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Day 1

 
She was the 317th slave brought to us for training, a consensual female roughly 35 years old with a robust full figure.  When I reviewed the questionnaires she and her master completed, a small alarm bell went off.  The questionnaire is nineteen pages long and very detailed.  Their answers not only agreed, they were very extreme.  Under body privacy they both said no residual.   That means that once trained she would not resist or even resent having anyone touch her intimately under training methods both opted for severe classical conditioning.  That meant that they not only wanted her tortured far more than necessary but that her training would be virtually irreversible once completed.  The possibility that both members of a consensual relationship might agree on this is very unlikely.  Contrary to popular belief, D/S relationships are rarely cruel in nature and submissive women are seldom masochist.  

I met with them myself the day her training was to begin.  Questionnaires in hand I reviewed each of their selections with them, pointing out, as I did, that they were opting for an incredibly intense and painful course for her.  My certainty that they were some type of police grew with every word exchanged.  For one thing the Master got an erection during the discussion.  This is something that would not likely happen to anyone with enough experience in perversion to be interested in our services.  He also paid our full price without quibbling.  We don’t give discounts but our services are very expensive and we are almost always asked for them.  For her part the woman remained calm and businesslike.  That was also the wrong reaction.  A real submissive would have been either terrified or excited, most likely both.  When the interview was over I told the man to have her stripped and ready for transportation when I returned.  I then went into the next office and called our electronics expert. He had scanned them when they came in and said they had nothing on them. I told him to try harder especially while she was in the elevator. 
When I re-entered the room she was casually standing naked.  That was the last straw.  Any real master would have had her kneeling or in some way posed.  I approached her and did a full inspection of her very nice body.  She has smallish but natural breasts.  That’s a treat in a world full of inexpensive implants.  Her hair was silky, long and naturally dark brown. Best of all her hips were round and full giving her a very womanly shape even though she was slimly built. Touching her was a pleasure in spite of the fact that she didn’t respond to me sexually yet. 
When I examined her genitals I knew I had found what I was really looking for.  She was shaved rather than waxed and her barely healed clit hood held a ring with three oversized gold balls on it that screamed bug.  Knowing that she was an agent added to my pleasure in continuing the inspection.  She pretended enjoyment when I inserted two fingers into her nice and tight vagina but she was as dry as a bone. Her anus was also so tight that I knew she had not been sodomized in months, if ever. That is not possible for any sort of real slave. 
When my examination was finished I reminded her master of the URL where he could see occasional films and pictures of her during her training and assured him that he would get back an incredible slave.  I then cuffed her hands behind her with heavy leather restraints, put a ball gag in her mouth and attached its heavy strap behind her head.  As I put her in the private elevator I watched her master try to look satisfied as he blew her a goodbye kiss. 
As soon as the elevator door closed I began taking the pins from her hair and the earrings from her ears.  She looked nervous but bore that stoically.  When I went for the clit ring she began to struggle.  I waited until the door opened and the tech could help me before finally removing it.  With her struggling I was afraid I would have to damage her to do it solo.  It took the tech less than 10 seconds to confirm my suspicions.  One bead on the ring was a battery, another was a microphone and the third a transmitter.  He had missed them before because the transmitter was inactive until a small stud was pressed. 
This is a situation that we are prepared for.  Several police agencies around the world have attempted to infiltrate the organization through the years and we have always dealt with them with ease.  While the tech setup his counter measures I guided our newest slave towards a waiting van.  I admired the fact that even though she was terrified she remained rational enough to decide that this wasn’t the time to try to escape.  .
At the same time I drove off with her, the tech drove away in another van.  Soon the transmitter was activated inside a soundproofed box and in front of a speaker playing a tape of a gagged woman being taken by several men inside a van.  The tape was over three hours long and was intended to satisfy the listeners that she was getting the beginning of her training on the drive to our facility.  Within five minutes of being activated, the box was loaded onto a truck belonging to a genuinely innocent courier with instructions to deliver it to a fake address a hundred miles away. 
The van I used that day was almost unmodified.  Its windows are very heavily tinted and I had locked a set of leg cuffs to the second seat.  Other than that, it was factory standard.  I put the woman in the leg cuffs and told my driver to depart.  Then I began her training.  
First I told her: “You no longer have a name, a position, or possessions. You are slave 317 and absolutely nothing else. My job is to make slave 317 desirable.”  Her eyes were tearing and she looked terrified.  My next words were meant to comfort though I am sure she didn’t take them that way.  	“You will be trained to be an obedient and passionate slave; to become more erotic and desirable than you ever dreamed you could be; to experience pleasure so great that it will addict you.  Within a few days you will begin cooperating in your own training and enjoying your new life.  Until then you need only remember a few simple rules.  The most important of these rules is that you must obey every order I give you.  Every time you so much as hesitate to obey me you will be punished.  We have done this 316 times before without a single failure and we are very good at it.  You have no hope of escape or rescue and you are welcome to resist all you like for as long as you can face the punishment you will receive for it.”
I reached for her gag.  “Now for your first command.  Always ask permission before you speak unless answering a question and when you are allowed to speak include in every sentence the words Sir or Master.”  
She coughed and cleared her throat for a few seconds then asked very properly to speak.  When I allowed it she started by informing me that she would be rescued and warning me that her compatriots would exact terrible vengeance for anything done to her.  I assured her that we would be proceeding on the assumption that they would not be arriving; then, if she got a pleasant surprise, so be it.  She then asked how she would be punished for trying to infiltrate and arrest us.  I told her that she would be punished only as needed for her training.  She knew the truth of my statement and just then the reality of her situation struck her.  With that she broke down and cried. 
I let her sob for a while then asked her how much she knew about my operation.  She said with conviction that she would never give me any information about the operation against me.   I laughed, confident that they would never get near us then explained that I didn’t care about the operation.  I just wanted to know how much of what would be happening needed to be explained to her.  With a voice so filled with hatred that it gave me an instant erection she said, “I know that you kidnap and rape women all over the world for money and have gotten filthy rich doing it. I hope you rot in hell!”
I pulled on her collar to give her an electric shock and reminded her to end every sentence in Sir.  I then began fondling her breasts gently and told her that I would be the first one to rape her and the first one she thanked for her training.  Her whole body tensed at my touch but she was smart enough not to try to pull away.  For the second time I admired her.  She was strong enough to endure and smart enough to choose her battles. 
As we travelled I explained to her that slaves are always taken to and from our training facility unconscious as a security precaution and offered her a capsule.  She looked resistant for a moment until I explained that she could easily be injected.  She opened her mouth to receive it.  I filled the time until the capsule took effect by idly enjoying her breasts and telling her about the basics of her new life.  She would be kept naked from now on; slaves are allowed only makeup and earrings except when having their periods when they were also allowed to wear a red ribbon in their hair.  She would not be made available to any man who wanted her though a good number might be allowed to have her.  Since we are an organized and disciplined group that meant that any man who wanted her to submit would already have permission to take her and she would be required to do anything he desired.  She began sobbing again with that statement, picturing, I’m sure, constant rapes. I let her sob until she went to sleep then put an IV drip filled with a more reliable tranquilizer in her arm and redirected the van to the airport. 
She woke up in what we call the "Curie" room. It was decorated much like an early 1900's lab or doctors office.  I had recently removed her IV and enjoyed watching her wake up and grasp her circumstances.  Her head and upper body were firmly strapped to a half-length table.  Her legs were cuffed with ropes run through pulleys in the ceiling to raise them strait up and spread them as far as they could go without pulling the muscles.  Along with instilling a feeling of total vulnerability, this position exposed her pussy and anus for easy entry by a standing man.  The tranquilizers I had given her prevented total panic but her fear was palpable.  The hormone cocktail designed to make her both submissive and sexually excited would be tested shortly. 
I approached from her between her legs and without ceremony touched her intimately.  I saw her start to speak and raised a finger, which reminded her of the rule she had been taught.  In a terrified voice she asked permission to speak and when she received it she begged me to please not “do this”.  I told her to be silent then penetrated her with my index finger.  When it was inside I commented that she was only slightly wet.  I then began to caress her clit softly with my thumb. Before long I had her wet and told her so, enjoying her silent blush.  I then did just what she dreaded and removed my pants and placed the tip of my erection against her.  She screamed and called me several vile names while demanding that I leave her alone.  Looking patient and understanding I pulled a thin cane out from under the table then walked around and put a gentle finger to her lips.  She got the message and quieted. I gave her unyielding lips a soft kiss then told her;  “You just committed two offences.  Slaves are not allowed to use crude language unless told to do so; and you spoke without permission.  Whenever a slave is disobedient they are punished severely enough to insure that they never do it again.”  I looked down at her and studied her face.  She was utterly terrified but even so I couldn’t help but notice what a beautiful woman she is.  Taking her was going to be a real pleasure and training her even more of one. 
Her beauty softened me slightly so I bent over and gave her another small kiss and said, “This is your first time so I will give you as little as I can.  Please remain silent so that I don’t have to start over.”
The cane I had chosen was made of some strong but flexible plastic compound and was about a quarter of an inch in diameter.  This type can deliver anything from a pleasurable tickle to a scarring welt, depending on how fast it's traveling when it meets the skin.  I struck her across the rump hard enough to leave a red stripe for a few hours but not hard enough for a full-fledged welt.  She whimpered slightly with the first one but I allowed that and continued the beating without comment.  I waited several seconds between strokes so that she would feel the full pain of each one.  By the 10th she was sobbing hard and by the 20th was crying uncontrollably.  I stopped and moved around to her face then bent over and kissed her again. As I rose I told her that I knew she desperately wanted to beg for mercy but reminded her that she couldn’t.  I then explained that she was going to suffer less in the long run if I taught her now and slashed the cane down in a strong stroke that caught both of her nipples at once.  She screamed but it was wordless so I allowed it and told her: “Just a few more now, slave, you can bear this.”  Four more strokes rained across her breasts but not directly on her nipples. 
After I put the cane away I gave her a full minute to collect herself then resumed my position between her legs.  When I put the tip of my dick against her entrance I almost laughed.  She was squeezing with all her might, as though she would somehow keep me out.  Being careful to keep my voice gentle I said:  “You must submit, the more you try to resist the more you will suffer.”  She made an effort of will to relax and came near to succeeding.  With one long, slow thrust I filled her.  Once inside I stopped for a moment to appreciate the woman I was having.  No matter how many women I take each new one is special and I always take a moment to savor them.  In this case I looked at her pretty face, flat stomach and lovely natural breasts made even sexier by the stripes I had put there.  With her softness enveloping me, I enjoyed her wetness which was especially slick.  That’s a trait I really enjoy.  She was also an uncommonly perfect fit, I filled her fully but not excessively and the tightness of her was just the amount I like around me.
I took her slowly at first, still feeling the subtle nuances of her inner body.  Then, as she grew used to me and lubricated more, I grew rougher.  I wanted to make sure that she felt fully taken and enjoyed so I took my time and made certain that my own excitement stayed under control.  Before long my actions, combined with a little help from the drugs she had been given, caused her to have a powerful orgasm.  I kept patiently thrusting inside her, knowing full well that her clitoris would now be so sensitive that her pleasure would be mixed with pain.  That was deliberate.  A big part of her training was to make her associate helplessness and submission with pleasure. Soon she had another powerful orgasm then several weaker ones after that.
When I didn’t think she could cum anymore I withdrew and took a small riding crop from below the table. After allowing her a few moments to catch her breath I looked at her now glowing face and asked, "Did that feel good, slave?”   She remained silent for several seconds in an attempt to regain some tiny fraction of control then cried out as I struck her left nipple sharply.  I reminded her that one of her rules was to answer all questions immediately and honestly and asked her again if that felt good.  When she still refused to answer I realized that she had finally decided to try and resist.  The fact that she was doing so over a relatively trivial issue didn’t matter.  She knew that she was losing control quickly and had to either hold on to some tiny bit or she really was going to be trained into slavery.
Knowing that this was the right time to force the issue I began to apply the crop.  It didn’t cause as much pain or damage as the cane had so she was able to hold out for a while.  I gave each breast 4 strokes but for selfish reasons I didn’t want to bruise them and shifted the majority of the beating to her inner thighs.  Even as I cropped her I spoke to her encouragingly. 
“You should go ahead and get all the resistance out of your system now, so that we could move on.  You are a strong enough woman to bear what I do to you.”  To someone who has never trained a slave my encouragement would probably sound strange.  The secret to making a wonderful slave is to train and condition her without breaking her spirit.  That is why our products are so desirable and thus expensive.  If you want a woman who has been broken either by a man or by life’s own hardships you can have one spread her legs in any city in the world for $50 or less. What we make is something so infinitely better that less than one man in a million will ever get to experience it. 
I didn’t count the strokes and even helped her resistance a couple of times by easing off when she neared surrender.  With my help she was able to hold out for an amazingly long time. I wanted her very best effort now so that later she wouldn’t be able to talk herself into trying to resist again.  I had to be careful towards the end of her punishment as the skin on her inner thighs had grown a bright cherry red and I know from experience that it won’t get any more painful from that point forward.  But, a careless stroke can take it from developing a painless surface bruise to an ugly and unhealthy one.  As I had hoped, when she finally gave her surrender she knew that she had been truly defeated so it was a deep and meaningful one.  By resisting with all her might on a minor point and losing she was forced to accept that she would not be allowed to resist at all.  Mentally she was already beginning to adjust to that reality and I was glad to see her doing so.  That meant that her real training would begin sooner than usual and I was anxious to see what I could make of her. 
Once she had tearfully confessed that her rape had felt good, I asked her an even harder question, “Did cumming so hard and so many times for me make you realize that you can’t even control your own body?”   
Without hesitation she replied, “Yes, sir.” 
I thanked her for being honest as I walked around to kiss her as a reward for answering my last question.  When our lips met hers were again tight and clamped shut.  One look into her eyes was enough to open them and for the first time I tasted the pleasures of her mouth. 
When the kiss was over, I began putting on and lubricating a condom.  As I did I asked her if any man had ever enjoyed her ass before.  She said no and asked me not to do that to her.  I raised the crop over her nipple again and asked if she had ever masturbated while fantasising sodomy.  Through clenched teeth and tear filled eyes she said, “Yes sir.”  Enjoying the rush of pure power over her, I pressed the issue and made her confess that she masturbated almost daily and that at least half the time it included a fantasy about sodomy.  The worst moment of all was when I made her admit that in her fantasies the sodomy was seldom consensual and in fact resembled what she was about to experience.  
I took her ass just as I had taken her pussy. When I pressed against her tightest opening she submissively loosened it as best she could.  In spite of that, she was a very tight fit and groaned as I stretched her with my penetration.  As I filled her I watched her face and enjoyed seeing her experience the same reaction that most women do when they are taken anally for the first time.  First the fear vanished as she realized that it wasn't as painful as she had thought it would be and then shock set in as she realized that it was a powerful turn-on.  The anal stimulation excited her but not enough to make her cum.  I used it to slowly build her back towards a state of high excitement.  When she was close to release I lubricated my index finger with her wetness and used it to stimulate her clitoris.  She tried to resist but I had control of her body and soon she was having serial orgasms again.  
As she moaned I spoke to her.  “Surrender feels good, doesn’t it, slave?”  I wasn’t looking for an answer but got a delightful surprise when she said, “Yes, sir”. Once she had crested I ordered her to stop cumming and look directly at me. When she was able to focus her eyes she realized that I was close to orgasm, she seemed almost hypnotized by the look on my face.  That is another thing I love about binding a woman with her legs straight up in the air, you can watch each other’s faces.  As I came inside her ass hers took on a look of slight satisfaction.  After being totally stripped of power, the pleasure I took in her body gave her a tiny trace of it back.  This was exactly my intention when I ordered her to watch me cum, to have her only form of control be the pleasure she could give.
As I removed the condom I asked her how she had liked her first anal sex.  She said that it wasn’t so bad and that she really wished that she could kill me.  I was laughing out loud as I told her that I appreciated her honesty then kissed her again, a long, slow and deep one this time.  She had surrendered enough by now to fully kiss back and even take some pleasure from it.  After savoring the kiss and the feel of her skin under my hands I ordered 317 back to silence, then walked to the intercom on the wall and sent for 37.
37 is a male slave we trained five years ago.  When his Master died less than a month after taking delivery we took him back and made him a staff slave.  He’s endowed better than most, though not to an extreme and has been trained extensively to deliver pleasure to both men and women.  According to the female staffers, who often enjoy him, 37 is the most skilful lover that they have ever experienced. 
For this occasion he was dressed in only a leather hood and a condom.  Upon seeing him 317 began to cry and asked permission to speak.  I didn’t grant it but began to gently stroke her face.  I kept stroking her and told her to remember that she was a strong woman who could survive this and that she had to surrender not only to his entry but also to the pleasure, or be punished again.  He entered her gently then kept his motions soft, rhythmic and constant.  As she warmed up he began using his hands in perfect congress with his member.  I added to her sensations by fondling and sucking her nipples gently.  This time her orgasms took longer to begin but, once they started, the intensity and duration were amazing.  37 played her body cleverly and knew she was done in at the same time I did.  When he quietly asked permission to cum I told him, “In her ass, but quickly.”  He changed openings and came less than a minute later.  Under my order she watched him just as she had watched me and was obviously gratified by the sight. I sent him from the room without comment but made a mental note to reward him later. 
The drugs helped keep 317 calm but, more than that, I could tell that she had been trained to deal with the probability of being raped as part of her undercover assignment.  I had admired her strength from the very start and admired it even more now.  She was able to keep herself together even after two rapes and harsh punishment.  In a way her strength was to her disadvantage.  I would have let a weaker woman rest to keep from shattering her, but this one was strong enough to force her to surrender once more.  
From a nearby cabinet I took a set of butterfly style nipple clips and a female urinal.  I knew from the amount in the IV that I had given her that her bladder was full now.  With my face once again close to hers and my voice very soft and intimate I told her I was proud of her and found her very beautiful.  Then I explained that by making her orgasm repeatedly, against her will, I had begun the process of stripping away her defences and fully enslaving her.  Now I told her I was going to strip away another piece of her dignity and in doing so make her closer to being mine.  With that I placed the urinal between her legs and ordered her to urinate. 
She asked permission to speak and when I granted it told me that she had never been able to go with someone watching or even listening.  Still speaking softly I told her that she was going to go with me watching, that it was only a matter of time and I advised her to make sure that I could tell that she was trying.  I then put the clips on her nipples.  She shuddered but was able to manage the pain.  Holding the urinal against her with one hand I caressed her body with the other.  As I did so I told her that I would like to take the clips off and lower her legs from such an uncomfortable position but she had to pee for me first.  I was hoping that she would be able to comply so that it was an act of surrender but was willing to wait until bodily necessity overtook her.  It took her about 3 minutes of trying and in the end it was an act of surrender.  Suddenly she said, “Hold it close please” and began to empty her bladder.  There is a level of control and intimacy in that particular degradation that you have to experience to understand.  To a woman, having a man not only see, but control her urination is not just an act of surrender. It also involves him in a very private act and removes some of the power of her feminine mystique. 

I patted her dry while congratulating her. I had already affected her mind enough for her to smile slightly with pride at her accomplishment in being able to obey such an order.  She then asked permission to speak and, when she got it, begged me to remove the nipple clips.  I warned her that after such a long time the pain was going to be intense.  With a smile that contained very little pleasure she said: “That’s okay, I’m a very strong woman.” I told her that it was all right to scream then took the clips off one at a time.  She gasped at the pain but otherwise managed to keep silent until I began roughly massaging both nipples at once.  That caused her to scream solidly for about 10 seconds before the pain eased off.  Her scream was yet another surrender and act of intimacy.  She was still in pain but not consumed by it as I released her legs and other bindings.  When I picked her up off the table she instinctively put her arms around me and shook as I carried her to a small but soft bed in the room next door.  I tucked her in like she was a small child, then told her that she was allowed to sleep now.  

Day 2

 
It took her 20 minutes to cry herself to sleep but once she did she slept hard for 10 full hours.  When she woke up I gave her a few minutes to gather herself then entered the room and sent her to the shower.  While she washed I placed an order with the kitchen.  When she came out I greeted her with a bed tray full of breakfast and a huge cup of coffee.  I took the towel she had wrapped around herself and then told her that she could speak freely for a while.  She thanked me and took a big sip of the coffee with a look of pure joy on her face.  Suddenly she had a thought and asked if her breakfast was drugged.  I told her that only the coffee was and advised her that she would far rather drink it than learn how we administer injections.  She nodded and soon her cup was empty and her plate clean.  I set the dishes aside and told her that if she was cooperative her morning could be very pleasant.  She nodded a drug-assisted agreement and when I asked her to lie down she complied without resistance.  

What followed was technically another rape but to an onlooker it would have seemed like she had a particularly sweet lover.  I caressed her gently all over her body, inspecting for damage from the night before as I did so.  I was pleased to find only some mild bruising from the crop and two small welts from the cane.  Inflicting the level of pain that I had without doing damage takes much more skill than it may seem. 
Once I had her mildly excited I began pleasuring her orally.  Her sex was soft and warm and it smelled and tasted sweet.  A little exploration and experimentation told me what she responded to the most.  Since I was taking great pleasure in the experience myself, I pleasured her slowly and for a long time, building her to an intense orgasm.  I let her savor that for a bit, then took her vaginally in a gentle but passionate fashion.  I don’t often take a woman gently but her sweet taste and quiet heat reminded me of just how nice it can be.  She wrapped her legs around me and took me deeper inside as she came.  That triggered my own release, which she once again watched, this time showing obvious pride.  Since she had submitted and responded like a lover I held her in my arms for a pleasant while afterwards.
She spent the rest of her morning in grooming.  Various female slaves and staffers cut and tinted her hair, manicured her nails, waxed her intimate areas and softened her skin.  They also performed the same services for each other, which created an atmosphere something like a teenage slumber party.  Between the strength of the drugs we had given her and the general pleasantness of the treatments, 317 offered no resistance at all.  The only differences between what she experienced and a day at a very expensive spa were that she was never consulted on any of the style decisions and she, as well as the women working on her, were naked. They also frequently touched intimately and each of them gave her a passionate kiss when their part was completed. 
At noon most of the male staff gathered in the video room.  We sent to the kitchen for wine, beer and sandwiches, then got comfortable and settled in.  We all knew from experience that what came next would be a rare show.  When her grooming was finished 317 was taken over by Mey Chun.  Technically Mey Chun is on staff, since we have never trained her or taken her by force.  In behavior she is more like a special status slave.  As a half-American half-Vietnamese orphan she had begun selling her body on the streets of Saigon not long after learning to walk.  When we gave her a home at age 25 she became our most loyal retainer and an almost supernaturally skilled and erotic trainer.  Like many oriental women she has a beautiful but hard to read face and a trim but generous body.  She is visually beautiful but her real beauty is in the way she speaks and moves with extraordinary grace and femininity.  The overall impression she gives is one of soft womanhood so extreme that even other women desire her. 
Mey Chun took 317 from out of the salon chair and led her into what we call the examination room. This is basically a copy of a small doctor’s office equipped with a medical table complete with stirrups, a central floor drain and a very interesting collection of medical equipment.  It also has several hidden cameras that show all the events taking place in the room from every possible angle.  Mey Chun began by sitting 317 on the table and telling her how beautiful she was.  Her words were true and sincere and 317 reacted accordingly.  Mey Chun then explained that her job was to give her a special sort of internal examination. 317 blanched a bit at that and Mey Chun hugged her comfortingly and explained that she could be restrained if she liked but that she would prefer that she cooperated.  317 agreed to try. 
Most of the drugs had cleared 317’s system by now but the constant sexuality had taken her to such a deeply submissive state that she was still behaving and reacting like someone heavily drugged.  When Mey Chun asked her to put her feet in the stirrups, 317 cooperated with hardly a second thought and opened her legs without seeming aware of the blatant sexuality of the pose.  When Mey Chun put a pair of latex gloves on and began touching 317’s genitals, 317 startled a little bit then simply settled in and asked her to be gentle. 
Mey Chun didn’t use any outside lubrication.  Only a woman could have made that work.  A man would not have had anywhere near the patience.  She began with one finger inside 317 and added other fingers slowly and pleasurably.  317 submitted to her much more easily than she had to me and openly enjoyed the sensations.  Soon all four of Mey Chun’s fingers were inside 317 and she was beginning to feel some discomfort from stretching.  Mey Chun told her that she was sorry for the discomfort and asked her again to please cooperate if she could in a tone that made her caring and gentle concern clear.  When 317 said again that she would try, Mey Chun leaned forward and skilfully pleasured 317’s clit with her tongue to give her a reward.  She softly tongued 317 just to the verge of orgasm, then inserted her thumb with the rest of her fingers inside her pussy.  317 came powerfully and Mey Chun used her mouth and her free hand to keep 317 cumming as she stretched her.  There was a short moment when 317 could stretch no more and Mey Chun had to force the last bit of her hand through.  317 almost rose off the table and looked for a moment as if she would scream.  Just at the critical time the widest part of Mey Chun’s hand passed through and 317 collapsed back down on the table with relief.  For the next while Mey Chun dominated her totally and pleasured her with unparalleled skill.  317 came so often and so hard that she was hardly able to breathe enough to stay conscious. 

When the fisting was over Mey Chun raised the end of the table and gently took 317’s legs out of the stirrups then laid down next to her to gently stroke 317 while she recovered.  When 317 was able to function again, Mey Chun helped her to sit up then stand up and then attached leg cuffs with a foot of chain between them to her ankles.  Mey Chun apologized for shackling her to her bar and explained that I had ordered it.  Then as a measure of comfort, she told 317 that if she promised to keep the restraints on they could be left unlocked.  317 gave her word that she would wear them until I ordered otherwise.  Mey Chun thanked her then helped her walk to a small room two doors down the hall where she could rest.

A few minutes later the video system was changed to a far more important matter.  6 hours ago we had activated the URL that I had mentioned to her master at our initial meeting.  We fed some footage of 317’s first 2 rapes over it and the technical guys routed and coded the originating signal through what looked like an impossible maze.  It took the people who had sent her an hour to track the signal back and 5 hours to fly in a strike team.  They were now assembled outside a castle in Spain and were ready to invade.  We listened as the leader, the same man who had pretended to be 317’s master, remind the team that there were numerous hostages inside and so they should fire only with the greatest care. 
They used acid to silently open a cellar door, then crept inside.  When they were all in and starting to spread out we flooded the entire floor with a military knock-out gas.  Our men walked down at leisure and injected the troops with a longer lasting knock-out compound.  The leader was taken upstairs for questioning while the rest of the invaders were stripped and laid out side by side.  Our men then used a thin but very strong chain to lock them together.   Such an easy defeat would have been humiliating anyway but just to make it extra special, the chain was looped and locked around each man’s testicles.  They would be able to leave and go get help but it was going to be a painful and severely humiliating experience.  Knowing what sort of men were on our team, I was a little surprised that they didn’t urinate on them as well. 
The leader was left clothed, bound and bent over a table and when he awoke, he refused to give anything but his name, rank and serial number.  Our men pulled his pants down and inserted an Asian banana pepper into his rectum.  He struggled to resist for all he was worth, but the pain in his ass was far worse than a branding iron would have caused.  After 5 minutes he told us that they were from a special committee of the United Nations devoted to eliminating slavery.  We all breathed a sigh of relief at that.  We have far more dangerous enemies than that running around and the UN is so corrupt that we knew that we could solve any problems that we had there for the price of a car wash.  The leader of our group then informed the helpless man that as soon as he begged all five of the men in the room to rape him, the pepper would be removed.  He made it almost another minute before he surrendered totally and begged for sodomy.  I didn’t bother to watch but knew that he would get it in sadistic abundance.
With the show over and the business being done I went to take a nap.  Before going I left a male slave watching 317 with another hidden camera and instructed him to wake me when she woke.  
The slave woke me after about 4 hours and I went back to the video room.  317 was just getting out of bed.  The room was only 8 by 6 so the small bathroom attached was her only possible destination.  The bar kept her legs open to more than shoulder width apart so her movements were awkward but attractive.  She used the commode and drank several glasses of water.  Refreshed and strengthened, she then went to the door and very quietly tried the lock.  It was locked, of course, but the lock was deliberately primitive and after working up her courage for a few minutes, 317 removed her restraints and began working on it with one of the buckle pins.  Once she had the lock open she cracked the door to peek out very carefully and saw the guard sleeping in his chair at the end of the hall.  Slowly and silently she crept down the hall until she was right behind him.  He had a stun gun and a firearm on his belt. I was glad when she went for the sun gun but I still flinched as she took a deep breath and applied its full current for several seconds to his neck.
When the guard fell to the floor she took his gun and expertly checked to make sure that there was a round in the chamber and that the safety was off.  Using the guard’s keys she opened the next door and began working her way down that hall.   Another guard entered the hallway and she shot him through the heart without warning.   She made it 5 more steps before I saw the crackle of another guard’s stun gun get her through a small opening in a closed door.  She fell down, helpless but conscious and watched as the man who had stunned her stepped out and calmly took her captured gun away and dropped it in his pocket before cuffing her hands behind her.  None too gently he then forced her to her feet and marched her to the punishment room. 
The punishment room is the largest room in our facility.  It’s about 30 by 50 feet.  Along the long wall on one side there is a very wide variety of rings, frames and hooks used to restrain slaves in virtually any conceivable position.  Across from that along the other long wall are chairs and tables for the comfort of those who wish to watch.  Between the two there are a wide variety of other bondage apparatus. 317 was placed in a sturdy chair near the center of the room and bound to it.  As a final touch her head was bound tightly to the chair’s high back so that she was forced to look straight ahead. 
Over the next few minutes almost everyone in the facility, with the exception of three guards, came into the room.  There were about 20 men, including all the masters, technicians, staff, guards and guests who took seats at the tables, along with the two mistresses currently in residence.  Once we were all settled in, Mey Chun, 6 female slaves in various stages of training and five owned slaves entered the discipline room.  The last one to enter was 37; our male staff slave, who was now wearing nothing but a very frightening leather hood and matching thong.   In businesslike fashion they were chained by their wrists, standing in a line with their arms spread and their faces against the long wall.  Mey Chun stood unbound at the end of the line but her posture made it clear that she was part of the group.  I stood next to 317 and studied her face closely.  Something happens to a woman’s face when she enters a state of submission and since she was going to be there for a while I wanted to remember how had she looked before. 
Once all the female slaves had been secured, the hooded male slave asked for and received permission to begin.  Slowly and with a wonderful sense of the dramatic, he walked to the rack and selected a whip, then made the line of slaves flinch in unison as he cracked it loudly in the air. The whip he had selected was perfect for the task, over six feet long and made of tooled black leather; it looked horrifying.  In fact the eight tines at the end were made of soft flat leather which made it far less damaging than it looked, though it was still somewhat painful. As I forced 317 to watch he walked up to each woman and struck her across the back. When he reached the end of the line he walked back to the beginning and began working his way down again until each woman had received ten lashes. After the first slave was struck 317 begged me not to do that to her.  When I told her that I wouldn’t she looked relieved for a moment then suddenly horrified as the import of my words struck her.
317 tried again and again to look away from the slaves being punished because of her but I didn’t allow it.  When the last blow had been struck Mey Chun stepped forward and addressed me. 	
“Sir, I committed two terrible offences tonight and ask permission to be punished.”	
I asked what her offences were and she replied, “First I failed to make a woman wish to stay with us, then I failed to secure her properly so that she was able to attempt escape.” I told her to command the male slave before her. Moving with a deliberate dignity she moved to stand only five feet in front of 317 and locked eyes with her. 
“Whip me now, you bitch! Twice as much as the rest and twice as bad.” 
Obviously she intended to anger her punisher but it didn’t work.  He gave her the lashes calmly, professionally and methodically.  Ten strokes across the back followed by 5 on her breasts then 4 on her behind.  She was silent, though obviously suffering and on the nineteenth stroke she held her hand up to signal him to stop for a moment, then meaningfully spread her legs more than shoulder length apart. He understood her intent and carefully landed the final blow on her pussy.  The pain was terrible but she bore it with an odd and very moving dignity even as she collapsed to her knees on the floor.  Every eye in the room was on her as she lay there, holding her genitals and silently shaking as she recovered. When she could function again it took her a few minutes of struggling to make it back up to her knees.  Once there she crawled slowly, obviously still hurting, over to me and asked in a very unsteady voice if she had been punished enough.  When I said “yes” she put her hands on the edge of 317’s chair and used it to help her rise to her feet.  Once there she leaned in close and very deliberately spat in 317’s face. 
While Mey Chun had been recovering on the floor, 37 had been releasing the other slaves’ bonds. None of them were too steady on their feet but they helped each other and moved close.  When Mey Chun turned around after spitting she fell into 11 sets of loving arms.  317 hadn’t stopped crying from the moment the punishment began and when Mey Chun spat on her, it changed tone and became even more pitiful.  Already feeling low, that rejection combined with the hate-filled looks from the rest of the female slaves took her to the very bottom. 
Without giving her a chance to wipe the spittle from her face, I released 317 from the chair, lifted her to her feet and cuffed her wrists behind her back.  I then led her from the room towards a destination on the far side of the facility.  As we walked I considered what we had done to her so far today.  
In psychological terms we had first abused her and then made her part of an emotional support group composed of women who had all suffered the same sort of abuse.  Now we had cut her off from that group and would soon traumatize her so severely that she would be in such desperate need of some form of support and would willingly surrender everything to get it. This technique is older than Rome.  In modern times it was first used on American prisoners during the Korean War.  The effect, even with their primitive tools, was amazing.  Since then the technique has been refined all over the world. 
Our journey ended at the medical room.  In preparation, the table had been removed and replaced with a single knee high padded bench about 4’ long and 2’ wide. I took 317 inside and left her there alone. Watching on the video, it took her about 10 minutes to collect herself enough to stop crying.  When she had recovered enough to begin looking around the room, I knew that it was time for her next ordeal.
At my signal two uniformed men entered the room.  One was the guard she had shot, still wearing a shirt with a huge bloodstain on the chest.  The other was the guard she had stunned, wearing a small Band-Aid on his neck.  She barely had time to gasp before they were lifting her up and binding her to the bench.  Within seconds she was bound firmly in an all fours or doggie style position and had a ring style gag holding her mouth open.  
 

What followed was carefully choreographed to be very brutal.  Both men stripped and one went to the front and the other to her back.  Putting his penis through the gag’s ring the first raped her mouth as the other whipped her from behind.  I had selected the whip myself, it had a short handle and the straps were wide but light.  That meant that her tormentors could strike her with all their might without causing serious damage, though the pain would be intense.  During her training she would be receiving many whippings, most of them done in a slow and erotic fashion by me.  This one was fast and painful, intended only to punish and degrade.  

They gave her fifty lashes.  Physically that isn’t a very severe beating.  In the morning she would find sitting uncomfortable and show some bruising but wouldn’t really be hurt.  Psychologically it was very severe.  She was humiliated by forced oral sex, a very degrading intrusion, even as she was being painfully punished.   There was no way for her to escape the fact the she was totally helpless and had no choice other than total obedience.  Now it was time to make her accept her slavery even further.
The men worked together to unbind her and then flip her onto her back on the bench.  She was as cooperative as she could be while shaking and crying intensely.  The let her lay there for a few moments to recover, then the man who had been in her mouth ordered her to be silent.  It took some effort for her to collect herself but as quickly as she could she quieted down and listened to him. 
“You have to understand that you are a slave now.  If you ever try to harm one of your guards again your punishment will be much worse than this.  Do you understand me, slave?”
She was anxious to avoid further pain and immediately gasped out “I understand sir, I will never do anything wrong again. Please, please, please, don’t hurt me any more.” 
He smiled at her begging, she is particularly beautiful when she begs, and then continued “Do you understand that it was you that caused your suffering, slave?”
She didn’t really understand but would have agreed to anything at that point, and said, “I understand sir, I will never disobey again, I swear I never will!”
He smiled at her again.  She took it to mean that her answer had pleased him but he was actually smiling at what he knew was about to happen. 
“We are going to do one more thing to you, slave, and it will be terrible. Tell me that you deserve it and thank us for caring enough to train you.”
She began sobbing earnestly again in anticipation of the pain. But, she knew that she had no choice other than making it even worse and tried to sound sincere as she said, “I deserve to be punished more sir, thank you for teaching me but please show this slave mercy, sir.” 
He turned his attention from her to the other guard and casually asked his opinion as to what they should do to her now.  The other guard didn’t even hesitate.  “She burned my neck, I want to put a cigar out on her pussy.”  
The first guard grinned at 317’s terrified gasp and pretended to think that over then replied, “Nah, her trainer would be mad about her screaming every time he takes her.  How about we just fist her in one hole each and call it a day?”
The second guard put a level of maliciousness in his voice that would have made any horror movie a hit as he said, “Curl your legs up to your chest, Slut.  I’m going first and your ass is never going to forget me.”
That was my cue.  I entered the room, pushing a cart with some room service items on it.  Once inside I asked the guards, “where are we at now?”  They snapped to attention and reported what they had done and what they were about to do.  Keeping my voice unnaturally calm and dangerous sounding I asked the second guard a question.
“Were you about to take revenge on a helpless slave who had already been punished for her misbehaviour?”
He stammered and struggled to find an explanation then gave up and said simply, “yes, sir.”
Still calm and dangerous in voice I commanded, “Go to Mistress Jane and tell her to make you scream for twenty minutes.”
He managed to sound genuinely terrified when he acknowledged the order in spite of the fact that the entire conversation had been faked then he and his compatriot both hastily fled the room.  I turned to 317 who still had her legs curled to her chest and politely asked her to sit on the bench.  Once she was in place I had her look up at me.  She was still blinking back tears but her eyes met mine.  It was a pleasant meeting, in her eyes I was now her protector and saviour and that felt good coming from such a beautiful woman in distress.
Speaking slowly and with sincerity I told her that I needed for her to surrender now.  She answered that she would do anything I wanted if I would just keep the other men from hurting her.   Choosing my words very carefully I explained to her that there was more to it than that.  Physical obedience wasn't enough, she needed to accept that she was a slave now and always would be.  She couldn’t answer verbally but nodded her head yes as she began to cry once again.  Speaking more to her subconscious mind than to her, I explained that her resistance had caused her punishment to happen.  Total surrender and acceptance would prevent it from happening again and ordered her to look into my eyes and repeat after me.  
Her voice was unsteady but still soft, sweet and lovely as she shivered and said, 	“I surrender every part of myself to you, sir.  I beg you to take all of me and to do whatever it takes to make me the obedient and desirable woman that I can be.” 
I gave her a quick kiss on the lips then pulled a nozzle from the wall.  Her surrender had been real so I rewarded it and by doing so made it even more real to her.  Moments later I was spraying her with a gentle stream of very warm water.  She relaxed into the shower and unconsciously opened her body like a flower to receive its warmth.  First I slowly rinsed her from head to toe.  Then I began spraying her hair and finished with her face.  When I dried her eyes with a hand towel she looked up and thanked me with moving sincerity.  I shut off the water and told her to stand.  She did and then I told her to thank me with her lips and was rewarded with a delicious soft gentle kiss.  I could tell that she meant it and that her sense of surrender was growing.  It was then that I knew for sure that I had her.  She was becoming a slave now and if I did things right she would be a good one.  
I held her for a moment then smiled as I said,  “If you liked that you will really love this!”  It was a trite and silly thing to say under the circumstances but also a very normal one. By behaving normally now I made this event, including her punishment and surrender, into a normal situation in her mind.
I pulled the cover off of the first dish on the cart to reveal a bar of soap and a toothbrush.  She smiled and told me that I really knew how to win a woman’s heart.  I was impressed that she could recover some sense of humor so quickly.  This was a very strong woman standing before me.  Contrary to what you would expect strong women make by far the best slaves.  Weak ones surrender too far and become boring swiftly.  As she soaped with determination, I removed my own clothes.  

As she washed I enjoyed watching the movement of her superb body and remarked silently to on the amazing power of the subconscious.  Under the circumstances her rational mind should want me horribly dead.  What was happening was that the part of her mind Freud called “the seat of pure survival without care or conscience” realized that pleasing me was the only way to stop her suffering and was forcing her towards ever deepening surrender.  The fact that I was the cause of her suffering was tucked into some corner of her mind as well; but all that she was aware of at the moment was that I was being kind to her when she so desperately needed it.

Once she had finished washing I gave her a big fluffy towel, which she used to dry herself then wrapped around her.  When she asked what other miracles I had on my cart.  I motioned for her to sit down and wheeled it over in front of her before lifting the next cover.  This one revealed 2 cups of steaming hot chocolate, a variety of cookies and 2 tablets.  Without sounding resistant at all, she asked me what drugs I was giving her.  With a straight face I told her that they were the favorite of all slaves who have been punished then, after a dramatic pause said, “Tylenol”.   She giggled just a tiny bit and took them, then proceeded to work her way quickly through the cookies.  Sugar helps the body and mind deal with shock so I had expected her to gobble them down.  I had told the truth about the tablets but had kept the fact that the cookies were laced with a narcotic painkiller and relaxant to myself. 
When she had finished eating I asked her if she was going to keep her beauty to herself.  She looked puzzled for a minute then realized what I wanted and dropped her towel to the bench.  One of the delights of women is the fact that they pick the darndest times to surprise you.  Suddenly sounding very fearful and insecure she asked me if I really found her beautiful.  Knowing that her looks had to have been making men pant for her entire life, it was a question that caught me off guard.  The answer was easy though; I assured her that she was absolutely stunning.  
Still not convinced she asked, “Even knowing what I did, you still want me?”  
I told her, “I not only still want you, after a little time working with you I intend to partake of your pleasures.” 	
She liked how I phrased that and was pleased to be wanted.  That was not surprising; her greatest need, by far, right now was acceptance.   She needed even more reassurance though, so I pulled her over onto my lap and kissed her softly but deep and long.  She resisted my tongue for a few moments then began to move her own in simulated passion.  I kept up the kiss until she gave in and began kissing back with real passion. When it had gone its full natural length I pulled back and told her that she was not only clean, she smelled delicious.
Her next question was what I had meant by working with her.  Instead of answering I stood us both up and took her hand and told her to come with me.  It was a short trip since the room I wanted was next door.  We call it “the gym” and it’s basically an aerobics workout room.  The floor was one big mat, one wall was mirrored and the only thing that would have looked out of place in a health spa was the rack of whips and crops next to the collection of dumbbells. 

I picked up a thin cane and told her that she needed to obey quickly and without stopping to think.  She looked scared but nodded in agreement.  I had her face the mirror and began with very simple instructions. Things like putting her hands on top of her head then behind her back.  Walking a step forward and bending over then taking a step back.  Each string of commands lasted about thirty seconds.  When she completed one without an error I told her that she was making me proud.  When she made a mistake she got a single cane stroke across her rump.  It only took her 4 cane strokes for her to stop trying to anticipate my orders and do only what she was told.  I worked her hard and though I used a cane to keep discipline it was actually an act of kindness.  She needed a mental break and couldn’t possibly perform as I was demanding and think about anything at the same time. By pressing her hard I temporarily forced the experiences of the night to the back of her mind and gave her a rest from dealing with them.  For my own benefit, by making her show such total obedience I reinforced her surrender and the fact that it was coming as a relief conditioned her to accept it even more deeply. 

Once she got 4 sets in a row right, I added an even greater sexual dimension to the exercises by making her masturbate and play with or abuse her nipples as part of the drill.  She got the first five of those in a row without error and so I began also asking her questions as she performed.  That was harder for her.  By this time she was entering a state of real submission and she not only had to move with precision but concentrate on speaking as well.  When I asked if she had enjoyed Mey Chun’s fisting she admitted without hesitation that she had.  When I asked if she wanted me to fuck her she said that she did but got a stroke for stopping to think about it before answering.  For the finale I had her stand up straight with her hands behind her head and look into the mirror to see her own eyes.  Then I asked her what her real name was.  She answered Mary and got a cane stroke. 
She then said, “It really is Mary,” and got another.  
Then in a very frustrated voice, “Sir, my real name is Mary, the other was my cover name.”  That got her a third stroke. 
I then asked again “What is your real name, SLAVE?”  My emphasis on the word slave gave her the clue she needed and she answered, “My name is 317, Sir.” Before she had time to think or recover I grasped her hair with my left hand and her pussy with my right.  The erotic exercises had her so hot that she watched herself orgasm under my touch in only a few seconds. 
I had her crawl back and forth across the room twice then out into the hallway.  The next-door down was a small bedroom and I had her crawl into it and all the way to the edge of the bed.  I then had her rise and lay down on her stomach for me and explained that she had been a very good slave and the strokes she was about to get were for my pleasure only, not a punishment.  She said, “Yes Sir,” then remained silent as I gave her five cane strokes across the buttocks.  They were light strokes but her skin was so abraded that she had to struggle to manage the pain.

Now it was time for her final lesson of the day.  I rolled her over and made her open her legs as wide as she could in comfort.  Her pussy was open and warm and wet. My inclination was to simply enter and take her but I wanted to associate submission with extreme pleasure.  So, I resisted my impulse and instead applied a small but powerful vibrator to her delicate mound.  She didn’t try to resist, either physically or emotionally and soon entered a long series of powerful orgasms.  I kept them going until her body couldn’t handle any more before allowing her a short rest.  Long before she had really recovered, I covered and entered her.  She was so hot physically that she responded with searing passion and so needy emotionally that she was desperate to please.  I took her for a long time and, helpless though she was, with subtle motions of her body she took me as well.  For the very last part I pulled her legs up and looked into her eyes as I entered her ass.  She was pleased by the passion she was inspiring and relaxed her body to let me take her.  When I was ready I thrust hard enough to stimulate her clit and we came together. I then held her close in silence for a long warm time. 

When I got out of bed she asked me to please come back and said that she didn’t want to be alone.  I told her that she wasn’t going to be alone, then handed her a bottle of water, which she drained quickly.  That being done I told her to stand.  She grumbled as much as she dared then stood and held her body close to mine.  If I had desired to keep her as a personal slave I would have slept with her.  Since she was being trained to sell I led her from the room and back down the hall.  Our destination was the female slave quarters, that is basically a large bedroom with three adjoining king-sized beds, a small but stocked kitchenette and a dresser containing every cosmetic and perfume imaginable. 
I opened the door to the sound of four women giggling.  When they saw me the giggles continued as the women rose, but at the sight of 317 they stopped and were replaced with a dreadful silence.  Before they had a chance to greet me or speak I said: “Ladies, this slave made an error tonight but she has been punished and forgiven for it.  She has also been used very hard and is in need of comfort.”  The room remained silent until I prodded 317 and asked, “Is there anything you wish to add?”   
She knelt, which I thought was a nice touch then said simply,  “I am so very sorry, I had no idea they would punish you for what I did” and began to cry.  All four women went to her and as I closed the door they were all hugging and sobbing together. 
With the day now done I went to my room and to bed.  At the time I didn’t have a personal slave and usually liked it that way.  As the head trainer I spent my days immersed in sex and being able to sleep in peace and solitude felt good.  This night, for the first time in a long time, my bed felt cold and empty.  Growling at myself for my own weakness I tried to shake the feeling and go to sleep.  Thoughts of the 317 that I knew I could create gave me an erection that was still there the next morning. 

 




Day 3

 
I started the day off well. Using the intercom I sent a guard to gently wake and fetch 317. She arrived 20 minutes later washed, made up and groomed.  She climbed into bed next to me without being told and I pulled her close for a morning kiss and snuggle.  I had intended to take her on arrival but with that annoying timing unique to the male member my erection had subsided.  We snuggled quietly for a little while then she asked for permission to speak.  I allowed it with pleasure and began the conversation by asking her if she had woken up wet.  She told me without blushing that she had then told me how she had gotten even wetter watching two of the slaves having early morning sex.  Suddenly her face turned serious and she asked me if I was going to make her bisexual.  I was delighted by the question since it showed that she now accepted my total control over her and without having to think about it I explained that I wasn’t really but that to some degree it is a side effect of her training.  She wanted to understand so I went into more detail and explained that a bisexual person desires sex with people of both genders. That wouldn’t happen to her and probably couldn’t be trained into a woman.  Instead we would train her to love her body and the pleasure that it could give her. As a consequence of that the pleasurable feelings a woman’s hands or tongue could give her would become something she liked. That is a bit different from becoming bisexual though the result is largely the same. 

She caressed me quietly for a few minutes then worked up her courage to ask me a more serious question. “Why did you want me to think that I had killed that man?”  This one I did have to think about. Not the why but how to phrase it so that she would understand. 
“You did kill him.  He just didn’t happen to die.  That was the extreme of the person you used to be and I think that person is very offensive to you.  By making you see that person starkly and the consequence of being that person, then showing you the pleasure that being a slave can be I took you a long way towards becoming what I believe that you can become.”
“What is it that you think I can become?” 
“The kind of woman that men dream of all their lives and unless they are very lucky never even get to meet much less have.” 
She smiled at that idea and then asked what a woman like that would be doing right now. I told her; “deliberately making me hot but making it seem like an accident then resisting just enough to make it really fun to make you submit.”
She yawned and did a very sexual stretch while saying, “I don’t know if that is such a good idea, you play kind of rough.” 
Then she snuggled up against me in such a way that her genitals were pressed against my leg and moved against me very slightly as she told me, “I want to just snuggle, you can take one of the other slaves and let me rest.” 
It worked; I was rolling her over and opening her legs before the echo faded.  I took her firmly. Thrusting inside her without taking any steps to make her wet first.  Luckily they were not needed.  She was wet and slick and as always a wonderful fit.  For the first few seconds she just accepted me inside her.  She was compliant and sexy but showed no real passion of her own.  Very quickly she heated up and began seeking as much pleasure as she gave.  I took her to orgasm by sucking each of her nipples hard. As she responded she asked, “how do you do that, how do you hurt me to make me hot?”  I ignored the question and ordered her to thank me each time she came.  A long and pleasant time later I ordered breakfast and we began our respective days. 
Her morning was spent in class.  First she had a long stretch on a computer taking a tutorial on male sexual psychology that we had liberated from a major university.  After that she had “movement class.”  This was taught by one of the mistresses, a former dancer.  It was a lesson on how to walk, stand and serve erotically.  Good performance was encouraged via a rattan cane but that was mostly for effect.  Every woman there, including 317, gave their best effort.
I began the morning reading all the updates on our U.N. friends and their doings.  So far we had uncovered a weakness in our customer screening system.  One of the public clubs that we are connected to had a long and favorable record of a D/s couple on their computer.  Somehow that record had been tapped and studied. 317 and her cohort had then gone to another club using those identities and references, then after a short membership there, had been referred to us as potential clients.  This was where I once again earned my position with the organization.  Pulling bits of information here and putting them together with odd events there I finished the morning with a clear picture of what was really going on.  From there it was relatively simple to track backwards and find out who was pulling the strings.  After reviewing my facts a fifth time I sent a message to the man we call the “Sheikh” requesting that he be available for a meeting soon and I sent a team out to capture and fetch a very famous and amazingly rich movie director.  That being done, I summoned the leaders present for a briefing. 
It was a short discussion.  The way I put it together the director had been in the sheikh's territory. Something he saw there had made him very angry and when he got home he tried to use his influence and wealth to get the U.S. government to go after us.  This effort failed because we have done them many services in the past, mostly in the form of getting people who have nothing but our services in common to negotiate.  Being Jewish he then went to Israel.  They were also unwilling to attack us directly but did steer him to the right committees of the UN.  A few meetings and a lot of dollars later we had a brand new enemy.  
When that meeting broke up the Dr Ling, our chief of psychiatry and arguably the strangest man alive, remained behind for a private word with me.  He had studied films of 317 being trained several times over the past two days and had his report ready for me.  It agreed with my own analysis but it is always reassuring to hear the same thing from an expert.  He felt that we had achieved full surface submission from 317 and if we just continued her training she would eventually be a true submissive.  For now though she still harbored hope of escape and possibly even revenge and needed to be watched closely.  When I told him what I had in mind for later he not only agreed but also laughed at the image.
I took 317 to the main dining room for lunch.  This is our second largest room and has a distinctly Arab flavor.  The tables are short and placed before couches with pads between the two.  Our cooks bring the food into the room then his own slave or slaves serve each Master.  We eat relaxed on the couches; our slaves, on a different menu, sit on the pads on the floor to eat.  It’s a wonderful way to dine and the profusion of naked women does wonders for the appetite. 
Half way through lunch Mey Chun entered the room carrying a large bag and shot 317 a look that seemed to inspire terror.  317 started to rise but I ordered her back down and told her that slaves’ business was handled among slaves, not during their Masters’ dining.  317 worried through the rest of the meal.  I lingered so that we were the last diners.  I knew what Mey Chun was there for and that she would stay as well.  When the last Master was gone I gave 317 permission to speak to Mey Chun.  She started by telling her how sorry she was and that she had been fully punished for her transgressions.  Mey Chun looked at her as though she needed to be flushed and asked what punishment she had received for breaking her promise not to remove the bar.  317 realized that there had been none for that and said so with her head bowed.  Mey Chun asked if she wished to be punished for this.  317 said that she would submit to anything Mey Chun desired and got a firm slap across the cheek as soon as the words were done.  
“I didn’t ask if you would submit to it Cunt! I asked if you wanted it.”  
Tearing both from the slap and from her tone 317 said, “Yes Mey Chun. I beg to be punished and I beg for you to do it.”  I had to admire 317’s courage for that.  Mey Chun plays very rough.  When Mey Chun looked the permission question at me, I gave her my consent. 
I felt like ordering popcorn, this was going to be a great show.  Mey Chun began by opening the door to the kitchen and yelling, “John, Tom, get your fat lazy butts out here!”  Moments later the chefs came hustling through the door.  They were both trying to look terrified but were actually very excited. Being dominated by women is the biggest part of their pay. 
“Strip, you miserable Worms!” 
In moments both men were naked and semi erect.  Mey Chun ordered them to stand at attention then ordered 317 to stand in front of them and masturbate - “holding nothing back.”  Even watching her from behind I couldn’t help but think about what a lovely woman 317 is.  She has perfect skin, generous curves and very nice hair.  Within a few minutes both they and I were sporting full erections.  Without having 317 stop, Mey Chun told the men that 317 was in need of serious punishment and asked if they would like to take turns sodomising her.  Both men agreed with enthusiasm and I wished I could see the look on 317’s face.  Mey Chun looked reflective for a moment and then commented that she deserved even more and asked the men if they would like to make her suck them after they finished with her ass.  317’s knees buckled a little at that and both men cheerfully said that they would love to do that.  Mey Chun then carefully slapped each man hard across the face and called him a disgusting pig. 
Even as the men were saying “yes, Mam,” Mey Chun was reaching into her bag.  She came out with three sets of butterfly style nipple clips and a 3-foot long rattan cane.  With a voice dripping disdain she handed 317 the clips and said, “the pigs first, then you.”  Each man had to struggle to maintain his position as the clips were applied.  Butterflies are fairly harsh. 317 actually handled them better but I could tell that they had her attention as well.  Mey Chun then handed 317 the cane and ordered “25 each for being pigs plus as many as you think they deserve for wanting to make you suck shit off of their tiny little cocks.”  I watched 317 closely.  Women often have trouble inflicting pain, especially submissive women.  317 took to it like a pro.  Her first stroke was tentative but after that she delivered the blows without hesitation or mercy.  Each man got three sets of ten welts running parallel from the lower part of the rump up to the shoulder blades. 
Mey Chun gave the slightest of smiles at the quality of the caning then ordered the men to lay on their backs a couple of feet apart and motioned 317 over.  When they were settled she told 317 that if she looked closely she would be able to tell that they were both still hard.  That was a bit of slander as both men had average endowments but 317 fell into the spirit of the event and said, “I think I see something, maybe.”  Mey Chun then said that it was 317’s turn to be caned and ordered her down on all fours between the men and holding a “micro cock” in each hand. 
It took 317 several tries to find a position where she could hold both cocks and yet remain balanced.  Once she settled in Mey Chun began caning her.  It was hard to decide who looked more frightened, 317 or the men.  Mey Chun saw that her rump was already bruised and welted and used relatively soft strokes.  Each one made a slight pink stripe but not a welt and elicited a gasp that demonstrated a satisfactory level of pain.  As each stroke fell 317 twitched and tightened her grip on the penises she held.  After 20 strokes Mey Chun put the cane back in her bag; then took 317 by the hand and led her to the couch where I was sitting.  They sat on the opposite end and Mey Chun pulled 317 close to hug, touch and comfort her for several minutes.  As they embraced 317 said again that she really was sorry. Mey Chun gave a wicked grin that told her everything was all right now and said;  “You are about to get the chance to make it up to me.”  She then called to the men ordering them, “crawl over here, you dogs, I need a set of foot stools.” 
Before she positioned them to act as stools, Mey Chun positioned the men facing each other, about 2 feet apart. She then reached over and pulled Tom’s clips off with a brutal yank.  He had to struggle not to scream for the first few seconds.  As soon as the first intense pain had passed she ordered John to	“suckle and fondle him like a Bitch.”  John was obviously disturbed by the homosexuality of the act but wisely chose to obey the order with enthusiasm.  The sucking and pinching kept Tom in serious pain for about a minute before it eased off.  At that point Mey Chun repositioned the men and repeated the process exactly, with John as the recipient. 
317 was already in the sort of deep submission that keeps a submissive from experiencing pain in the normal way.  It wouldn’t be right to say that a slave in this state doesn’t feel pain.  The best way to describe it would be to say that they are somewhat detached from it.  When Mey Chun removed her clips (a bit more gently than she had the men’s) 317 gave a shudder and moaned but remained in complete control, even when Mey Chun had each man suck one of her nipples. 
What followed was a pervert’s dream to watch and I was entranced.  Mey Chun positioned the men so that they were each massaging one of her feet and holding it so that her legs were spread wide apart.  She then stroked 317.s face gently and asked her in the sweetest voice imaginable to “pleasure her.” 317 moved between Mey Chun’s legs and said,  “teach me how” even as she began to kiss the sweetest of spots.  Mey Chun offered soft suggestions as she relaxed and enjoyed the flood of sensations.  Soon she was enjoying a series of orgasms without a trace of inhibition.  I was wishing I had a drink to ease the dryness in my mouth from all of my panting and contemplating that any of the 2 vaginas, 4 asses or 10 hands available at the moment would do me a world of good when, of course, the bomb went off.  Not a literal bomb, just 3 soft dings on the intercom that meant I was urgently needed elsewhere.  Vowing that whoever caused this was going to spend the rest of their life as the toilet in a leper colony, I quietly left the room. 
I was the last of the top-level people to arrive so the briefing began as soon as I cleared the door.  It seemed that someone had unsuccessfully attempted to kidnap one of our more recently placed slaves.  She was 304 and had been sold to the man we call The Sheikh as a gift for his brother.  The Sheikh doesn’t actually have any royal or official title.  That is just what we called him for convenience.  He is really just an astoundingly rich Arab with the power that comes from great wealth.  He is also part of an unfortunately famous family.  One of his brothers is one of the most famous terrorists in the world.  Other brothers and several of his sisters are married into a variety of powerful Arab families including most of the royal ones.  This meant that whoever had tried to take the slave was either very brave or very foolish.  The Sheikh’s family has fanatical security and can execute anyone in his or her home countries without fear of reprisal. 
The meeting lasted for just over an hour.  Most of that time was spent just venting our anger to each other.  317 was in class by the time it broke up so I went to my office and worked for a while.  The organization has extensive and complex finances.  It’s one of my jobs to keep them all straight and profitable.  The fact that our many powerful members feed me inside information makes my job relatively easy.  But, there are still an amazing number of details that have to be tended to.  As usual when I work I zoned out and lost track of time.  When I looked up again 317 was standing motionless in a lovely pose just inside the door.  I wondered which teacher had taught her that even as I motioned her to me.  She came into my lap and we had a warm kiss that lasted a good long time.  I then pointed to the chair near my desk.  All of our administrative offices have a similar chair, they are equipped with arm and leg chains and designed to be just a bit lower than a standard chair.  I gave her a book on the history of erotic slavery to read and went back to work.  It took an effort of will to ignore her but it was part of her training.  It took some time to get the thoughts of what I wanted to be doing to her out of my mind and concentrate on my task but once I managed it I put in another hour of real work then put it away with a clear conscience. 
I took 317 back to my bedroom and spent the next hour enjoying her.  She had progressed enough in her training to find submission erotic but everything was still new and exciting which made even very light play fun.  I began with a spanking but since her rump needed time to heal I focused much more on her nipples.  They were in better shape than her posterior but also a bit damaged and very sensitive so I kept that abuse mild and tempered it with a lot of affection and soft touching.  After putting her in deep submission and raising her to a fiery passion, I entered her and began to take her gently.  Her responses told me that she wasn’t fragile there or desiring of mercy so soon I was plundering her with abandon.
When we finished I held her close and we began to talk.  I asked her what had happened in the dining room after I left.  She giggled and said that she and “Chunie” had a lot of fun.  After my departure they had spent a long time humiliating and abusing the two men.  Once their knees were worn and their egos devastated the finalé came when Mey Chun ordered both men to stand and insert both index fingers in their own anuses.  317 then took one penis in each hand and informed them that they were allowed to move their members until one of them came.  After much thrusting and groaning Tom ejaculated into the air and on the carpet.  John was ordered to lick it up then both submissives were given orders not to pleasure themselves without permission and dismissed. 
As much from curiosity as anything else I asked 317 how she had enjoyed the experience.  She blushed hard then admitted that she had loved it, though the cruelty of it had disturbed her and said that she hadn’t known that she was a dominatrix.  I smiled at that and asked her how hot the experience had made her.  She had to think for a second then lowered her eyes as she said, “not very hot, Sir. It was mostly Mey Chun’s touching and your watching that excited me.”  She obviously thought that I would be displeased at that answer.  Instead I told her “that’s just what I expected, Slave, you enjoyed the power but it wasn’t a big turn on otherwise.”  She snuggled up even closer to me and said with her body that she was glad that I wasn’t upset.

The rest of the evening was spent relaxing.  We dined in the dining room again and afterwards we lay in my bed and watched a video of one of my favorite old movies.  I kept 317’s wrists bound about a foot apart just to keep her aware of her status but otherwise treated her like a girlfriend.  When the movie ended I had her serve me orally.  Her mouth was soft and most men would have found her skilled.  I didn’t but the sincerity of her effort and the pleasure she took in giving me pleasure made up for that.  I directed her in my desires and made it as easy for her as I could.  Soon after I took her to the female slave quarters for the night then stopped by my office and scheduled a class in oral pleasuring for her before I went to bed. 



Day 4

 
The next morning I had two messages waiting for me.  The first was that the director had been taken and would be delivered this afternoon.  I was surprised at that. Normally a kidnapping takes several days to plan and execute.  When I read the full story I had to laugh.  One of our main operatives is a former mercenary, now semi-retired and living with one of our slaves in Mexico.  When he drove up to scout the Director’s house his victim had mistaken him for a tardy plumber and rushed right past his own security to berate him for being late.  Our man had decided to take a risk and simply tossed him in his trunk and sped away.  An hour later he was on a plane headed our direction.  The second message was from the Sheikh and was basically a list of dates and times when he would be available attached to a message saying that he would come to the facility if needed but would prefer a videoconference if possible.  Checking my watch and allowing for preparation time I scheduled a videoconference for the early afternoon.  That being done I went to get 317.

She had a different sort of training on tap for this morning.  After a breakfast shared in my bed I took her to what we call the conditioning room.  This is actually a very small room that contains only a computer, a chair and some electronics.  317 got nervous when I bound her to the chair with several strong straps then put pads that looked like those from an EEG all over her torso.  I tried to be reassuring but the fact is that she was in an uncomfortable situation.  Once she was fully bound and monitored, I inserted a vibrator shaped like a penis into her vagina and explained the setup to her.  The computer was going to ask her some questions and say some things.  She had 3 seconds to either answer the question or repeat the words back.  I then hit a button and she got a very mild electric shock.  Roughly equal to getting popped with a rubber band in discomfort.  I told her that whenever she gave a wrong answer or repeated the words back incorrectly that type of shock would be administered.  I then hit another button and she got a more serious shock.  That sort of shock would be administered if she resisted the training or attempted to lie on an answer.  Finally I hit the third button.  This one caused a pleasurable vibration inside her, which would be the reward for cooperation. 
She was understandably terrified and begged me not to do this to her.  I rubbed her head and told her that as long as she surrendered herself and told the truth she would be fine.  I was being honest with that.  The program runs in very slow stages.  As training this introductory session would mostly just make her admit that she had surrendered herself and had gotten a lot of sexual pleasure from her surrender.  Its only other function was to explore her basic beliefs and sexual tendencies in depth.  That information would be used later to ease and improve her enslavement.  Her terror impressed me.  Most slaves feel the relative mildness of the electric shocks and believe that they will be able to resist the training.  The fact that 317 didn’t meant that she was either very perceptive or very educated.  Both are traits that I find desirable in a woman.
I spent the rest of the morning making sure that the preparations were perfect and mentally preparing myself for the conference with the Sheikh.  Lunch with 317 was a less pleasant distraction than it should have been.  She was very angry that I had subjected her to the conditioning machine.  The fact that her anger bothered me made me angry with myself.  Dr Ling saw the situation and in his own way came over after the meal to help.  He began by telling me that he had monitored 317’s session and was delighted by her progress.  He then said that her biggest problem area was that she hadn’t accepted that she was “a slave” rather than “my slave” yet and suggested that I have her pleasure several different men and take training from them as soon as possible.  I thanked him for his suggestion but told him that I didn’t think that was an appropriate training course for her.  317 went from angry with me for being mean to thankful for my mercy very quickly.  Ling said it was my call and walked away with that slight smile still in place.  The insufferable bastard knew that he had now forced me to realize that I wanted to keep her for myself and I really wanted to break some part of his body.  Only the fact that he was correct, acting in my best interest, acting in her best interest, acting in the organization’s best interest and in truth a pretty good guy, saved him. 
When we left the dining room I walked 317 to the female slave quarters and left her there with instructions to masturbate to orgasm then nap until her next class.  This one was “selection, care and service of fine wines”.  The fact that there were two other slaves inside who would witness her pleasuring herself didn’t bother her any more than it did me.  She really was progressing rapidly. 
Dr Ling was with the director in the videoconferencing room.  The director was heavily drugged via an IV in his arm and bound naked and upright in a high-backed chair.  This is where Dr Ling really shines.  Contrary to popular belief, there is no such thing as a truth serum.  What Dr Ling had done was to use a precise combination of drugs to sedate the Director so heavily that he had no inhibitions left but was still awake.  Or to put it another way, he was so stoned that he didn’t remember that he needed to keep things secret.  Once I came in, Dr Ling started the interrogation by asking him what he had seen in the Sheikh’s country that bothered him.  The Director opened like a floodgate and told us not only that he had seen his sister at the Sheikh’s home but also, how he and his father had molested and abused her as a child.  His guilt over this motivated him to an extreme and he had spent a fortune trying to rescue her but when the people he hired had investigated they found out that she was no longer at the Sheikh’s house.  He continued the investigation and later discovered our existence and concluded that we had taken and enslaved her.  While the questioning was going on I used the computer in the room to order an inquiry on the Director’s sister.  It came back in seconds and told me that she had run away from home at age 17 and been presumed dead from a drug overdose not long after.  The picture included told me what I already knew; the Director was wrong, we had not taken or trained his sister.
The video connection to the Sheikh was a marvel of security technology.  The signal from both ends was split into four parts.  Each of these parts was encrypted using four different forms of encryption.  Each part was then relayed through its own confusing path of landline and satellite transmitters.  Computers on each end decrypted and assembled the parts.  Since the Sheikh had a tendency to lapse back into Arabic our end also ran a translation of his words across the bottom of the screen.  Even with all the complex technology involved we could interact visually and verbally with less than a one second delay.  When the Sheikh came on screen I gave him a detailed account of what the Director had said.  The Sheikh was incredulous.  He confirmed that he had entertained the movie crew and explained that it was at his government’s request as a PR gesture but flatly denied the possibility of Director’s sister having been there saying,	“there are no Jews in my home.”  His tone let me know that he was very serious about that.  Suddenly he had a thought and said a single word “Mossad.”  I realized as he said it that it could be true.  Israel’s intelligence service is feared worldwide for a reason.  It also fit with the way Israel hadn’t helped the Director directly and had sent him to the UN instead. 
The Sheikh gave a command in Arabic and in minutes photos taken by the Sheikh’s security system that night were running across the screen.  On the fourteenth woman the Director went crazy, pointing at the camera and shouting his sister’s name.  The Sheik was livid and shouting for one of his sons to be summoned.  It seems that she was his fiancée.  He was astounded that a Jewish woman could penetrate his own family.  Like most Arab and Jews he had forgotten that both groups sprang from the same gene pool.  With sufficient training many members of either group can pass for members of the other.
As we waited the translation feature showed that the Sheikh was giving orders for his son’s fiancée to be brutally killed.  Dr Ling quietly cleared his throat behind me.  It was just enough to get the Sheikh’s attention and he asked him “do you have something to say, Doctor?”  The Sheikh was familiar enough with our products and the Doctor’s role in their training to hold him in considerable regard.  The Doctor stepped to the center of the camera and said in that always soft and calm voice of his:
“With the greatest of respect, Sir, your anger is a misplaced.”  
Sounding very angry, the Sheikh asked “how so?” 
“She was very badly damaged in childhood, Sir.  Only the Israelis would be so cruel as to take such a creature and use her so cynically.  She is a no value throw-away to them.”  
For at least the millionth time I admired the doctor’s ability.  He had calmed the Sheikh, diverted his anger and restored his dignity all with that one statement.  Sounding much more reasonable now, the Sheikh asked what the doctor suggested. 
“Send her to me. I will make something much more agreeable out of her and give her a decent life while I’m at it.” 
The Sheik incorrectly assumed that to mean that we would make her one of our slaves and liked the idea, saying, 
“I will ship you the woman. Do we have any other business?” 
I answered with the only Arabic phrase I know which translates roughly as “travel in Gods grace.” He said the same and added “keep an eye on that Chinese viper of yours. He is a very dangerous fellow.” I nodded and ended the conversation with “yes he is, luckily he stinks at chess so we are able to keep him humble.” With that the Sheikh laughed and disconnected. 
I turned to Dr Ling and asked if he could handle things from here or needed for me to stay.  Along with always smiling and always being right he also has one more really irritating trait.  He likes to drop verbal bombshells and see how you react.  This time it was: 
“You do realize that 317 is going to try to kill you soon, don’t you?”
He got just the confused look he was after from me and then explained 
“She is going to crisis soon. When she does, her reaction will be violent. With her training that presents a real danger.” 
I started to question his reasoning but stopped myself. He is always right about that sort of thing. Instead I asked,
“When will it happen?” 
“Very soon, she is progressing too well. When she realizes that she is falling in love with you it will happen. When she realizes that she likes being a slave it will happen again.” 
I nodded. That made very good sense. At either of those points the person she used to be would be facing death. It’s not surprising that she would fight back. 
“Any suggestions on how to deal with it?” 
Again the soft smile.   “Try very hard not to die. If you survive she will make your life a pleasure.”  With that he turned back to his captive and said:
“Now, my sleepy friend, you have some questions to answer on film before we send you home.” 

 
I needed a break and went looking for 317.  She was just finishing her class so I waited outside for a few minutes then claimed her as they were dismissed.  I led her a couple of doors down the hall to a “cell”, basically a bedroom with a lot of attachment points on the walls a bed and a good collection of toys.  I had her lay face down on the bed and forbade her to speak then gave her a light paddling.  She responded perfectly, as her rump grew pink she became wet and tranquil.  When I put on a condom and entered her anally I felt her opening herself to my sodomy and heard her give an erotic moan at the pleasure of being filled.  For a time I felt one of those pleasures that is like no other.  Her rump was warm against my pelvis from the paddling and moved opposite my thrusts as she took me deep and pleasurably inside her.  Her excitement grew even faster than mine did and when she neared orgasm I squeezed her breasts roughly, which released her passion and a deep throaty moan. 

I allowed her to rest for exactly as long as it took me to roll her over, bind her hands to the corners of the bed and discard the condom.  As I positioned myself between her legs she opened them wide, then when I entered her roughly she consumed me with a roughness of her own.  For the first time she was exactly the slave I had always known that she could be.  Virtually an animal in heat, completely uninhibited and seeking all the pleasure that she could get.  I took her at exactly the pace I wanted, which was coarse and rough, showing no consideration to what she might desire.  She absorbed all I had to give and used her body in conjunction with moans and grunts to let me know that she wanted even more.  
When I neared completion I told her, “Your Master is about to cum inside you slave.”   She answered by shaking her breasts hard, obviously wanting stimulation there.  I sucked her left nipple painfully hard, which caused her hips to thrust with abandon.  When I gave it a mild bite she held her crotch hard against mine for a few seconds then gave a deeply sexual growl and one last rub that sent her over the edge.  The same change in rhythm that triggered her orgasm disrupted mine.  I began thrusting my way again well before her orgasm ended and in doing so intensified and prolonged it.  As soon as it ended she began swirling her hips which greatly increased the stimulation that I was getting then broke her silence by saying: “cum inside me, Master.”  She was looking at my face now and could see that I was hovering just at the edge and trying hard to do just what she had requested.  When she then said: “you have made me your slave, sir, cum inside the slut you created” I exploded inside her in one of the most intense orgasms of my life.  
I released her hands from where I was, then we rested there, with me still on her and inside her until we had both caught our breath.  Before I moved I told her that she was an absolute pleasure and that I was very proud of her.   She looked very pleased and hugged me as she thanked me.  Then just for the briefest instant a look flickered across her face that made me very glad for Ling’s warning. 
We snuggled together in bed for more than half an hour.  She was still silent and seemingly content.  I speculated on how I would go about killing me if I were in her position.  I decided that she wouldn’t use a spreader bar or club type instrument again and she didn’t have access to serious weapons.  I figured that her best shot would be to steal a knife from the dining room somehow and try to kill me in my sleep.  I pulled her very close and enjoyed her mouth for a while, then gave her permission to speak.  She didn’t do so at first, she had nothing she needed to say.  I then asked her if she would like to serve me again.  In the circumstances the fact that I meant sexually didn’t need to be spoken.  She very softly said      “yes, Sir. May I use my mouth to give you pleasure?” I realized then that my speculation had been wrong and forced myself not to tense up as I said, “Yes, Slave.”
She stood for a moment, then defied her combat training by beginning her yell a fraction of a second before she struck.  If I had been alert, that small warning might have saved me even without the warning from Ling.  Since I had seen it coming I was prepared and caught her hand inches from my throat.  She had thrown a serious deathblow but was unprepared with a follow-up should I survive it.  In the moment it took her to collect herself for another strike I said simply:  “you don’t really want to do that do you, slave?” 
Her answer surprised me;  “I have to, Sir.”  
When I asked why she said:  “Because if I don’t break free now I really will become a slave.”  
I asked her if that was really such a bad thing and she told me in a very defeated voice that she guessed that she would find out.  It was another surrender and an important one but I wanted to deepen it so I asked: “why the warning growl? You knew better than that.”  She told me again that she didn’t know.  I said that she did know and needed to say it out loud.  Tears formed in her eyes and her voice was just barely audible as she said,  “Because I didn’t want to kill you.”   I just looked the final question and she quivered out “I want to be your slave, Sir.”  
I kissed her and held her for a long wordless time after that then went to sleep in her arms without a qualm. 
We woke in time for dinner.  It was enjoyable but uneventful.  After dinner I took her to the video room.  Several Masters and Slaves were gathered there for a showing of the newest Jackie Chan movie.  The general flavor of the room was like a small party we had all brought dates to; in spite of the fact that our dates were mostly naked and tending to our every wish.  After the movie two of the Masters ordered their slaves to have sex on the floor in front of us all.  The one on the receiving end made her pleasure well known and when they had finished 317 whispered in my ear,  “why was she so excited? It didn’t look all that exciting.” 
For an answer I ordered her to get down on the floor and spread her legs  “just a bit more than natural.”  She shot me a look that fell just short of getting her caned then did as I asked.  When she was settled in I ordered her to caress her entire body sensually.  She began running her hands over her soft skin in a beautiful display.  As I watched I saw her focus and tune the audience out.  Once she had done that she began growing mildly excited and the visual aspect improved.  I let her go like that for several minutes then ordered her to focus on her pussy and look around the room.  She saw 5 men and 4 women watching her intensely.  Not just looking, but totally focused on her and being excited by what she was doing.  A dynamic formed almost instantly.  The audience’s excitement excited her, as she grew more excited her efforts grew more intense and that excited the audience even further.  I let it build until her hips were unconsciously grinding and her wetness was visible from my chair.  Then I ordered her to orgasm.  My command put her over the edge and she came powerfully.  The audience wanted more but I called her to me instead.  As she sat next to me she smiled softly at me and said:  “next time remind me not to growl first.”  
I laughed as she had intended then, after some departing pleasantries, took her back to my room.

Her public performance had made me want her.  Since I wasn’t in the mood for sex as athletic as the afternoons had been I took a different tact and dominated her in quieter and gentler yet still demanding ways.  First I had her lay on top of me with her pussy held to my leg and rub it against me.  I watched her face as her excitement and her embarrassment grew together then saw the embarrassment vanish and the excitement take off.  Once she was close to orgasm I moved her to a position beside me and ordered her to abuse her left nipple.  Once it was hard I made her put a clothespin on it, then, when that pain had subsided a little, do the same procedures to the right nipple.  She fell into passionate submission quickly under the influence of the clips so it wasn’t long before I spread her legs and began running the tip of my dick up and down between her moist lips.  First she asked me to take her then as her sexual need grew begged me to. 
I entered her slowly and began taking her gently, once again amazed at just how well our bodies fit together.  I filled her completely but comfortably and the position of my body on top of hers was so natural and comfortable that we could easily have slept that way.  Almost immediately she began to grind against my thrusts, seeking more physical stimulation.  I ordered her still and continued taking her at my own pace.  As she neared orgasm she begged me to thrust harder or faster to put her over the edge.  Instead I stopped and lifted my chest from hers and ordered her to remove the clips from her nipples.  Our eyes met as she complied and I soaked up her submission to the pain like the finest wine.  When I resumed moving inside of her she responded even more vigorously than before.  Her own submission had excited her just as it had excited me and in seconds we were both on the verge of release.  When I was just on the edge I began thrusting hard and at an angle that put me rubbing directly against her clit.  Her body’s reaction to the increase triggered my release and the final hard thrust that went with it triggered hers. 



Day 5

 
I forgot to set my alarm so we both overslept in the morning.  After just a little snuggle and wake up period I sent 317 off for grooming.  Every third morning all the female slaves did that.  This time 317 was a participant as well as a recipient and every time I checked the cameras she seemed to be having a wonderful time.  My morning was spent in the mundane details of keeping the organization running and solvent.  The one laugh of the morning was being in the video room checking on 317 when the girls began wax removal of each other's intimate hair.  There were three of us in the room.  All Masters of many years experience and all of whom tortured women as a matter of course as well as for entertainment. When we realized that not one of us had the stomach to watch the hair being ripped out we had a laugh at our own expense and went back to work. 

317 and I ate lunch together in my room.  I didn’t tell her that I wanted to eat there so that she wouldn’t see 318 being taken to the dining room for the first time.  The staff delivered our meal but 317 served it and did so with erotic elegance.  As we ate she told me that during the morning’s grooming she had asked about 314 and been told that she was taking her final exam.  The nature of final test we give slaves is kept secret from those who haven’t yet passed it.  All they know is that it can take from 1 to 10 days and that those who pass it never resist their Masters again.  317 wanted to know how much suffering she would have to endure to pass the test.  I could tell that she was afraid and wished I could comfort her.  Instead I told her what we always tell slaves in training.  That it is a test of submission, not endurance, and that I was confident that she would pass with flying colors.  She nodded and, so casually that I almost missed it, asked if she had conditioning this afternoon.  I told her that she did just as casually and began an intense internal effort to make eyes grow in the back of my head. 
When she didn’t try to kill me within a few minutes I realized what her real plan was and watched very closely as she stacked the dishes on the serving cart.  When she drew the bread knife back for a hard hacking stroke at her own wrist I caught it and took it away from her without comment.  A few minutes later she asked if she had given herself away again.  I told her that she had but didn’t elaborate.  She was still digesting that when we arrived at the conditioning room.
Today’s training began by repeating yesterday’s.  The whole program is designed like that.  We make sure each stage is fully reached before proceeding to the next.  Every thirty minutes or so I took a break and checked on her progress via the computer network.  As I expected she breezed through level one but then she surprised me by also breezing through levels two and three.  Level two dealt with accepting that she didn’t have control of her own body and that it would and should be used for the pleasure of her Master.  Level three dealt with her only duty or purpose being to please her Master.  Normally each of those steps takes a slave several painful days to complete.  Each took 317 less than an hour.  When level four began she started getting shocks on every question.  I used my code as her trainer to tell the program to stop level four and spend the rest of her session drilling her on the first three levels.  Level four deals with the permanence of slavery and I knew exactly what the problem in that area was, so there was no point in needless torture. 
Her rapid progress caused me to have to reschedule the latter part of my day.  I finished the one chore that it would have bothered me to leave undone; sending yet another scathing email to my compatriots reminding them to stop all activities that ruin the carpet in the facility.  Then I spent the rest of the afternoon creating very special videotape for 317. 
We ate dinner early in the dining room.  With no crowd there to distract us the conversation was intense and personal.  She wanted to know how I could be so gentle in some ways but so brutal in others.  I shared my belief that making a woman work all day every day for forty years is much crueler than forcing her to become extraordinary.  Afterwards I took her for a walk around the facility.  It really isn’t very large but by showing her some of the details I made it last half an hour.  When we arrived at the video room I warned her before we entered that she was about to have a difficult experience.  She nodded compliantly and we entered.
I had 317 stand in front of the screen with her hands behind her head and ordered her to watch without moving a muscle.  I then played the video I had made for her.  It showed the rescue team that had been sent for her and what we had done to them, beginning with a recap of how we had baited and trapped them.  When she saw that she muttered something about understanding now why she hadn’t been questioned.  It ended by showing the troops sitting in the cellar, naked, chained together by the testicles and talking about how stupid they had been.  When I paused the tape, tears were streaming down.  She pulled herself together when I said there was one more part to this and ordered her to stay focused.  The only comment she could make was to beg me not to end her hope.  I didn’t respond except to order her to remain silent until I gave her permission to speak.  The next part of the tape showed her former partner begging to be raped then being raped by several men in a row.  I made her watch the first two then left the tape of the rest going as I sat on the couch and ordered her into my arms.  
She was crying for all she was worth.  Between sobs she let out phrases like: “here forever”, “monsters” “fucking slut” and “no help.”  After a while but long before the tears stopped she attacked me.   317 is skilled and strong but I am stronger and even more skilled so I was able to bring her under control without hurting her and without getting more than a few really bad bruises myself.  After the attack failed she poured herself back into my arms and begged forgiveness.  She got that and all the comfort I could provide as well.  When she had recovered enough I took her back to my room and let her rest while holding her like and we went to sleep pressed against each other.  This time I was the one woken in the middle of the night to provide sex.  She gave my body the encouragement it needed and I gave her the pleasure and comfort she needed with gentle gusto. 



Day 6

 
The next several days passed very pleasantly.  317 served me well and passed levels four and five of the conditioning program with ease.  She also did well in all the little training classes we subject our slaves to and grew more beautiful and erotic almost by the minute.  The director’s sister arrived and the first thing we did was to have her place a secured call to her brother.  They were too at odds to grow close easily but the conversation ended with both wanting to try.  We then drugged her and had Dr Ling place a hypnotic command very deep in her subconscious to find a husband and lead as quiet a life as can be led in Israel.  According to Dr Ling a command like that which defies what the person consciously wants is useless but in a case like this where it not only strengthens an existing desire but also encourages basic survival, it is virtually always successful.  When she woke up she was in London near a working telephone and clueless as to our location. 
 



Day 10

 
On the tenth day of her captivity 317 failed her “care of shoes, saddles and leather toys” class.  Actually failed is to strong a word. Did less than perfectly would be more accurate.  That evening I took her to the punishment room for her first real performance there.  I chose a simple wooden frame to chain her in.  It put her in a stretched-out standing position with her legs spread and her ample charms fully displayed facing the crowd.  There were several attractive women being abused in the room but between her uncommon beauty and the fact that she had not been seen there before most of the eyes were focused on 317.   Seeing everyone watching her made 317 feel naked again in spite of the fact that she had not been clothed in ten days.   I wanted to get her punishment out of the way first but, since she had not committed a serious offence, I showed her an odd sort of mercy.  

The first thing I did was to put a set of butterfly clips on her nipples.  Butterfly clips are the kind that has a lever mechanism in the clip itself and a chain between them.  They are harsh on their own but are designed for even greater cruelty.  When the chain is pulled or weighted the lever mechanism amplifies the force and transfers it to the nipple as a greatly increased pinch.  By stroking her skin while leaving the butterflies on her for several minutes, I gave her body a chance to produce endorphins, the body’s natural painkiller.  Since it was her nipples being abused her body also produced pitosin; a hormone evolved for breast feeding that calms a woman and makes her feel submissive. 

	Once the clips had done their magic I pulled a six-foot long single tailed whip from the rack and approached her from the front so that she could see it.  She braced herself but made no request for mercy.  The first stroke was fairly soft since I wanted to get the motion just right, that sort of whip can tear and scar with ease. 317’s body jumped with the impact but her attitude of submission remained unchanged.  I gave her ten more strokes, each of them harder than the first and carefully placed.  When I stopped and looked at my work I was doubly proud.  She was well welted but not damaged more than a night would cure and she had borne the whipping in proper submissive silence.  I put the whip away and slid something nasty into my pocket then went ad stood directly in front of 317.  She looked at me passively, waiting to see what came next in a sort of detached fashion.  I asked her what should happen when a slave is anything less than perfect. 	She gave the correct answer without hesitation.     

“She should be punished so harshly that she never even considers doing it again.”

“Have you been punished to that point, slave?”
“No, sir.”
“Should you be?”
“Yes sir, please.”
Smiling at her with genuine delight I pulled an eight-ounce weight from my pocket.  317 knew what it was and drew in a whistling breath.  I attached it to the center of the chain so that its weight spread evenly between the two nipples.  She had to struggle to control herself but 317 was able to manage the pain with dignity.  When she had it under control I hugged her bound body and gave her a gentle kiss then told her honestly that I was proud of her.  In spite of the pain she looked delighted.  The delighted look vanished quickly when I pulled out a second weight.  This one was larger than the first but it was hollow.  In other words. designed to terrorize more than hurt.  Still when I added its additional six ounces or so the pain in 317s nipples became that much more intense.  I thought that she would scream then beg but she summoned up her strength and still bore her torment with dignity.  I moved around behind her and put my body against hers then ran my hands gently over her torso.  When I was sure she had dealing with the clips fully under control I whispered in her ear that it was now time to finish her punishment.  She nodded compliance.  Then with careful movements I loosened the clip from her left nipple and held the chain out in front of it with my hand.  She let out a low-pitched moan when the blood rushed back into the nipple, which shot the pain up.  I whispered in her ear again.
“Here it comes. slave.”

Before she had a chance to gather herself I let go of the chain I was holding.  That made the full pain of both weights hit her right nipple without warning.  She let loose a heartfelt but still controlled scream that varied just a bit as the weights swung in a pendulum fashion for a few seconds.  When I took the second clip off she lost control and released a primal scream that actually elicited a small amount of applause from the crowd.  As soon as she stopped screaming I tossed the clips aside and began caressing her pussy from behind.  The punishment had made her very hot and as I quickly rubbed her to orgasm I reminded her that she was on display.  She tried to resist for a moment then surrendered herself and came powerfully in front of the crowd, then when I kept rubbing with one hand as I tweaked her nipple with the other. she came even harder and in conjunction with an animal growl. 

As her second orgasm tapered off she surprised me by asking me to release her hands.  We use quick release clamps for both safety and convenience so I was able to release them in just a few seconds.  When I did she fell to her knees and used gestures to silently beg me to stand in front of her.  I did as she wanted and was rewarded by having her wrap her arms around my legs and saying, “Thank you for punishing me, sir, and thank you for doing it here where everyone could see what a good slave you have made of me.” 
For about a second that was the proudest I had ever been.  When she added in a quiet voice; “Now put me back up and do whatever it takes to make them all know that yours is the best, sir,” my new pride made the old seem pale by comparison. 

After that I played with her in pleasurable erotic torture for over an hour.  I switched tools and tortures often since I didn’t want to damage my beautiful possession.  She responded beautifully and sexually to everything, leaning back into my cane, bending slightly forward to receive the whip, opening her legs the slight amount she could to have her most delicate area cropped and so forth.  By the time it was over no one could deny that her submission was complete and utterly erotic.  As I had intended, the long experience entertained a good number of onlookers and the total public submission made 317 amazingly hot.  When we had finished, I said we deliberately as she was a participant in full, Dr Ling drifted over and pulled me aside for a moment.  Once out of earshot he told me that I should give her the final exam tomorrow.  I questioned that; no woman had ever been given the final in less than 3 weeks before. In most cases it was a couple of months.  As always he took on that soft smile that told you subtly that you were being stupid and said;  “if you want all she can possibly give, do it tomorrow.  If you want a slave to sell do it in a month.”  I knew exactly what he meant and again cursed myself for letting one woman enthrall me. 

I let her recover there in the punishment room for an hour, enjoying the way her fellow slaves treated her with a mixture of sympathy and jealousy.  Then I took her back to my room and used her hard, deep into the night.  Her passion and desires matched my own and somehow she had grasped one of the finest points of slavery.  When your master wants to witness you having intense pleasure, submission comes to mean helping him give you countless endless orgasms.  When the slave has been stripped of her inhibitions as she had helping her to cum for your pleasure comes to mean ongoing mild torture and sodomy interspersed with fisting and vaginal sex.
 



Day 11

 

In spite of going to sleep very late I set the alarm clock for early.  When we had wakened and showered I took her to the female slave quarters and announced to the women there as well as 317 that this would be the day of her final exam.  They mobbed her and took her inside.  Their words were a combination of congratulations that she would now be a full slave and sympathy that she would be facing a terrible ordeal.  I left her there for a full hour during which she received a great deal of affection and support.  When I claimed her she asked me if I could tell her about the test now.  All I could say as I led her to the Curie room where her training had begun was that she would understand soon.  Once there I had her lay down on the medical table and pulled out a cloth covered in the modern equivalent of chloroform.  I gave her a ninety second kiss and when it was done I put the cloth over her mouth and told her to breathe deeply.  Looking frightened but trusting, she complied.

When she woke up she was alone in a hotel room in Los Angeles.  On the table near her there was a purse and wallet containing perfect forgeries of her actual driver’s license and credit cards as well as two thousand dollars in cash.  Below the table there was a suitcase containing normal clothing and toiletries and on top of it was there a note taped to a cell phone that read,  “You are free now, you may go where you like and do as you wish.  If you want to surrender your freedom, call the number programmed into this phone within ten days and I will come and get you.”. It was signed with the name she knew me by.

I didn’t have her room bugged but I could picture in my mind watching her dress.  The cloth would feel harsh after so much time naked.  Deciding what she wanted to do first would be difficult and it would take her a day or two to get used to thinking about meals in advance.  Though her training had been harsh in many ways, she was also now used to a lot of sexual pleasure, nurturing and luxury.  By comparison the outside world would seem harsh and difficult. 
On the ninth day she used the cell phone.  Our conversation was short and serious.  She wanted to know if she would be allowed to visit her family sometimes and if she would always belong just to me.  I told her that I could not promise either.  Her acceptance had to be total.  I suspect that my tone may have given her more of a positive answer than it should have but I didn’t care.  Her last question delighted me.  She wanted to know if she could still try to kill me now and then.  I told her that I was willing to take my chances.  Laughing a bit she asked me to pick her up the next day around three and asked if I would be kind enough to wear a suit.  I told her that I would and thanked her for coming back to me.  She said I might regret the decision if she ever learned not to growl and hung up.

The call had originated from her parents’ house in a very small town in Iowa. When I arrived she introduced me as a co-worker and told them that the two of us were going on a very safe but long term undercover assignment.  They didn’t believe the part about it being safe so I swore them to secrecy and told them that we were going to be in Paris infiltrating a bank that we believed was financing illegal wool exports.  When they asked why on earth we would go to so much trouble for such a petty thing I made a long explanation of how the Third World survived on wool and Angora and how having France break trade treaties could cause starvation and possibly even start a world war.  By the time we left their daughter’s importance astounded them but they felt sure that she would be safe even if she were caught.  They even told her not to call, that her work was just too important to risk having her endanger her cover. 
On the ride to the airport we had our first and only conversation as equals.  She was sexy and sassy and chatty, a real pleasure to be with.  When we got to the airport she thanked me for taking time with her parents and presented me with a gift.  It was a silver key chain and came with an explanation that she knew that I liked locks.  I thanked her with genuine pleasure and told her honestly how pleased I was.  We then shared a kiss as equals.
As soon as we entered the plane 317 removed her clothes and knelt before me.  I could tell that she had spent hours on the words as she said: “Sir, I give myself to you and beg you to take me home where I can spend my life serving you.”  I answered with my hands and my mouth then soon with my body.  Afterwards I allowed her to go to sleep naturally before I drugged her.  A few hours later we were home.
It was about 9 PM at the facility when we arrived.  I shook 317 awake to leave the plane.  Waiting at the bottom of the stairs were Mey Chun and several female slaves.  There was much squealing as we approached and for a time 317 disappeared into a sea of warm arms and soft skin.  She reappeared on Mey Chun’s arm and glowing with delight.  As they approached me Mey Chun went to her knees and put her head to the ground in front of me in a pose of total supplication.  She then asked: "Please Sir, when you are done with this slave tonight may she come and spend some time with me?" 
I never have been able to resist a woman asking like that so I answered: "Yes but it might be late.  Proceed with your evening as normal and I will wake you if needed."  
Mey Chun giggled and thanked me as she rose, then kissed 317 quickly but fully on the lips before rejoining the rest of the assembled slaves. 
I had crossed and re-crossed time zones to such an extent that my body had no idea what time it was supposed to be.  It did know that it was hungry, though, so I guided 317 towards the dining room.  We had just missed dinner and it was deserted.  I wanted to be alone with 317 anyway so I took her into the kitchen.  The kitchen was closed but not empty as I had expected.  John and Tom were standing next to each other in front of the furthest counter.  317 laughed at the sight of them.  They both had their pants and shorts down around their ankles.  Each also had a large cooking pot pulled down over his head and best of all their penises were taped to the counter in front of them with medical tape.  I would have simply ignored them both but 317 was feeling playful so as I began cooking she strolled over and asked what they had done to be in such a position.  His voice muffled by the pot Tom explained that they had both gotten erections when they were ordered not to.  Now they had to stand there until Mistress Jane came back without getting hard enough to effect the tape.  Sounding slightly amused, 317 asked what would happen if the tape was effected. Tom sounded genuinely fearful as he said,  “she promised to stretch our asses until her cat could walk in.”  
By this time I was scrambling eggs and struggling so hard not to laugh that it was difficult.  I knew what 317 was going to do but was curious to find out how she would go about it. 
317 sounded sympathetic as she said; “having your ass stretched can be painful.” I thought for a moment that they had a chance but then she continued, “ I remember when the two of you were going to stretch my ass.  I was new here and hardly even broken in so it would have been ever so tight.”  Both men groaned, knowing that they were doomed. “You were going to put me on the floor and take me like I was a dog.  Ramming your dicks in my tight place, doing it with deliberate roughness.  Then you were going to make me kneel down in front of you.  Totally defeated, so completely submissive that I would lick my own waste off of you.”  
There was a slight tearing sound and Tom moaned.  He was fully erect and the tape holding it had pulled far off the table on each side.  317 was giggling and as my bacon fried I decided to join the fun.  Trying to sound admonishing I told 317:  “you shouldn’t tease them like that. The way Jane does that is brutal.”  Naturally she asked how and I continued:  “she has this strap on rig with a full set of artificial dildoes, each one just a bit larger than the next.  She puts it on and starts raping the slave's ass with one just big enough to stretch him.  When he is stretched out enough she moves up a size.  The result is amazing.  By the time she finishes the slave is too done in to even whimper and you could put a soup can in without touching the sides.”  There were several soft tearing sounds one after another.  317 looked and laughed as she reported that there was very little tape still contacting the counter. 

Our eggs and bacon were done so I told both men to be sure and wear a diaper tomorrow and led 317 out to the dining room.  We were quietly companionable as we shared our meal.  About half way through we heard cursing and clamoring from the kitchen and laughed uproariously.  When we were both finished eating she got down on both knees and, putting her face to the floor, asked if she could pleasure me orally.  I smiled at the offer but knew what was really happening and asked,    “Do you just want to pleasure me or is there a hidden agenda here, slave?”  
Not a bit embarrassed but slightly concerned that I might be displeased she said:  “I want to make you content for a while so I can go see Chunie and the other women then come back and make you so hot that you use me for hours.”  I was delighted by that answer and told her to go to the female slave quarters now and to bring Mey Chun to my room with her in 30 minutes.  A flicker of trepidation crossed her face, sharing my attention was not what she had pictured for the evening, but she trusted me so it passed as swiftly as it came.  Rising to her feet, she thanked me verbally, then with her lips on mine before departing. 	They arrived arm in arm. After a greeting kiss I bound 317 to the bed in a simple X form attached to the bedposts.  When I pulled out a blindfold, sound blocking earphones and a vibrator Mey Chun realized my intent then looked at 317 and said,  “I envy you, Love.”  I put a child’s clicker toy in 317’s hand and said that she was now forbidden to speak.  If she needed something she was allowed to give one click and await permission to ask for it.  If she was in some form of distress we might not know about she was to click continuously.  After getting a nod of understanding I applied the blindfold and the hearing mufflers.  317 was now in a very helpless position, she was unable to move or protect herself and her two main senses as well as her ability to communicate were cut off.  Such was her level of trust and submission that she laid there calmly waiting to find out what we were going to do with her. 

Mey Chun asked for and received permission to begin.  Then, as I watched, she began running her hands gently over 317’s skin.  She touched and felt the helpless woman from top to bottom.  The only places she did not caress were her clitoris and the tips of her nipples.  Soon 317’s skin was flushing and her breathing rapid.  At that point I joined in the touching.  Mine was less gentle but still soft and erotic.  I did rub the tips of her nipples, taking them between my thumb and index finger and stimulating them strongly.  At that point 317’s hips began to grind of their own volition. 
Mey Chun saw it just as I did and asked:  “May I, Sir?” 
I gave her permission and continued with 317s nipples as I watched.  Mey Chun placed her hand between 317’s legs so that her fingers rested directly on her pussy.  She then began rubbing 317’s clit softly with her middle finger.  317’s passions rose swiftly and soon she was just on the edge of orgasm.  At that point Mey Chun lifted her finger.  317’s pussy rose, seeking that tiny bit of additional stimulation she needed but even as it was denied, Mey Chun used her other hand to gently press on 317’s tummy in a signal to lower herself back to the bed.  317 obeyed and after a minute or so of recovery time Mey Chun began caressing her clit again.  Once more 317 was taken to the edge then denied and again Mey Chun had to guide her back down as her body reflexively sought satisfaction.  By this time I had moved my attention from 317s nipples to her full torso and was running my hands in smooth strokes from the top of her pubis to her neck in random patterns. 
The third time Mey Chun began stimulating 317’s clit she turned it into a lesson.  Each time 317 moved even a trace the touch was instantly lifted.  When she settled back down it was again applied.  Soon 317’s frustration turned into acceptance and she obediently held still to accept what pleasure she was given without seeking more.  One of the nice things about having a slave unable to hear is that you can discuss them freely without them being able to hear.  After the third round of clitoral stimulation I gave Mey Chun permission to make 317 cum.  Mey Chun suggested that I clip her nipples first so that she would learn to associate torture with satisfaction.  I liked the idea and selected a pair of wire type clothespins, which I attached to each nipple by placing them then releasing the tension in the spring slowly so that she would be able to steel herself against the pain.  My rubbing had made her nipples extra sensitive so she had a hard time managing it but thanks to my patience she was able to bear it without losing control. 
Once the clips were set Mey Chun began caressing 317’s clit one more time.  Nothing in her touch indicated that this time would be any different from the prior three times.  317 actually tried to keep from getting too excited; she had learned that when she approached orgasm the pleasure would stop.  Mey Chun’s touch overcame this resistance with ease and 317 was able to remain motionless until her orgasm burst forth.  She settled back down in a matter of seconds and as soon as she did Mey Chun stimulated her rapidly to another climax and then another after that. 
We allowed 317 to rest for a few minutes and recover from what we had done to her. Neither Mey Chun nor I normally smoke but we treated ourselves to a cigarette now and while we smoked them used a sports bottle to give 317 a considerable drink of water, then applied balm to her lips.  
When we were refreshed I had Mey Chun begin stroking 317’s face and hair.  I wanted the feminine gentleness to counter point what I was going to do.  First I pulled both of the clips off of 317’s nipples at the same time.  The sudden pain made her pull hard against her bonds and she almost spoke.  As soon as the initial pain had passed I brought it back in full force by tweaking both nipples harshly for a solid twenty seconds.  When I released them I was reaching for a powerful vibrator.  No sooner had 317’s shoulders returned to the bed than I was stimulating her pussy so powerfully that it was painful.  I forced her to a strong but uncomfortable orgasm that way in only a few seconds.  I then dialed the vibrators setting down a little and ordered Mey Chun to kiss her “hard and hot.”  317’s mouth was open and Mey Chun matched her lips and probed her deeply with her tongue well before she had time to react. 
As I desired 317 was confused by all that we were doing and didn’t know how to react or what to anticipate.  We kept her in that state for the next twenty minutes by applying powerful stimulus and varying it in both time and intensity.  We mixed pain, pleasure and denial together until one excited her as much as the other.  By the time we finished she had been pleasured orally by both male and female tongues. Vibrated internally and externally in both her vagina and her ass.  Pinched, fingered, fondled, dripped with candle wax, rubbed with baby oil, caressed by a frozen length of chain, rubbed with sheepskin gloves and subjected to at least a dozen other things.  She was so far past hot that the English language has no word for the state she was in.  
When 317 was at the very peak of both heat and submission, under my direction and matching her own desire Mey Chun took up a position between 317’s legs and began diligently fingering her.  317 had a powerful orgasm then surprised us both by using her clicker for a single click.  I was a little irritated, thinking that she was going to beg to not be fisted so I had Mey Chun continue as I lifted one earphone and commanded 317 to speak.  She had to clear her throat and find her voice but when she did she said,  “I am so sorry Master but I need to go to the bathroom before she fists me.  I think I will pee on her and your bed if I don’t.”  My irritation vanished instantly and I reassured her that she had done the right thing, then commanded her to release her bladder when I touched her nose and replaced the earphone. 
Just to frighten them both a little I had Mey Chun continue working her hand in for just a little longer before ordering her to stop.  We then worked together to untie 317 and lift and guide her to the bathroom.  Since her muscles had stiffened in bondage and she was still blind and deaf that took a little effort but it was a pleasant task.  Once we had 317 seated on the commode I posed her there with her hands behind her head and her legs spread very wide.  The fact that she was able to go as soon as I touched her nose showed just how far into submission I had taken 317. 
When she finished, I patted 317 dry, then removed the earphones and blindfold from 317 and ordered her to stretch her muscles for a while.  She stepped into the bedroom and began moving and shaking her legs.  When she had mobility restored she went to the nightstand and pointed at the water bottle and made a prayer gesture, obviously asking permission to drink.  I gave her permission and let her drink deep, then use the lip balm.  Mey Chun watched all this in silence then went over and gave 317 a sweet looking hug and asked her if she was doing ok.  317 gave her a smile and an enthusiastic nod. Mey Chun gave her a little peck on the lips then turned to me and while still holding her said: “Sir, if I may suggest it, this slave needs to be beaten and sodomized.”
I agreed with Mey Chun and ordered 317 to bend over the bed and spread her legs for me.  Mey Chun had a wonderfully satisfied smile on her face at that until I ordered her to take the same position right next to 317.  When both were in place I pulled out my favorite paddle, a wide leather creation with several rows of studs, from the night stand.  I then walked over and stood behind 317, placing my left hand lightly on her back for balance and proceeded to administer 25 humbling strokes to Mey Chun’s ass.  Next, as I put a condom on I explained to 317 that the paddle had set Mey Chun’s rump on fire and the studs had covered it with a lot of tiny sore spots that would be painful to the touch.  Knowing from experience just what Mey Chun likes I then thrust my very lightly lubricated cock up her ass just as fast and hard as I could.  She gasped and moaned at the same time when I filled her; her moans grew more intense as I fucked her hard and steady for about thirty seconds.  Then, when I spat on her back and said:  “cum for me, Cunt” I felt her entire body tense in a powerful orgasm. 
My motions screaming contempt, I pulled out of Mey Chun’s ass and left her still bent over the bed as I turned my attention to 317.  She was a newer slave and a very different individual so her paddling was different.  Where Mey Chun had gotten a swift and steady fury 317 got individual careful strokes at a much slower pace.  Just to be fair I gave her the same number then I discarded my condom and put on a fresh one.  This time I lubricated it well before entering 317’s ass.  Her sodomy was also slower and a good bit gentler but the end result was the same.  When I ordered her to cum she responded with power and after withdrawing I left her there to recover for a bit. 
It takes more than a paddling and short reaming to put Mey Chun into true submission but when I allowed her to stand she was visibly softened.  317 was still in deep submission but no longer as deep as I wanted.  I debated several different ways to put her back then discarded them all and simply had her lay on the bed and open herself.  I then ordered Mey Chun to lick 317 until she was fully wet then gently fist her.  Both women moaned a little at my saying that.  
Mey Chun got on the bed and began by kissing 317 very lightly on the lips.  She then slowly kissed a path down between 317’s breasts and to her pussy.  After one lick that sent shivers down 317’s spine Mey Chun reported that she was already fully wet.  I ordered her to lick 317 to orgasm anyway, just because I wanted to watch.  Both women had excellent though very different bodies and soft clear skin.  The sight of them together all soft and sexy pleasuring each other was beautiful to see.  Regrettably the oral service didn’t last for very long.  317 was already in such a state of arousal that it only took Mey Chun half a minute or less to make her cum. 
As Mey Chun began using her fingers on 317’s most delicate part I lay down on the bed next to 317.  We exchanged smiles and I took her into my arms for a long slow kiss.  Feeling in 317’s tongue the effect that Mey Chun was having on her other end was delicious.  When she grew too excited to concentrate on kissing I let her lay back and contented myself with caressing the skin from the bottom of her breasts to the top of her neck.  As Mey Chun began really stretching her, 317 asked in the softest and sweetest voice I have ever heard for permission to cum.  I gave permission and put my face over hers and watched closely as she came.  That is a favorite of mine, I love to watch women closely and have them know I am watching them as they orgasm.  After the first one I ordered 317 to open her eyes and look into mine. It was an effort for her to do so but the pleasure I took from gazing deep into them as she came two more times was well worth it.  Cumming like that is a great act of submission and one that requires a lot of trust and surrender. 
Before long Mey Chun had 317 stretched enough to put her whole hand inside and fully fist her.   Instead of doing so she withdrew a fraction and asked 317 if she wanted to be fisted.  317 grew embarrassed and couldn’t answer directly so she said,  “I am scared of fisting.”  Mey Chun withdrew just a little more and asked again.  This time 317 was able to say quiet,  “yes.”  Her humiliation at wanting it was clear and I saw an opportunity to take her back all the way down into submission.  Mey Chun advanced her hand until it was almost all the way in again and then I ordered 317 to beg for it.  She asked me to please spare her and no sooner were the words out than Mey Chun’s hand began to withdraw.  317 said a sincere     “please” which stopped the hand from retreating any further but also didn’t bring it back in any.  I ordered her to beg once more and this time she said,  “Please fist me, please.”  The words were correct and Mey Chun rewarded her by returning her hand to its former position but the tone was insufficient so she stopped there.  I leaned close to 317’s ear and whispered,  “You have one shred of dignity left, Slave.  Surrender it.”  She sobbed just a little, knowing that I was right, then began begging to be fisted with real feeling.  Mey Chun saw my nod then forced her hand past that last bit of resistance and fully filled 317. 
317 didn’t orgasm right away but the sexual stimulation was so powerful that it exceeded cumming in intensity.  I let her experience that for several minutes then gave her the true reward for total submission.  By stripping her last little bit of dignity away I also had removed the last trace of her inhibition.  So, when I applied a vibrator to her clit and sent 317 over the threshold into orgasm she came more powerfully than she ever had before.  When I kept the vibrator in place and increased its intensity she began a series of orgasms that seemed to go on forever. 
Mey Chun and I were both ruthless and continued our efforts without mercy until we had wrung out every ounce of pleasure that 317’s flesh could give.  When we finally stopped 317 was so deep and so content that she was barely conscious.  Mey Chun offered herself to me sexually.  She knew that after such an evening my passions would be considerable and she wanted to spare 317 any further abuse.  I thanked her for the offer but this was exactly how I wanted to take 317 tonight and I told Mey Chun so.  She smiled and said she understood then moved close to me for a goodnight kiss.  I gave her a long and heartfelt one then told her to that I was one of the few who knew just what she liked and warned her to worry that she would soon get it she smiled at that and I allowed her to leave.  Once Mey Chun was gone I used the bathroom then came back and spread 317’s legs.  She was so out of it that I don’t think she noticed.  When I lay on top of her, her eyes fluttered open and she said, ”Please be gentle Sir. I am very sore.”  
I entered her passionately but with reasonable gentleness and watched with delight as she discovered that her sensitivity made her cum every time I rubbed my pelvis slightly against her clit.  I took her for about five pleasurable minutes during which time I made her cum at least twenty more times.  Somewhere around the twelfth time she lost control of her bladder and I felt a small amount of warm urine on my leg.  She was to deep into submission to be embarrassed and instead told me simply: “Master, you have taken something else from me now.”  Her total submission and acceptance enflamed me even more so that I began thrusting hard inside her and soon had the pleasure of feeling her pussy contract with an intense orgasm and squeeze me hard as I came inside her. 
317 went to sleep seconds after I rolled off of her.  I took a few minutes to nod off myself and I got to witness a phenomenon that most men never get to see.  She was so hot when she went to sleep that she came a few more times even after she nodded off.  I pulled her very close to me, both to enjoy the pleasurable feel of her against me and to get her off the large wet place our passions had created. 

 



Day 21

 
I slept in, then lay in bed as 317 slept even longer.  Once she woke up I sent her in to shower and ordered us a large breakfast.  It arrived just as she was coming out and drying off and I got my first delightful surprise of a day that proved full of them.  When I removed the plate covers I found in addition to the hearty meal that I had ordered there was a small cake, about 6 inches in diameter.  Looking at it closely I saw that it had been decorated with a ton of very tiny but very perfect little flowers.  There was a note next to it with 317 written on the cover, which I allowed her to read.  She gave a delighted laugh then read it aloud to me: “317 sweet flowers for a wonderful, beautiful and erotic woman.” It was unsigned but clearly from John and Tom in the kitchen.  As we ate 317 steered the conversation back to the cake and how she had abused its senders the night before.  The fact that they liked it so well made her very proud.  The fact that I was very pleased with her as well made her even prouder. 

I took 317 to my office with me in the late morning and there I got my second pleasant surprise of the day.  One of the financial moves I had made with our money had paid off astoundingly well.  When I saw in 317’s eyes that she was proud of me I grew a foot taller and smiled from head to toe.  Just because I own her doesn’t mean that I don’t value her opinion or desire to impress her.  The truth is exactly the opposite in fact. 

Mey Chun and 314 joined 317 and I for lunch.  For the most part I kept silent and enjoyed the interplay between the three beautiful and enslaved women sitting at my feet.  314 had been told that her final exam was to take place tomorrow and she tried to pump the other two for hints but both kept to the party line.  “It is very hard but you will pass with flying colors.”  Towards the end of the meal 317 asked me to send for the cooks.  When they came out she gave each of them a big hug and thanked them for her gift.  I found the fact that they both grimaced a bit when her hug hit some tender spots very amusing but her thanks were sincerely given and sincerely accepted.

After we finished eating I took 317 back to my room, intending to read and relax for a while.  That was when I got my third pleasant surprise of the day.  Not too long after I settled in 317 got down on her knees and put her face to the floor at the foot of my chair.  I left her there for a little while just to make sure she meant it then asked her what she wanted.  She said, “Master, Mey Chun has been very good to me and has taught me so much.  I beg you to allow me to give her the kind of pleasure that she helped give me last night.”  
For me sweetness is a very attractive quality and it pleased me greatly to see that she was showing it.  The only problem was that she had no real idea what she was asking for.  I had her sit on the footstool facing me and asked her what she had in mind.  She confessed that she didn’t really know.  She just wanted to be the one giving instead of the one receiving and wanted me to teach her how.  I was smiling broadly at her giving nature, not to mention the image that conjured, but there were still some practical issues to be broached.  Stroking 317’s face gently as I spoke I explained to her that Mey Chun was an extreme submissive and that putting her into that level of submission and pleasure took some doing. 317 liked the sound of that and asked me to go on.  So, I asked her if she would be able to inflict pain and humiliation on Mey Chun.  She thought about it for a moment then said, “If I knew it was giving her pleasure I could.”  
By now I was beginning to detect a bit of excitement building in 317 and knew that she was growing wet so I asked the most important question.    
“Do you think that you could hurt and humiliate Mey Chun for hours then pleasure her intensely without affecting your relationship?”  She considered that for a good while.  When it finally came her answer was the only really satisfactory one possible: “It would change our relationship some, sir, but it would be for the better, I think.”  I told her that I would make the arrangements and warned her not to say anything since Mey Chun would enjoy it far more if it came by surprise.

A younger or less caring Master would probably have ended the conversation then.  I ordered 317 to put her hands behind her back and look directly into my eyes.  She looked a bit nervous but complied immediately.  Looking deep into her eyes and watching her closely I asked her to tell me exactly how she felt about Mey Chun.  She started to look away but caught herself, and then she said,  “she has been very sweet to me and I like her a lot.”  I knew better.  Still holding her in my gaze I asked the question again.  She lowered her face and begged me not to make her say it.  I took her chin in my hand and raised her face up to look into her eyes and force her to look into mine.  There were tears in hers and she was obviously under great stress.  Making my voice as gentle as I could I asked the question a third time.  When she realized that I already knew and accepted she calmed down just as swiftly as she had grown stressed and said,    
“I love her, Sir, not as much as I love you but I love her.”  I made a small gesture with my hand and 317 melted up against me, burying her face in my chest.  After holding her for a while I lifted and positioned 317 by the rump then lowered her down so that I entered her.  She was wet enough for comfort though not as wet as I usually make her.  Once she was in settled on top of me, I gave her a long tight hug then looking into her eyes yet again, told her for the first time that I loved her.  She began crying happy tears and held me close for a long time, telling me all the while that she had never loved anyone before as she loved me.  We had slow sex in the chair.  For her it was an act of giving and I accepted it in full.  When I neared orgasm 317 told me that I had stripped her even more today and asked if I would leave her anything at all.  The way she said it made me hot and the way she thanked me when I told her that I wouldn’t excited me even more.  I came inside her with her watching my face and the fact that she didn’t come with me pleased us both. 
We napped until late in the afternoon then passed the evening quietly.  I dined with 317 in the main dining room and after dinner we played cards with another Master and his slave.  At bedtime touched and held each other for over an hour without having sex then slept very warm in each other’s arms. 



Day 22

 
I slipped out of bed without waking 317 the next morning and went to my office.  I scheduled her for a movement class in the late morning and a repeat of her conditioning sessions in the afternoon then got to work.  It was a long and difficult day but a very profitable one.  Mid morning an organization member high in Japan’s government let me know half an hour in advance that they would be inflating the Yen.  For the next seventeen hours I made obscene amounts of money without taking more than a total fifteen minutes off during the entire stretch.  When every market in the world had finally settled down I was tired but very pleased with myself and headed to my room where 317 was waiting for me.  I was too wound up to sleep and to tired to do much else so I relaxed by eating a sandwich and listening to 317 tell me about how she and Chunnie, a name I still wasn’t used too, had spent the evening tormenting our staff pilot.  I couldn’t really follow her words but the gist of it was that they had used a wide variety of impact toys on him and made him beg and grovel at length.  Rather than actually listening I was enjoying the sight of a very beautiful woman whom I owned talking happily and excitedly for my pleasure.  By the time she finished I was much more relaxed and told her to meet me in bed as I rose to go to the bathroom.  Rather than doing as I asked she put her face to the floor in front of me and asked if she could beg for something.  Normally I find that the most pleasing thing that a woman can do but tonight I wasn’t in the mood for much of anything and was very terse with, “what do you want, Slave?”  

I could tell by her tone that she regretted starting this but having no choice now she carried through and said,  “Chunnie asked me to beg you to let her sleep with us tonight.”  I suppose for most men that would be a once in a lifetime treat, having two such fine and submissive women in your bed.  Of course most men can’t do that and far more on a whim.  For me it was an inconvenience and an annoyance but not enough of one to be worth disappointing two excellent slaves over.  So, I told her “as long as she meant sleep rather than play she is welcome.”  317 smiled and thanked me and as I headed towards the bathroom she headed to the intercom. 

When I emerged both women were already in bed and waiting for me.  317 hopped out and held the covers open to make a place for me between them that I took.  I lay down on my back and each woman snuggled close and put her head on my shoulder.  It was a warm and wonderful position, as soon as we were all settled in Mey Chun thanked me for letting her sleep with us and then asked if my hard day had come from making us all more secure.  I hadn’t really thought of it that way but realized that it was true and said yes.  She thanked me for that as well then began moving her hand very softly all over my body. 317 imitated her, producing a wonderful sensation.  Had either woman touched my penis I would have made them stop but by caressing and massaging everywhere else first they gave me a relaxed sort of pleasure that made the erection I got a secondary thing.  As I lay there groggy I told Mey Chun that she needed to tell 317 about herself.  Mey Chun is a woman with a lot of secrets but at my command she revealed them all.  In a whisper she told her full story without her hands ever even pausing in their pleasuring of me.
317 listened to Mey Chun’s story with compassion and even asked a few questions.  317’s easy acceptance and honest sympathy for Mey Chun’s revelations for her made me proud to own her.  By the time Mey Chun finished I was very close to sleep but ordered 317 to now tell Mey Chun about herself.  Her tale was shorter.  She told how her childhood had been normal but very dull so, craving excitement, she had joined the FBI and been trained for undercover work.  What she hadn’t realized was that as part of her duties she also had to prostitute herself.  Usually she had to become some drug dealer’s girlfriend in order to collect information on his organization.  Worse yet she had to pretend to love them then later face them in court after a total betrayal.  That actually bothered her more than the three men she had killed in the line of duty.  When she finished I was seconds away from sleep when a hand began pleasuring my dick.  One woman made me cum quickly and easily while the other slipped below the covers to catch my discharge in her mouth.  I didn’t know which was which and didn’t care.  The last thing I was aware of was the two of them kissing over my chest and telling each other that they loved each other. 

 



Day 23 

 
In spite of having gone to sleep first I woke up last.  When I opened my eyes 317 and Mey Chun were sitting on my couch and whispering merrily to each other.  They soon saw that I was awake the came over and piled into bed and took turns kissing me.  That is about as good a way to wake up as there is and it was the beginning of a really wonderful day.  When I was awake enough to move I told the women that I had to go to the bathroom.  When I came back from the bathroom they were holding each other in my bed as though they had been lovers forever.  I decided to take full advantage of the situation and had them both lie face down then sodomized them.  I began with Mey Chun. Her anus is less tight than 317s but she moved her hips to pleasure me in a delightful way.  After a while I shifted to 317.  Her ass is much tighter than Mey Chun’s is and feeling from her rhythm that her pussy was growing very wet was a considerable turn on.  When Mey Chun reached over and began rubbing my testicles it triggered a lovely orgasm inside 317’s ass. 

What the girls were up to was as obvious as it was delightful.  They were making sure that I enjoyed the two of them together so that I would allow them to be together a lot.  This is perfectly acceptable behavior in slaves.  In fact it is the only form of power they are permitted to have and its use is encouraged.  After spending some time enjoying two sets of everything female I ordered Mey Chun to run a bath for me.  While she was gone I ordered a large breakfast for three to be delivered in half an hour and included in the order a request for a roll of plastic wrap and a bottle of chocolate syrup to be placed in the lower compartment of the cart. 
I had some heavy play in mind so I let everyone’s breakfast settle for a little while before starting.  317 and Mey Chun took a shower together, which they made into a great show to watch.  Then they spent some time behind a closed bathroom door grooming themselves and each other.  Judging by the giggles that came through they had a wonderful time with that and they both looked stunning when they came out.  I actually took a deep breath and fortified myself.  Mey Chun takes a lot of energy to subdue though she is well worth it. 
Grinning just as maliciously as I can I called Mey Chun over to the service cart from breakfast.  When she got there I pulled the bottle of chocolate syrup out and handed it to her, then ordered her to fill her pussy with it.  She looked at the bottle then did exactly what I hoped she would.  She looked at me then looked at it then looked at me again and said, “Sir, that is a very unhealthy thing for a woman to do.”  I slapped her face hard enough to sting and growled; “what did you say, Cunt?”  
She fell to her knees and said,  “I beg your forgiveness sir, I said that filling my pussy with chocolate wouldn’t be healthy.”  I stood over her and looked down at her as if she was an insect then putting as much contempt into my voice as I could asked her, “Who decides what goes inside your pussy, Slut?”  She didn’t hesitate, “any Master here may put anything he likes inside me.  It is one of the rules I live under, Sir.”  Just to rub it in I asked, “Do you have any vote on what we stick in you, Bitch?”  She said,     “no Sir, no vote, no choice, no control.  You may put anything inside me and I will take it.” 
If I had actually been angry Mey Chun’s words would certainly have mollified me.  Since my anger was pretense they did nothing to assuage it.  I looked around and saw that 317 was standing very still on the other side of the room and trying not to be noticed.  She hadn’t realized yet that this was the play I had promised her and believed my anger was genuine just as Mey Chun did.  I asked 317 what she thought should happen when a slave forgets that they are a slave.  The answer had been part of her training from the first and though I don’t think she liked saying it she said,   “they should be reminded with sufficient force to ensure that they do not forget it again, Sir.”  
I smiled and told her that I agreed.  Then I ordered Mey Chun to stand and 317 to approach.  Taking the syrup bottle from Mey Chun’s hands I ran a line of the sticky fluid from the cleft between her breasts to just above her pubis then dotted each of her nipples.  Mey Chun stood there totally still and accepted the mild humiliation gracefully.  I then turned to 317 and said,  “You like licking this whore, don’t you?”  She had realized now that I was playing and was not actually upset. This relaxed her considerably and let her sound sexy as she answered:  “I love licking her body, Sir. Her skin is very soft and smooth and she tastes like candy.”  Firmly into my role as abuser now I told her, “Her skin won’t be smooth for long. I am going to welt it. Now clean her with your tongue, slave.”

317 began with the area between Mey Chun’s breasts just as I would have and moved downward slowly.  By the time Mey Chun was clean she was also beginning to pant and flush.  I inspected the job and made her lick a few spots even more including the nipples.  When I was satisfied with the cleaning I began the next step by tucking the end of the plastic wrap between Mey Chun’s arm and her body.  I then had her put both arms at her sides and her feet together and proceeded to wrap her entire body several layers thick.  This is one of the most restrictive forms of bondage there is.  When done properly, as I had done it, the subject is able to breathe freely but otherwise unable to move below the neck.  I left Mey Chun standing like that for a minute while I spread a sheet of plastic over the floor then held her tightly as I carefully laid her down on it.  Once she was on the floor I added the final and cruelest touch by lifting her head and very quickly winding about ten layers of the plastic over it.  This cut off Mey Chun’s air and I let her struggle futilely to breathe for nearly thirty seconds before I used a small knife to make a slit over her mouth.  I let her gasp a few times then covered the slit with my hand for another thirty seconds.  This brought home the message that she was totally helpless in a very graphic way. 

Since Mey Chun’s hearing was now very muffled ,as was her sight, 317 felt free to ask me if I was really sure that this was what Mey Chun liked.  I answered her honestly, saying that I didn’t know if she actually liked this part or not but that it would lead to something she not only loved but also needed.  317 smiled at that and asked what she should do next.  I told her to lie down near Mey Chun and listen carefully to her breathing and to alert me if it showed any signs of growing labored.  I also told her to touch her often so she would know that she was safe.

Feeling pleasantly horny and wonderfully powerful I ordered a mug of hot chocolate from the kitchen then stretched out on the couch with a good book.  I had been reading for about thirty minutes when Mey Chun finally began to struggle against her bonds.  I walked over and watched her for a few minutes to make sure that she was not in serious discomfort or danger then went back to my reading.  317 was bothered by Mey Chun’s suffering so I gave her permission to offer any comfort that she could.  In response she lay down next to Mey Chun and wrapped her arms around her and began whispering that it would be ok and that I wouldn’t abuse her more than she could take.  I don’t know if Mey Chun could hear her or not but she quickly settled down and began holding still again.  That was what I had been waiting for.  During the first stretch Mey Chun coped with her captivity by telling herself that she would be freed before it affected her too much.  Now she was coping with it in the only other way that she could.  By accepting her helplessness and submitting to it.

I was watching the clock carefully and only left her there for another ten minutes though I bet that either of the slaves would swear that it had been an hour or more.  When the time was up I used a pair of medic scissors to cut Mey Chun free.  As I began to cut I forbid Mey Chun to move or speak.  That was for her own protection, plastic wrap can cause itching and since her own perspiration would have softened her skin, scratching might have damaged it.  Once all the plastic was off I had 317 help her to stand. 317 pleased me with the way she moved in and held Mey Chun close in spite of the fact that the plastic covering had caused her to become a bit less than fresh.  I dried Mey Chun a little with a soft towel then ordered her to go stand in the shower. She all but ran to obey. 

I didn’t allow Mey Chun to wash herself or use words to tell 317 what she needed but once I ordered 317 to wash her they communicated non-verbally well enough to get Mey Chun fully clean.  I saw that they were managing well. I ordered 317 to put lotion on Mey Chun after they came out and went to deal with a messy pile of plastic on my floor.  Mey Chun has high thresholds but after such harsh bondage it was time to give even her a break.  So, when the two women came out of the bathroom all scrubbed and pretty I ordered Mey Chun to sit on the floor and put her left hand between her legs.  Once she had obeyed I told her that she could relax for a while as long as she stayed on the floor and her hand stayed on her genitals.  She pointed to her lips asking if she could speak again.  I said no but knew that she must need something so I ran down the list asking if she was hungry, thirsty, cold, needed lip balm or needed to use the bathroom.  She indicated that she was thirsty and needed to use the bathroom so I sent 317 to fetch her some water.  I waited for her to drink her fill then walked her to the bathroom and watched her relieve herself.  The fact that she posed herself for my pleasure and never removed her hand pleased me greatly.  

317 and I spent the next hour on the couch together watching a rerun movie on television and talking and necking.  Mey Chun settled in near our feet. wrapped in a blanket and seemed totally content there on the floor. touching herself silently.  Whenever the movies plot lagged I had Mey Chun masturbate for my amusement and even allowed her to orgasm once.  When it ended I asked 317 what she wanted. then ordered a nice lunch for two to be delivered to the room.  Once the order was placed 317 asked my permission to go to the bathroom.  While she was gone I amused myself by having Mey Chun get up on one hand and knees then fingering her ass roughly with two condom covered fingers.  When 317 emerged and saw what I was doing she commented that Mey Chun seemed to be getting very wet.  I agreed and asked her if she thought I should let Mey Chun cum.  317 smiled and said that Mey Chun had been very obedient and submissive and certainly deserved a good orgasm.  She then watched Mey Chun build towards orgasm for just a few seconds before saying:  “Let her have one by tonight at the latest.”  The groan Mey Chun let out was wonderful. 

When lunch arrived I allowed Mey Chun to remove her hand from her pussy so that she could stand up and walk around.  I then moved a couple of chairs to the small table in my room and ordered her to serve our lunches.  I demanded what we call “close service”, that means that she not only presented the food, she cut our bites for us, sweetened my tea and wiped our chins with our napkins for us.  When 317 and I had both finished I had Mey Chun kneel before me with both hands behind her back and allowed her to eat the table scraps from my hand.  That is one of those simple forms of domination that is so sensuous to me.  Having a beautiful woman eat scraps from your hand is an experience every man should have at least once in his life. 

I was full and content and very pleased. I was also ready for a nap.  I went to my nightstand and, blocking the women’s view so that they did not know the time frame, I set my alarm to go off in forty-five minutes.  I then ordered the two women to get in bed and make love as they would if they were in private and had all the time in the world.  As they headed for the sheets I added an order that Mey Chun not orgasm.  By now both of them were far enough into submission that neither showed any resistance to that order.  I lay down on the couch and closed my eyes without bothering to watch even the first kiss.  The reason I didn’t care to watch the women making love ties to one of those ironic differences between the genders.  Any time a man tells you that he has watched two women make love and enjoyed it either he is lying or the women staged the show for his enjoyment.  Trying to watch two women make love naturally will drive any man right up the wall.  By male standards they are glacially slow and don’t have anywhere near enough orgasms.  Worse yet they seem to touch everywhere except where you want to see them touch most of the time. 
I woke up to the sound of my alarm clock accompanied by the sound of 317 having an orgasm.  I desperately wanted to go have sex with one or both of the slaves but I knew that this was going to be a long erotic day and the body’s resources only go so far so I resisted.  I was still sleepy and feeling self-indulgent so I climbed into bed between the two women and ordered them both to masturbate for ten minutes without cumming then wake me up.  I faked my sleep but enjoyed lying there with my eyes closed, knowing that one of the best ways to excite a submissive woman is often to ignore her while she serves.  I suspect that they both knew that I was feigning sleep since the sounds I heard were so compelling that they came close to being a seduction. 
I had intended to take the full day off but I wanted 317 to abuse Mey Chun some without me so I decided to go into the office and check on things there.  Once I was all the way awake from my nap I ordered 317 to put heavy leather wrist and ankle cuffs on Mey Chun.  She finished that at about the time I finished dressing so we worked together to bind Mey Chun face down on the bed and stretched tightly to its four corners.  I then ordered 317 to choose something good to watch on television and spend every commercial break abusing Mey Chun in either entrance with one of the many internal toys in my dresser.  I then kissed each woman told her that she was beautiful squeezed a handful of her rump and departed for work.

Once I got to the office it only took me about ten minutes to convince myself that I wasn’t needed there.  I left then stopped briefly in the control room and, after entering my own security code, called up the cameras in my room.  317 was standing there working a vibrating shaft inside Mey Chun’s ass.  Mey Chun was responding to it powerfully when the show suddenly came back on and 317 turned the vibration off but left the shaft inside and walked away. 

I took a roundabout route back to my room and checked the progress of several of the slaves in training, just to give 317 and Mey Chun a full hour alone together.  When I finally got back 317 was stroking a largish gel type dildo in and out of Mey Chun’s pussy. Mey Chun was whimpering in time to the strokes and whimpered even harder when they stopped as 317 came into my arms to greet me.  After a suitable hug and smooch with 317 I went over and released Mey Chun from the bedposts.  One of the hardest skills to master as a Master is telling how deep into submission a woman is.  Rolling Mey Chun over I looked into her eyes and saw that they were inclined to roll backwards in her head.  That is a very good sign.  I then touched her pussy rudely and watched her body gravitate towards my hand for more.  That was another good sign, so I gave her the final test.  I sucked each of her nipples for a moment to make them fully hard then put a pair of serious nipple clamps on them. As soon as they were fastened I studied her face closely.  What I saw was that she was pleased to have the clips on which indicated that she was down pretty deep but she also showed signs that they hurt which meant that she wasn’t as deep as I have seen her go. 
I now had to do a mid course correction.  Mey Chun is normally a hard woman to take all the way down.  I had anticipated keeping her in close bondage for a couple of more hours, then taking her to the punishment room for a long session to accomplish it. With her so close already I had to decide if I wanted to put her over the edge and take her now or let her rise a little and put her all the way down later.  Once I clarified it in my head the decision was an easy one.  Things can always happen and if for no other reason than that now is usually better than later.  Putting on my “command voice” which is brusque and I’m told a little bit frightening, I ordered 317 to place a chair by and facing the bed, then sit on it with her legs spread very wide and masturbate. Mey Chun I put back down on the bed minus the clips, face down, with arms and legs spread wide. 
I began by spanking Mey Chun’s rump.  For her this is an act of affection since a man who wasn’t very fond of her would use a tool rather than his own hand.  Once I had her good and pink I picked up my favorite whip.  This is a short one, less than three feet in total length and with about a dozen soft leather tassels. It was the first whip I ever owned and inflicts a considerable sting with virtually no damage.  I gave her a long and slow whipping from top to bottom with it. No one stroke was very harsh but I subjected her to nearly a hundred of them all told.  Mey Chun flinched and whimpered at the first few, then began to accept her fate and silently endure.  Not wanting 317 to feel neglected I stopped twice during the beating and ordered her to cum as I watched.  She did so easily and fully. 
Stepping back, I ordered Mey Chun to roll over.  It took her a lot of effort to do so.  When she was positioned on her back I motioned 317 over and told her to look at her.  As she did I explained just what she was seeing.  Mey Chun was now in total submission.  She had no will, no defenses, not even much personality left.  She was totally under my control and in a state of incredible pleasure from being there.  In fact the pleasure she was experiencing was so intense that an orgasm paled in comparison.  Of course an orgasm on top of what she was experiencing was a different matter.  I not only wanted to make her cum, I wanted to make it just as powerful as humanly possible and knowing her nature as I did I knew just how to go about it. I handed 317 the whip then bent over so that my face was close to Mey Chun’s and said, “I want to punish you even more, Slave, and I want to make you help.”  
Mey Chun said simply: “do anything, Master.”  
I asked her: “what is your most tender spot, Slave?”   
When she said that it was her pussy I ordered 317 to stand at the foot of the bed and give Mey Chun ten strokes there.  317 counted them out as they landed and Mey Chun’s soft voice echoed her.  She seemed to be craving pain and would have been content to lie there and be beaten like that for as long as it pleased us.  I had intended to continue the whipping to include her breasts and the soles of her feet but it was pointless.  She was as deep as she was going and I had other activities that I wanted to begin.  I motioned 317 back up to the head of the bed and told her to put her face close to Mey Chun’s.  I then ordered Mey Chun to look at 317 but listen to me. Soon their gazes were locked and I began giving Mey Chun orders.    
“Beg me to fist you.  Beg me to piss in your mouth.  Beg me to put a catheter in you.  Beg me to give you a gallon-sized enema.  Beg me to fist your ass.  Beg me to put needles through your nipples.”  Mey Chun begged in her softest and most sincere voice each time just as she had been ordered and the way 317 lovingly accepted her total surrender made it a tender and bonding moment. 
I had them keep their gazes locked as I fetched a powerful internal vibrator and a rubber glove from the drawer.  I turned the vibrator up to its highest setting then applied it to Mey Chun’s labia and clit without warning.  Her mouth fell open and suddenly she was very close to cumming.  I ordered Mey Chun to beg for permission to cum when she was ready and ordered 317 to watch her closely and not give permission until she believed that Mey Chun could grow no hotter or more helpless.  I used the vibrator ruthlessly and soon the begging began. 317 made her wait and the act of being made to wait heated Mey Chun even further, which inspired her to beg more.  It went long enough for me to worry that a cue had been missed when 317 suddenly said, “now, slave.”  
Mey Chun exploded in passion and her orgasm lasted twenty seconds or more.  No sooner had it finished than she squeaked:  “please” and was having another.  I gave her a total of five, none so powerful as the first but powerful nonetheless.  I rested there between Mey Chun’s legs for a minute or so while she recovered.  Watching her and 317 exchange several soft little kisses and declare love for each other made the wait a delight. 
When my gloved hand touched Mey Chun’s pussy she knew instantly what was coming and heated up accordingly.  As I inserted finger after finger she shifted her hips to ease my entry.  317 saw what I was doing and began stroking Mey Chun and murmuring words of encouragement.  Before long I had four fingers inside Mey Chun and she was as stretched as she was going to get without pain.  Looking up I said,  “Beg for it, Slave.”  
Mey Chun rolled her hips just a bit more in a physical invitation then said,  “I beg you to fist me, Sir.”  With that I forced my hand inside her, knowing that the tightness of it would feel like a burn.  As soon as my hand passed the tightest part I curled my fingers inside her so that my full fist would fit and was rewarded by feeling it being squeezed and soaked on all sides.  As soon as the pain of my entry had passed I began turning and moving my hand around inside Mey Chun’s body.  That is a feeling of power like no other on earth, fucking a woman with your whole hand and having her respond powerfully to it.  I used the complete control I now had to move Mey Chun slowly towards a massive orgasm.  At first she tried to rush the process but soon surrendered to it.  When she neared I added to her stimulation by having 317 squeeze her nipples hard.  Mey Chun exploded so intensely that the contraction of her uterus almost expelled my hand.  It’s hard to say if she had many more orgasms after that or if that one lasted a very very long time.  When she finally stopped I quietly withdrew my hand and 317 released her nipples then lay down and warmed Mey Chun’s body with her own. 
After a few minutes I gave Mey Chun a bottle of water of which she drank a third in a single pull.  After that she used her arms and lips to thank us for what we had done in a way that her voice couldn’t have fully conveyed.  I used the tone of my voice to indicate that we were going to be less intense now and ordered Mey Chun to lie back down and open herself again.  Even as she was complying I ordered 317 to put a latex glove on and lubricate it.  Both women managed to look both frightened and delighted at the same time.  Going very slowly and carefully I then taught 317 how to fist a woman.  It is more complex than it may seem though not really difficult. I began by showing her how to get comfortable between Mey Chun’s legs then had her put three fingers inside at once.  Step by step I had her locate the pubic bone and told her how to angle below it.  Then I had her feel the walls and organs inside Mey Chun’s body and explained how delicate both they and the tissue around them are.  Mey Chun bore all this stoically and seemed to be returning to deep submission rapidly.  Not that she had risen more than a tiny fraction during the short break. 
When she had been exploring inside long enough to feel comfortable and I had answered all her questions 317 was ready to actually do the fisting.  Since my considerably larger hand had already stretched Mey Chun 317’s entrance was relatively easy.  Mey Chun responded to 317 at least as powerfully as she had to me.  I suspect that had a lot to do with 317’s hand being less painful than mine had been.  I moved up to where I could stroke Mey Chun’s face and enjoy tormenting her breasts.  After a few minutes of building Mey Chun’s passions I asked 317 if she would like to know what real power feels like.  She said yes in a voice that let me know that her own pussy was on fire then hastened to obey my command to lick Mey Chun’s clit harshly.  Mey Chun once again came intensely and for a considerable while.  When that tapered off 317 pulled back and told me that I was right.  That was a very powerful feeling.  I chuckled and told her that now it was time for the good part and handed her an external vibrator.  When she held it against Mey Chun’s pussy Mey Chun began cumming again but in a few seconds pleaded that it was too intense.  317 pulled the vibrator back but I ordered her to hold it to Mey Chun’s pussy.  The pain and the stimulation combined to force Mey Chun to an orgasm so powerful that she was virtually unconscious by the end of it.
At my direction 317 withdrew both her hand and the vibrator.  I then got out of the bed and put my arms under Mey Chun so that I could gently move her out of the middle.  Once she was to one side I had 317 lay on the other.  To say I took her would be an all time understatement.  As soon as 317’s legs parted I entered her and plundered her.  She received me and guided my energies until we were both satiated and exhausted.  I had forgotten for a time that Mey Chun was there with us until just before 317’s last orgasm when she moved over and kissed 317 with total passion.  Their lips stayed locked until 317’s orgasm made her shout.  Mey Chun cuddled 317 and I both as we lay there, panting, afterwards.  Then, I love you, was said several times in happy tired voices. 
 

THE END
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