were standing with smiles on their faces. “Give her a taste of her future,” he said, just as she passed into unconsciousness.

	When Maria awakened, she found herself in her new accommodations, shivering from the cold. She felt wetness and pain between her legs. Checking herself with her hand, she brought it to her face and saw the sticky remains of the spunk her lawyer and his colleague had deposited in her. She could feel it seeping out of her ass; none of her holes had been spared violation while she was unconscious. She could do nothing but lay on the floor and cry. Her bout of self-pity wasn’t to last long, however, as a voice spoke to her over the speaker embedded in the wall.

	“Stand at the back of your cell, ankles and palms against the side walls,” the tinny, distorted voice commanded. When she didn’t immediately respond, an electric charge activated through the floor electrodes caused her to jump to her feet, screaming.

	“Stand at the back of the cell. Place your ankles against the wall. Place your palms against the wall,” the voice repeated calmly. “Once you have assumed the appropriate position, the shocking will stop.” Once her body was positioned as directed, the voice continued. “Maintain your position. If you move your hands or feet, you will be shocked again.” Maria trembled, sweat pouring from her naked, defenseless body as the cell door slid silently open. Standing in the doorway were two of the largest men she’d ever seen. They were dressed in solid black, their pant legs bloused over the tops of high, military-style boots. No part of their bodies were visible; black balaclavas covered their heads, mirrored goggles over their eyes.

	“On your knees and crawl to the door,” one commanded. “Don’t worry, we’ve turned the floor off,” he assured her, holding up a wrist upon which a large, electronic device was strapped. Maria timidly moved her hands and feet away from the wall and knelt down before slowly crawling towards the men. As she reached the door, one clipped a leash to the collar around her neck. It wasn’t particularly necessary, but years of trial and error had found that the leash and collar combination was an effective tool in the dehumanizing of a new slave.

	She was led, still on her hands and knees, down a long, wide hallway lined with cells not dissimilar to hers. They finally stopped at a locked room at the end of the hall. With a touch of a button on the first man’s wrist device, the door slid open and the three entered.

	The room was bare except for what appeared to be a medical examination table bathed in bright lights in the center, straps hanging ominously from the sides. To one side of the table rested a cart upon which a number of evil-looking devices sat alongside items Maria recognized as normal medical instruments.

	“Up you get,” the man holding her leash commanded, giving her a harsh jerk. She climbed up onto the table, her body trembling as she was strapped down. First, a strap was fastened across her chest just below her breasts, pulled so tightly that it was almost impossible for her to breathe. Then her hands were forced over her head and bound together to an extension which slid out from the bench. Finally, her feet were strapped to ankle restraints, which were spread outward until she felt like her hips were going to pop. Braces were then placed under her knees, bending them upward and lifting her ass off the table, leaving her cunt and asshole exposed and gaping. Then, after taking the liberty of a couple of quick gropes, the men disappeared. Maria was again left alone, but this time completely exposed and defenseless.

	She had no way of knowing, but everything was being webcast live on the Internet. Her frantic movements, the fear in her eyes, her gaping holes rimmed with drying semen were all eye candy for the audience, which was now numbering several thousand. Most were busy jerking off to her naked, abused form, but a few were studiously examining her body and taking notes, grading her in any number of ways. It seemed to Maria as though hours had gone by when she finally felt the slight breeze announcing that one of the silent doors had opened. Her head jerked to the left as she caught a glimpse of movement. “Eyes forward,” a gruff voice commanded, accentuated by a short activation of her collar. She sensed the man moving toward her, then circling the bed. She glimpsed a bit of him as he bent over to peer into her open holes.  “Not bad…looks like you haven’t been used much, right? How many times you been fucked? Before today, that is?”

	“Twice, sir,” she answered meekly.

	“Two different ones, or the same one twice?”

	“Same one twice, sir.”

	“And today?” he queried.

	“Um…sir, I’m not sure. I think two times, or three. I…guess I passed out, sir, and when I woke…”

	“So it could have been ten, or a hundred for all you know? He laughed. “No need to answer that. Just keep your mouth shut while I explain what happens next. First, you’re going to have your tracking chip embedded. It’s going to hurt, but not as much as your bar code. That gets burned in by laser. If you move while it’s being applied, you’ll mar it. That’s not good. Slave girls with clear, unblemished markings sell for higher prices. Going to someone with money is better than being bought by someone who doesn’t. Girls with crooked markings usually end up in the slave brothels, or get bought by porn producers. Fucking dogs, getting bred by donkeys, that sort of thing. It would behoove you to remain perfectly still while the procedure is being done. Understand?”

	“Yes, sir,” Maria replied, a single tear dripping down her cheek. Unknown to her, her facial expressions were being shown on a close-up shot. Thirty men came a the sight of the fear on her innocent face. Others, more willing to wait for their satisfaction in person, scribbled notes and printed out stills of the moment.

	The tracking chip wasn’t really all that painful, just a hard pinch as the minute computer chip positioned on the tip of a syringe was forced through the skin on the side of her neck. No worse than a bee sting, actually.

	The brand was a different story altogether. Warned by the “doctor” (that’s what she thought of him as, anyway), she braced herself and clenched her teeth as the laser was worked over her lower abdomen, just above her mound. She willed herself to remain motionless as the unique bar code was burned into her skin, forever marking her as owned property. Even when she was freed, it would remain in place; removal was a felony, punishable by lifetime enslavement of both the individual with the brand and anyone helping her remove it.

	“All done,” the doctor finally said, and Maria allowed herself to breathe.  The pain had been unbearable, the worst she’d ever felt in her young life, and her muscles felt as though they’d all cramped up on her. Her entire body was covered in droplets of sweat, and the skin on her belly still stung, like hundreds of red ants were biting her.

	“Very good,” the doctor commented, his fingers stretching the skin out while he examined the new marking. “Nice and clean, no mistakes. The worst of it is over now.”

	Not everything, however, as Maria was subjected to the most humiliating, intimate examination of her life. Every conceivable measurement of her body was taken next: height, weight, distance between her eyes, length of her nose and tongue, breast circumference, nipple length, length of her labia, distance from clitoris to asshole, each measurement more humiliating than the last. Finally, the doctor was apparently satisfied and, putting his calipers down, picked up a large, phallic-shaped vibrator which he waved in front of Maria’s eyes.

	“Ever had an orgasm?” he asked, his eyes gleaming.

	“No…I don’t think so, sir,” she stammered.

	“Well, this ought to be fun then. By the way, did anyone tell you this is going out on the internet, live?” The look of horror and shock on Maria’s face when she was enlightened to this small fact caused another half hundred men to empty their balls.

	“Here’s the deal. I’m going to use this to make you cum. This is the first and only time you’re going to be able to cum without begging permission before you do. The purpose of this test is two-fold. One, your prospective buyers are interested in your sexual responsiveness, so the quicker you cum, the better. Second, they’re interested in endurance, so the more orgasms you have before you pass out, the higher they’ll be likely to bid. You will pass out, because I’m not removing the vibrator until you’re unconscious. Just remember what I said about it being better for you if your purchaser has to pay more; the greater the investment, the less likely you’ll be regularly mistreated.”

	With that last comment, he pressed the bulbous head of the device directly against Maria’s unprotected clitoris, immediately causing the first of many orgasms. True to his promise, he didn’t relent until the girl had passed out from exhaustion, some 23 orgasms later. Even then, he continued abusing her swollen, raw hole, forcing two more out of her before her head lolled to the side, tongue hanging out. While she was unconscious, the doctor used a small, portable camera to provide the internet audience with close-up views of her abused cunt, focusing on the copious amount of vaginal secretions pooling under her naked ass.

	When Maria woke up, she was back in her tiny concrete cell again, the strong odor of her own sex permeating her every being. Beyond tears, she was broken. From being an honor student looking at a college education, to a sex slave, emotionally beaten, in less than 24 hours.

	However, it was nowhere near over for the young girl. Her life for the following three weeks – until the date of the next monthly slave auction – was one of abuse, mistreatment and pain. Seldom permitted more than an hour rest at a time, her internet video quickly made her a favorite among the staff at the jail. Subjected to everything from gang rapes to forced self-abuse, all for the pleasure of her abusers, she quickly took a downhill slide into depravity. A pattern was formed, with each new insult resulting in a morsel of food or a few sips of water. Maria soon began to beg for the mistreatment that others willingly bestowed upon her, just to fill her empty belly. By the end of her stay, she’d been fucked over 500 times. Amazingly, however, her anus remained virginal. It had been placed off limits in order to increase her sale price.

	                ~0~0~0~0~

	 Sopping wet and drenched from the water her abusers sprayed on her, she nonetheless crawled forward to the door, kneeling patiently between the pair of highly-polished boots while the leash was once again clipped to her collar. She’d long ago stopped thinking of the degradation or embarrassment; it was simply another event in a long series of humiliations which her life had become as she was led down the corridor to the loading dock. The auction had long ago been concluded; an internet bidder had, in fact, paid a premium to purchase her on the very first day of her internment. She’d been kept in the jail for no other purpose than his amusement, to see how quickly she’d break. And after she’d been broken, to see how far she’d fall. And now she was all his, for fifteen whole years. He watched from his position on the loading dock as the naked, beaten girl crawled toward him, her eyes focused downward but not seeing anything at all. Finally, she was at his feet.

	“Remember me, cunt?” her boyfriend said, grasping a handful of her filthy hair and forcing her to look at him. “Give it a day or two and you won’t think of sucking my cock as disgusting…not compared to all the other things I’m going to do to you.”
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