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1.  Judicial Enslavement Acts

The world’s first Judicial Enslavement Act was quietly passed in Russia and went into effect the first day of 2022.  Much of the leadership of the civilized world watched in horror as Russia quickly conducted judicial reviews of prisoners in every Municipal District (1,673), Municipal Okrug (33), Urban Okrug (635), Rural Settlement (16,821), and Urban Settlement (1,398).

Under the provisions of the Russian Judicial Enslavement Act of 2022, prisoners were classified into categories.  Virtually every male in the prison system was permanently stripped of all rights and citizenship and converted to lifetime slavery.  Factories, mines, and business conglomerates, often owned by rich and corrupt politicians and criminal organizations, quickly responded to The Act as a capitalistic opportunity and purchased droves of new slaves in state-sponsored auctions.  The registration, classification, and auction processes were so similar to livestock management that the slaves quickly became identified and classified as various types of livestock.  Russian State Livestock Commissars headed the regulatory oversight of the newly enslaved labor force.

Women in the prison system were treated similarly to male livestock except that age and physical appearance was the primary sorting mechanism with the youngest and prettiest going to whorehouses, sex entertainment venues, and the service industry.  Some small percentage of men faced the same fate as the prettiest women and they also became sex slaves.  To protect the revenue of the new burgeoning sex industry, laws were quickly passed that outlawed paid sex, prostitution between consenting men and women.  The penalty for both johns and prostitutes became short-term judicial enslavement of up to five years with near-automatic involuntary assignment to a role in the slave-focused sex industry.  Extraordinary penalties were quickly imposed on everything from minor misdemeanors to the most heinous of felonies.  So-called white-collar criminals were also successfully targeted, judged, and enslaved.  Russia’s out of control crime spree quickly wound down from a full-blown flood to a mere trickle. 


2. Three Years Later In the United States

By 2025, versions of Judicial Enslavement Acts were in force throughout Europe, along with most second- and third-world countries.  In the United States, Judicial Enslavement remained on the verge of legalization.  As in most of the world, hordes of criminals had overwhelmed the prison and justice system, making the cost of trials and imprisonment too much for society to continue to bear.  In the United States, discussion became common about forced periods of servitude and lifetime slavery as a cost-savings solution for certain types of felonies.  Public whipping and humiliation in stocks were also typical punishments discussed for low-level misdemeanors.  Branding, public execution, and other innovations for profit were being studied.

A small but radical anti-slavery movement grew in Russia (the first major country to adopt the revolutionary concept of Judicial Enslavement) which spread to Europe and then, more recently, to the United States.  In the United States, increasing radical and violent activity against the act backfired by pushing public opinion more fully into endorsing passage of its American Judicial Enslavement Act.  If the United States passed The Act, Canada would remain the only first-world country to refuse to consider Judicial Enslavement and thus unwittingly acted as a safe haven for radicals against enslavement.

Now, three years after the first Judicial Enslavement Act entered into force in Russia, an almost identical law had been crafted and approved by a wide margin in America’s House of Representatives.  The lawmakers were desperate to curb the uncontrolled, and outrageously expensive, lawlessness rampant in America.  The more liberal Senate delayed approval and continued to argue the pros and cons of the bill, remaining evenly split on the issue.  Society was as conflicted as the Senate and marches, protests, and riots have swept the country; equally split between full support and outrage against The Act.


3.  A European Volunteer

The black-haired French woman leaned back against the cool leather of the Mercedes cab and grunted softly.  She ignored the musty scent filling the back of the cab and focused wholly on the hand jammed up her skirt and panties.  Three of her fingertips were wriggling deep in her wet, sloppy cunt, scraping desperately against the sensitive rough surface inside the top part of her tight channel.  Gasping as she neared her release, Bridgette Rowe’s thumb slipped above her slippery clit and strongly pushed it down against the side of her forefinger.  Silently screaming, her hips wriggled in counterpart to her raping fingers.  The combination of pleasure and pain were the trigger she needed to cum.

With the bullet proof security screen and its small steel-mesh communication screen between them, the cab driver drove onward blissfully unaware that his passenger had just experienced a massive orgasm.

Bridgette sighed and tried to recover her breath.  She sighed again at the reminder that she was alone as the sole passenger.  “I need a brutal, no-holds-barred fucking!” she hissed softly.

“Miss., you said something?” the cab driver answered without turning his attention from the busy Moscow traffic.

Bridgette sighed again.  “No!” she said crossly.  “I was only thinking aloud.”  Then, she demanded, “How far to the hotel?”

“Is five minutes, Miss.,” he answered.

A few minutes later, the cab pulled under the covered entry to the upscale hotel.  When the doorman opened her door, Bridgette carefully swung her knees and feet out of the Mercedes and rose upward.  The doorman discreetly looked away from her tight above-the-knees skirt as she quickly stood up in case she accidentally revealed too much creamy leg or hose.  Bridgette quickly smoothed her skirt and ruefully noted it was a bit wrinkled.

As she slipped past the doorman, he smirked as her musky scent followed her from the taxi.  “Bitch is in heat,” he thought.  “Someone is going to get so lucky.”  As the cab slipped away, he couldn’t help but admire the round twitching ass cheeks as the black-haired woman strode away.  He lifted the phone by the valet stand and dialed the lobby lounge.  “Hot and horny cunt coming your way,” he told his bartender friend.  “Maybe she’ll stop for a drink?”

“No,” his buddy answered as his eyes followed the entry into the lobby of the trim woman’s softly bouncing breasts, “she’s heading to the penthouse elevator.  Some rich fuck is going to be the lucky one tonight.  I’d love to have a chance to make that pampered bitch squeal!”

“You wish,” the doorman responded with a laugh.

After passing through the lobby and past the lounge, Bridgette stopped before the elevator attendant.  “Miss. Bridgette Rowe to see Master Sergei Kozlov.”

Francisco, the young attendant, nodded silently with a courteous smile and quickly scanned down the list of names on his clipboard.  “I’m sorry Miss.,” he said locking eyes with the woman.  “I can’t let you on the elevator as you aren’t on the list.  The hotel is required to provide special security for such a famous personality like Master Kozlov.”

Bridgette visibly deflated.  “Can you call their suite for me?”

The attendant shook his head softly.  “Not directly, Miss.  But, I can call penthouse security who can ask one of his assistants.”

“Please!” Bridgette gasped in a too eager tone.

The young attendant picked up the phone and scrutinized Miss. Rowe anew.  “Slim with nice big tits and a tight ass.”  He sniffed and then smirked.  “I can smell her arousal.  With those fat nipples showing through her bra and blouse, … she’s hot and fired up for sex.”  He continued to surreptitiously stare at Bridgette while he spoke to the security desk upstairs and then while waiting for the reply. 

Russia’s first, and most famous, legal Ponygirl Master and Slaver, Sergei Kozlov, was sitting at his desk focused on a very mundane task; reviewing the books to close out his Russian and European enterprises and crosschecking his budget numbers against the offers he’d received for sales of his various business interests.  It was his final chance to be certain that sales contracts for his remaining assets were either completed or soon to be closed.  He wanted a clean departure from Russia to move to the United States. 

A knock on the door distracted him. He looked up as Angel, his 21-year-old blonde Slave Concubine and Slave Trainer looked through the partially opened door.

“Master,” his champion Ponygirl whispered to the most famous legal slaver in Europe and Russia, “Miss. Bridgette Rowe is here and she is looking desperate.”  She grinned and added, “Perhaps opportunity knocks, Master.  Please, remember that Star and I are getting lonely and bored since all your other slaves have been transferred to new owners.”  She pouted in a cute look that belied her tough personality.  “We don’t even have a single Green Collar slave to play with.”

Sergei grinned weakly. “I’m tired and it’s late. We leave for the United States in something less than a week. Do you really think I need to see Bridgette?  Surely, she knows that all our Slave Kennels and Ponygirl Facilities are empty and everything has been sold.  We have no further business with her.”

Angel just grinned. “Master, her Belle Slavegirl persona is a well broken in slut and a popular Ponygirl with more than 10 weeks of self-funded sessions plus all the weekends she’s spent voluntarily collared.  She’s a well-paying customer and was among our highest revenue generators.”

Sergei nodded reluctantly and silently swept his hand in a beckoning motion of approval for bringing in Bridgette. 

The phone rang at the lobby entry to the penthouse elevator and Francisco pulled aside the red velvet rope and waved Bridgette into the elevator.  “Master Kozlov will see you in the Crimea Suite.”  He followed the woman into the elevator and inserted his key. 

On the ride up to the penthouse foyer level, Francisco made no attempt to keep his eyes away from the black-haired woman’s sexy body.  He was especially interested in her big, round breasts.  His secret fetish was reviewing the elevator’s five security cameras located in the four corners of the ceiling as well as the elevator floor selector console.  He was disappointed that the woman’s blouse was buttoned all the way up, hiding her impressive cleavage.

Bridgette fidgeted uncomfortably the whole way up to the penthouse. She was furious that the impertinent attendant was so blatantly examining her body.  Bridgette was also aware that her perfume had been overwhelmed by the odor of her sopping wet pussy.  The humiliation and anticipation of meeting Sergei again had triggered another flow of cunt lubrication in the submissive slut which fully drenched the crotch of her flimsy black panties.

She heard a quiet sigh from the young man as she walked past him while exiting the elevator.  Before she could turn and chastise the attendant, a large and imposing uniformed guard rose from the security station in the penthouse foyer.  “Miss. Bridgette Rowe,” he said with a welcoming smile.  “I just rang the doorbell for the Crimea Suite.”

“Star and Angel,” she said cautiously with a fake smile on her face when both of Sergei’s most famous slaves were present when the suite door swung open.   She gulped in nervousness, remembering the times she had been physically humiliated, punished, and trained in every perverse sexual practice by the two woman.   Then, her traitorous pussy throbbed in joyous expectation of more of the same treatment.  “Good evening.  Is Master Sergei here?”

“Please to be coming in,” the eldest blonde, Star, indicated with a smirk and a sweep of an arm.

Angel, held up a bag.  “Please to put handbag, electronics, and jewelry in this bag.  Is Faraday Cage.”

A few moments later, Angel led the pretty black-haired woman of 30 years into Sergei’s workroom. “Master,” Bridgette whispered as she fell to her knees. “Please take me to America with you.”

Angel signaled to her elder sister, 23-year-old Star that had been working in the outer office.  The two girls were virtually identical blondes, athletic, and both champion Ponygirls.  Angel closed and locked the door behind them and they both moved to stand behind Bridgette and watched Sergei and Bridgette with interest.

Sergei sighed. “Bridgette, you know not to call me Master when in your normal free woman status.  Master Sergei is acceptable if you can’t bring yourself to call me by my name, Sergei.  As you know, I’ve sold my Russian and European slave interests and plan to move to the United States to establish a new slave and equestrian center. I’m limited in what livestock I can take with me because the U. S.  State and Livestock Departments have't been very cooperative in approving the first-time import of slaves into America. I personally told you all this weeks ago because you have probably been my best volunteer slave; and your slave persona of ‘Belle’ has been hugely popular with our customers. Besides, it’s only been a few weeks from what you knew was your last session with us. So, what do you want?”

“As you recommended,” she whispered, “I went to the new owner’s managers for an orientation.”

“Yes?” he answered curtly.

“I didn’t like them,” she cried. “They didn’t know me and treated me with arrogance like some kind of crazy slut.  It was like my bad experience with my husband when he found out that I craved slave play.”  She sniffed in a bit of anger.  “He was angry beyond belief when I accidentally let him see your tattoo on my ass!  He divorced me because of that!”

Sergei sighed again. He reached down to a heavy cardboard file box on the floor beside his chair and flipped through the files of short-term volunteer Green Collar slaves slaves before pulling out Bridgette’s thick folder. He opened it and looked directly at Bridgette. “This is your Green Collar Slave file in its entirety including the only digital copy of all your videos.”

Bridgette gasped softly at the thought of that information becoming public.  As a trust fund baby of a prominent family well-known in high society, it was a potential humiliation that she couldn’t bear.

Sergei tapped the file before him. “This is the file of a free French woman who has consistently contracted her body and soul as a Green Collar slave under the auspices of the European and Russian Judicial Enslavement Acts.”

“According to the file, you are indeed a slut, … a highly sexual and wanton whore, … but only when wearing a collar under a legally binding contract.”  He glared at Bridgette. “I know the details of your trust fund and also know that it is illegal for me to pass on this file or its contents to anyone, let alone the new owners of my old businesses. I intend to honor that commitment despite this being the best possible fodder for illegal extortion.  With this information, I could force you to become my full-time slave or extort your fortune away.”

“I know that, Master.  For a slaver, … you are the one I trust most.  But Belle needs your touch and the new owners seem so soulless and untrustworthy.”  She shook her head.  “I even tried another establishment and that experience simply wasn’t the same as what you have provided.”

Angel laughed. “Slave Belle, you stupid twat, Master is a slaver just like the new owners and every other slaver.  Their job is to addict you and other vulnerable cunts to your Green Collar experiences so they can stock bevies of Judicially Enslaved and Volunteer Slaves with all colors of collars for use and abuse by paying customers.”

Sergei held up a finger and Angel immediately fell silent.

“Listen, Bridgette.  What she means is that when you first put on my collar, we knowingly started giving Slave Belle exactly what it always craved, nonconsensual submissive experiences tailored to feed her inner slut. We know that an authoritative hand, hard sexing, humiliation, and more would bring you back again and again. You’re practically wearing a Black Collar already. Selling my businesses interrupted that almost certain next commitment to full-time slavery on your part.”

Bridgette gasped again. “No, Master!” she cried, forgetting Master Sergei’s demand she not refer to him as her Master while not wearing a collar.  Then, she slowly nodded in acceptance of his claim. “Alright, yes, … I’m addicted but I’m not interested in lifetime Black Collar enslavement.  I intend to enjoy my wealth in between temporary enslavements.”  

As Bridgette spoke, a moan escaped from her lips and she fought to keep her hands away from her dripping pussy.  She could feel that her needy cunt had soaked her inner thighs with the musky lubrication.

“I haven’t been properly laid since my last session with you!” she cried.  “Belle is desperate for your touch. Plus, I’m too embarrassed for any new boyfriends to see my new tattoos.  It changes how they treat me.”  She hesitated and then added softly, “Knowing I’ve submitted to expert and masterful slave trainers intimidates their feelings of adequacy!”

Star and Angel both smirked at Bridgette’s predicament.  Master Sergei, and many other slavers, had a firm rule that on the tenth occasion of signing a Temporary Enslavement Contract, any volunteer involuntarily received a real slave tattoo on their right rumps instead of a fake henna tattoo; it was in the small print at the end of every self-enslavement contract.  “I’ll just bet she doesn’t want a real boyfriend to see her slave name and real slave registration number,” each of Sergei’s blondes thought with mirth.

Kneeling, Bridgette feverishly ripped her blouse open, scattering buttons across the office. Her bra followed. “Master Sergei,” she begged, “please take me with you! If I have to, I’ll agree to be your slave in America for the next six months. I’ll pay a monthly submission fee with my divorce and trust payments.  Whatever it takes!”

Star interjected hungrily, “Right now, the only way into the U.S. is with a Black Collar.  You would agree to illegally wear a Black Collar under false pretenses while serving our Master in another country, thousands of miles from your family and friends?  Unprotected?  Using all your monthly alimony and trust fund payments during that period?”

Sergei also leaned forward with interest, eyes glittering at the lush topless form of the French woman so exquisitely trained for sex and pony play. Her tight waist, muscular legs, and firm breasts were a reflection of her rigorous training regime. Her lithe form made her natural B cups appear more pronounced and impressive. His cock lurched at the thought of possessing the slut for six months instead of her random weekend or week-long Green Collar sessions.  “I do need more livestock to properly open operations in Maryland,” he told himself.

At their hesitation, Bridgette grabbed a Green Collar off a side table and ferociously clicked it around her neck.

On seeing the Green Collar on Bridgette, both of Sergei’s slaves immediately piled on the topless woman.  Between them, they easily wrestled her hands behind her back, cuffed them in place, and thrust a gag and head harness on the surprised woman.  Moments after, Bridgette’s skirt, sopping wet panties, and shoes were scattered about the penthouse floor along with her previously discarded blouse and bra.

“Bridgette,” Sergei asserted, “this room has video recording. Collaring yourself in in front of a licensed slaver or getting caught falsely presently yourself as a slave has severe legal consequences.”

Angel smirked and added, “Getting caught in that pretense by a magistrate or a slaver like Master Sergei allows for an automatic minimum penalty of one month actual enslavement without the protection of a negotiated Self-enslavement Contract.  Master Sergei could legally sell that enslavement penalty to any licensed slaver.”

The slim French woman blanched in real fear at Angel’s assertion.  Her lust was only for Sergei; not for anyone else.

Sergei simply sighed.  “Girls I really don’t have time for this shit.  Take care of it for me.  I’ll sign the necessary enslavement paperwork as soon as one of you prepares it for me.”

Star picked up the phone while Angel contained the wriggling cunt that just stupidly self-collared herself with no negotiated contract and thus no limits.

“Kennel?” Star asked to confirm the connection.  “Yes, thank you.  This is Master Sergei Kozlov’s Slave Mistress.  Please send someone up to escort a newly collared slave downstairs to the kennel.”

She paused while the kennel checked hotel security availability.

“Slave Mistress,” the kennel attendant responded in the phone.  “Please tell me her status and the necessary kennel arrangements.  Also, the only security we have available at this moment is on duty in the penthouse foyer.  Can you hand off the woman and custody paperwork to Francisco, the elevator attendant?  He’s qualified to control a leashed and cuffed slave.”

At Sergei’s nod of approval, Star responded, “Yes, that’s fine.  The paperwork we send down will show a one-month involuntary enslavement with the Master Sergei but allowing the Hotel Kennel Master’s discretion for her daily use and profit to the hotel.  Also, even though she’s an experienced voluntary slave, Master Sergei wants her to experience an introductory whipping of 20 cane strokes.”

“Hmmpf!” Bridgette grunted in anger.  “I want to be Sergei’s slave, … not some hotel’s slave slut!” she moaned to herself.

“We have a very respected Kennel Mistress who schedules the training and use of all our sluts,” the Kennel Attendant answered.

Star smirked again at helpless Bridgette.  “Oh,” she added offhandedly, “since we’re donating the cunt temporarily as a hotel asset, add the hotel slave tattoo to the three other tattoos already on her ass.”

“Hoooo!” Bridgette protested into the gag.  “Heees, hooo!” 

Bridgette’s, “No! Please, no!” protest into her gag went unheeded.  After-all, she was now only a mere slavegirl.

“What!” the room could hear the Kennel Attendant’s exclamation of surprise.

“Yes,” Star responded, “she’s quite the whorish slut.  This will be at least the fourth slave establishment she’s submitted herself to.”  She paused and added, “Be sure the strokes are harsh, … Belle’s free woman personality is simply too willful at the moment.”


4. A Collared Hotel Slut

Francisco grinned ear-to-ear as he pulled his key from the elevator console.  He stepped out and nodded to the penthouse security guard. 

“A lucky break, Francisco,” the hulking guard said smirking in good humor.  “When she came up, she looked a right tight piece of ass in a well-built package.”

Francisco stopped and agreed in an obviously pleased voice, “Yes, a bit too haughty but still a very hot bitch.  Her bad luck will be our good luck.”  He paused and then added, “Earlier, she was too snobby to enjoy our attention; now it’s simply livestock with no rights.   Very pretty, indeed.  But, with a slave collar, now it is only three pleasure holes for us to enjoy as we wish.”

“Agreed,” the deep voice of the security guard responded.  “I look forward to tapping her tight ass once I’m off duty.”

Inside the penthouse entry, Francisco first gawked in respectful wonder at the famous slave that he knew was Star, a 23-year-old Ukrainian blonde beauty and Master Sergei Kozlov’s Premier Slave Concubine, Mistress of Slaves, and world-renowned Trainer of Slaves.  The Slave Mistress was more impressive than he’d imagined given her height and imposing black outfit; a tight corset-like bustier, covering while boldly presenting her bulging breasts, a tight black leather knee-length skirt, and formidable black knee-high, high-heeled boots.  He reluctantly tore his eyes from Star and hungrily drank in the sight of slim, naked Bridgette.

Star handed him Bridgette’s leash.  “This is Belle, an experienced slave and Ponygirl.  She’s acting unusually flighty and high-strung so she needs a firm hand.”

Francisco nodded happily at that and respectfully answered in a soft voice, “No problem Slave Mistress, I’m certified in basic slave handling and have successfully handled every kennel slave and more than a few very reluctant customers that found themselves without the funds to promptly pay their bill.”

Star nodded.  “Excellent,” she responded in her no-nonsense command voice.  “The kennel has been told to administer a stern caning, administer the hotel logo tattoo, and put her into the hotel pool of slaves for at least a week.”

Francisco congratulated himself once again for scoring this great job.  He enjoyed the perks of working at the luxury hotel and also enjoyed his interactions with rich and famous guests.

Bridgette resisted at first when the young perverted attendant took control of her leash.   She didn’t like being handed off like a common collared slave; naked, hands cuffed and bagged behind her back, and a ring-gag harness on her head.  “He’s nothing but a peon!” she told herself angrily.

From further back in the suite Angel’s voice spoke loudly, “Francisco, enjoy the cunt’s ring gag if you wish; or, any of her other available holes.  We took the ballgag off for Belle’s safety during transport and punishment.”

“Thank you Mistresses,” Francisco almost babbled as he envisioned the pleasurable possibilities of his upcoming experience with Belle.  Before he turned away, he took a quick look back at Master Sergei Kozlov’s second-most-famous slave.  Angel, at 21 was equally tall and blonde as her two-year-older sister but with even larger breasts; huge DDs straining at the black corset she wore over an outfit identical to Star.  She was an acknowledged champion Ponygirl, Deputy Slave Mistress & Trainer of Slaves to Master Sergei Kozlov and well as his second full-time Slavegirl Concubine.  Francisco gulped at the sheer muscular and dominate appearance of the two sisters.  Absently, he tugged on Belle’s leash and stepped out of the suite.

Barefoot, Belle followed gingerly behind the youth.  She bumped into him in the foyer as he abruptly stopped.  Belle didn’t like the cruel look of irritation that swept across his face.  Surprised at his subsequent head nod, she jumped in surprise when hands as big as a bears took firm possession of her breasts from behind. She moaned into her gag in surprise and pain as the hands tightened.  Her glance downward showed her breast meat bulging between the sausage-sized fingers molesting the tender flesh.

“Umppph!” she moaned.   His left hand swept all the way across her chest to capture her right breast and nipple, easily controlling her wriggling form.  She grunted as the man’s right hand plunged down over her belly and cupped her sex.

“Bet the bitch is soaking wet!” Francisco taunted her as he locked eyes with Belle.

The security man grunted in agreement and his middle finger, easily the width and length of her first teenage lover’s cock, plunged deeply inside her.

“Hiiiieee!” Belle cried. She was speechless as the raping finger effortlessly lifted her body fully off the floor, squashing her clit and brutishly punishing her ‘G’ spot.

“Bet she cums,” Francisco chuckled. 

To ensure his statement became truth, the security guard’s raping single digit wriggled wildly as he shook her entire body about.

Unable to control the pleasure / pain / humiliation as she was tossed about while skewered by the fat finger, Belle convulsed in orgasm.  She was too overcome to hear the chuckles from the two men or their whispered, “Yep, a wanton whore,” and “Such a slutty Slavegirl.”

She collapsed limply to the floor of the foyer when the security guard released her.  She started to become aware again as hands pulled her upright to her knees.  Behind her, a hand strongly grasped her hair and yanked her head upright.  Her eyes bulged in surprise when she saw the bulky security guard in front of her, his pants and underwear already pooled about his shoes.  The man’s hand slowly stroked his erect and red, angry-looking penis.  Obediently, she pulled her lips back from the ring gag and moved her head about to set his cock’s head in her mouth.  Resigned now, and fully in her Belle persona, she eagerly sucked the man’s dick deep in her mouth.  At a first reflexive gag, she pulled back to let her saliva coat the 4-inch-length that had already plunged into her mouth.   Even without Francisco’s hands behind her on her head, Belle thrust her head forward with great force.  This time, 7 inches of the guard’s 8-inch cock pushed down her gullet.  Belle pulled back again, knowing this time she’d have her lips down to the base of his cock.

Francisco thought he’d gained some advanced experience with slavegirls while becoming certified by the Hotel Kennel Mistress to control and handle slavegirls.  “Wrong,” he thought with a grin.  “I never expected to handle such prime and totally willing pussy.  She was so elegant on the way up to the penthouse and she’s an eager cocksucking whore of a slave on the way down.  Amazing!”

He grabbed Belle’s leash and tugged gently to get her into the elevator.  Unable to close her mouth or properly swallow because of the ring gag, white gooey streaks of fresh jism dribbled from her open maw. 

As soon as the doors closed, Francisco pushed the elevator stop button.  Belle was still in a bit of an oxygen deficient daze from the upstairs security guard’s mouth rape using his hefty cock.  Belle felt the elevator boy stand before her as her back thumped against the wall of the elevator.  Her mouth opened wide and gulped down fresh air.

Francisco let his pants and underwear slide down his legs.  Pressing himself against the naked front of the slave he now knew as Belle, he knelt down a bit, fisted his cock fully erect, and set the bulbous head squarely on the gash between her legs.  With a lunge upward, he seated himself inches deep in her needy pussy and grabbed two handfuls of tight, muscular ass.  Almost immediately, he was balls deep in the slave’s wet sloppy cunt.  He bounced her on his cock and thrust hard enough each time to thump her back against the polished aluminum of the elevator wall.

“Haaahhhh!” Belle gasped in pleasure as her entire body weight thumped down of the cock skewering into her belly.  “Hesss!” she exclaimed through the ring gag as her clit was smashed against the top of his cock where it met his pubic mound.  Her knees were locked up at her shoulders by his elbows, making her unable to free herself or even participate in her own sexing.

Francisco humped upward with all his strength, pulled her ass up off his cock, and drove her upward again while rolling his hips to sink his cock deeply into her.  He grunted in appreciation each time her pelvis thumped down on his.  “Such a whore!” he hissed in her ear.  “I’ll tell all the guests and my friends about what a hot slut you are.”  

Conflicted at being used like a common sex slave, yet reveling in the sex itself, she was crying and snot was drooling from her mouth.  While the taunts were humiliating, they served to feed her lust.  As she continued to grunt in appreciation for each rough, downward thump of her clit against his pubic bone and the nerves exploding in her inner sheath from the fat cock’ pistoning, Belle’s belly began to spasm in yet another uncontrolled orgasm.

“Like a whore in heat,” she heard hissed into her ear by her rapist.

“Hesss!” she groaned in agreement.  “Hiam ha hore, … “

**********

Downstairs in the kennel, Belle was further humiliated when she had to listen silently, eyes downturned, to the Kennel Mistress critically proclaim, “Francisco, why is this bitch looking rode hard and put away wet a few too many times?  Is this the condition you received the slave?”  Belle wasn’t mollified when Francisco stuttered out, “Bbut, Mistress Angel asked me to ‘enjoy the cunt’s ring gag’ and ‘any of her other holes’ and that’s what I did.”

“Well, I’m not touching this round-heeled whore and the last attendant just got off duty for the night,” the Mistress announced.  “Lay it across that bench and give it 20 severe strokes from one of the canes in the whipping stand.”

At Francisco’s wide grin she added, “But, you have to clean and disinfect the bench after you cane the slave.  Lastly, you can enjoy a little reward by showering with it as long as you get rid of your sludge polluting its body.”

“Oh, yes Mistress!” Francisco responded happily as he bent Belle down across the low spanking bench.

Belle momentarily had time to try and make sense out of Master Sergei’s announcement that he was leaving Russia in a week versus him sentencing her to one-month servitude providing sexual services to hotel guests.  Even as the horrid reality that she would get left behind in Russia belatedly sank in, her ass exploded in pain.  “Hiiiieee!” she shrieked into the ring gag.  “Fucker!” she thought.  A second stroke of the cane elicited yet another scream along with the loss of the mental thread of thought about Sergei leaving in a week.  Belle was forced to confront the much more immediate need to survive the remaining strokes.

“Bridgette Rowe, you are one stupid cunt!” she told herself angrily after shrieking out in pain from the third stroke.

Immediately following the twentieth stroke across Belle’s ass and upper thighs, Francisco dragged the whimpering slavegirl toward the showers pointed out by the Kennel Mistress.  “Got any lube?” he asked.  He grinned even more widely when the Kennel Mistress nodded her head with a wry grin and handed him a tube of the slippery stuff.  “Since you’ve marked the cunt’s ass, we’ll wait until morning to add the hotel logo tattoo to the ones already decorated across its rump.

**********

A mere hour later, Belle sat side-by-side in front of a makeup mirror with a Black Collared hotel sex slave.  Belle had red, puffy eyes from shrieking, screaming, and crying during her punishment.  The hotel sex slave / slave maid was trying to hide the signs on Belle’s face from her punishment.  Belle whimpered softly in pain as her body shifted.  “This is going to hurt for days,” she thought mournfully.  She whimpered again.

“Get over it, you stupid twat!” the blonde slave spit at her angrily.  “We’ve all been through punishments.  Now, hold still while I finish your makeup.” 

Belle examined the woman more carefully and noticed faint crow’s feet lines around her eyes and mouth.  “She’s older than I thought,” she told herself and wondered if the woman had been wearing the Black Collar and forced to act the whore since the early days of Russia’s Judicial Enslavement Act.

The blonde, middle-aged slave hadn’t bothered to introduce herself. 

“I’m Belle,” the French woman said as a simple introduction.  “I’m a stupid twat wearing this Green Collar because I acted like a pouting princess in front of a famous slaver,” she added truthfully.

“Hmmpf,” the slave muttered.  “My name isn’t important.  Call me whatever you want, just like the hotel guests.  Like you, I’m a stupid cunt wearing a Black Collar because my boyfriend was a known drug dealer.  Protection money wasn’t enough to keep either of us safe once corporations started paying slave bounties for cute cunts and strong backs for the mines.”   She paused to run a brush through Belle’s hair.  “Yes, I’m 40, I feel like 60, my blonde hair comes from a bottle, and I’ve been stuck here since one week after the Russian Judicial Enslavement Act went into effect.”  She sighed, “Each year has been full of constant sex, … all those years, ... my body and mind feel like It was twenty years of slavery.”

The worn out woman sighed again and sat back.  “All that said, I’m a good whore and don’t often get punished by the Hotel Mistress.”  She got a fierce look on her face and grabbed Belle’s ear.  “I’m going to lube up two of your money makers and you better not disappoint, … we’ve a long night ahead of us and I won’t tolerate you getting both of us punished.”

Belle, still naked but without her ring gag and head harness silently took the 5-inch black heels and sighed at the sight of the locking latch on the ankle strap.  Next, she took a cheap black nylon ultra mini skirt with a fake white maid’s apron sewn over it and tugged the ensemble up her legs and over her butt.  At a look from the other slave, Belle resisted sighing again at the cheap look she was going to present.  A filmy, nearly fully transparent white blouse cemented the thought of presenting a tawdry appearance.  The simple white maid’s cap pinned into her hair was the only item of quality that she was given to wear.

The other slave sat back once again and gave her a critical review.  “Dearie, dressed up properly you’d have been at least a 1,000-Euro-a-night escort.”  She grimaced, “The deal here is your picture will be posted to the hotel’s internal website.  When booked by any of the guests, we are to fully satisfy the guest or face the Kennel Mistress’ corrective wrath.”  She paused, took a deep breath, and added, “A guest or spouse can book one of us for the very reasonable fee of 50 Euros an hour for any type straight sex; oral, vaginal, or anal.  It’s 100 Euros an hour for bondage and rape.  There’s a 300 Euro penalty if more than five marks are left on the slut, … that’s us.”

Belle gulped and whispered, “At that cheap rate we’re going to be busy.”

“Yep, … its so cheap that most guests book two of us at a time, … that’s you and I for the next few days until you learn the ropes.  It’s only half again the rate for the second bitch, … 75 Euros an hour for two and 150 Euros an hour for rope work and forced sex.” This time the slave paused and reluctantly added.  “Its only 25 Euros more an hour per guest if its a gangbang, … 50 Euros an hour more per guest if its a bondage and forced sex gangbang.”  She sighed and added, “We get a lot of those.  The hotel makes a lot of money off slaves.”

Belle watched as her new acquaintance stood up and gestured, “Lets go, we’re already booked up all night.  As fresh meat wearing a Green Collar, there’s going to be a lot of clients wanting to fuck off your newness.”

Thirty-year-old Belle sighed in resignation and stood up.  As she followed reluctantly, she remembered her upcoming morning appointment with a hotel tattoo artist.


5.  Illegal Enslavement in Russia

Almost one week later, 31-year-old Sophia Shishkin paused briefly at the upscale Moscow hotel’s coat room and wordlessly exchanged her full-length grey wool coat and matching color goatskin gloves for a claim ticket.  Just as she began to walk away, she turned back to the matronly attendant and asked, “Will you still be here in 30 to 45 minutes?”

The much older coat check woman automatically glanced quickly at her cheap wrist watch.  “Yes, ma’am,” she replied respectfully while closely examining what was clearly a young and beautiful blonde businesswoman.  “I’m here until the lobby bar closes which is usually between 2:00 and 3:00 in the morning.”

Sophia couldn’t help but look toward the busy lobby bar.  “Almost midnight,” she mused aloud as she read the time off a large wall clock.  “No time for a quick cocktail before my meeting.”  With a sigh, the slim blonde turned and walked swiftly to the nearby lady’s room.

“Did I ever look that good?” the much older coat check woman asked herself wistfully.  Her eyes were unknowingly drawn to the twitching of the blonde’s tight ass as she strutted away toward the restrooms.  The blonde’s high heels and catwalk rhythm exaggerated the oscillations of her round ass.  “No,” she sighed thinking of her current barrel-shaped torso with ass, waist, and breasts all about the same measurements.  “I was cute, … earned a bit getting laid in much less upscale hotel rooms, … but never smoking hot.  Before The Act, that woman could have earned a lot of cash on her back as an escort.”  She sighed again as the woman entered the lady's room.  “If I captured the eye of a few foreign visitors each month then I made out pretty good until the threat of enslavement shut that down.” She sighed, “I was never allowed to pick up business clients in a nice hotel bar like this.”  Her current meagre paycheck barely covered expenses in her now very frugal lifestyle.  The tips she received were more than the tiny paycheck from the hotel.

In the lady’s room, Sophia quickly appraised her appearance.  Despite the late hour, the woman looking back at her from the full-length mirror looked fresh and businesslike, comfortably wearing expensive business clothes.  She turned sideways to be sure her pin-striped navy wool suit jacket was snug and wrinkle free over her matching pencil skirt that ended tightly just above her knees.  She absently smoothed back an errant strand of her natural blonde hair, nodded in approval, and spun about to leave.

At the short hallway that ended in the elevator banks, Sophia moved past the two nearest elevators for ordinary guests and headed for the last one where a uniformed attendant stood in front of a thick red velvet rope currently blocking access to the elevator.

Miss. Sophia Shishkin,” she told the attendant crisply while handing over a generic calling card with just her name and basic contact information.  “I have a midnight meeting in the Crimea Suite.”

“Of course, Miss., … you are meeting with Master Sergei Kozlov,” Francisco confirmed with a respectful nod.”  He pulled the red velvet rope aside and pushed the elevator button.  “Master Sergei’s Mistresses have already put you on our access list for the appointment.”  He paused as he gestured for her to enter the elevator as it opened.  “We are so fortunate to have such famous Russian Ponygirl and Slavegirl Trainers in our hotel.”

Sophia rolled her eyes at the fawning attendant’s comments.  “He hasn’t a clue that I’m also a slaver,” she told herself.  “I’m just not one that is sanctioned by the Russian or the European Union Judicial Enslavement Act Livestock Commissions.”

On the ride up to the penthouse foyer level, the attendant tried to keep his eyes away from the blonde’s impressive upper torso profile.  His eyes flickered to the ceiling cameras, the one embedded in the elevator floor selector console, and the one recently drilled into the floor directly under the woman’s skirt.  He knew the six cameras had unobstructed views of the beautiful blonde woman.  He was especially interested in whether the overhead cameras would catch clear views down the cleavage of her white impressive breast swells behind the suit jacket lapels and her crisp white blouse.  Later, he also hoped to see recordings showing what kind of panties, if any, she wore. 

“I wish she’d end up collared and naked like that prime cunt last week,” he reminisced fondly.  He mentally reviewed his against-the-elevator-wall fuck he threw at the naked, collared, and cuffed woman.  “Her hot slippery ass was her best asset and ass-fucking her in the shower will be my best memory ever.”  He sighed.  “But, even with my 50-percent discount, I’ve spent way too much money between the legs of that prime cunt when she wasn’t scheduled for use by guests.”

Sophia exited the elevator with a smirk knowing full well that behind her the horny attendant was almost certainly admiring the twitching of her tight ass.  She was unaware that as the elevator doors closed, he was already reviewing on his phone the high-definition camera feeds from the ride up to the penthouse level.  She also didn’t hear his deep sigh of satisfaction or see the movement of his engorging cock as he zoomed into a downward view that showed the full, white, milky swell of her impressive breast meat held tightly within the frilly black cups of her bra.  He couldn’t wait to see what her panty situation was.  He was hoping thigh high hose and commando with a shaved twat.  Like many males, he associated a bare pussy with either hot sexy bitches or submissive slaves.  A hairy twat was for normal, uptight housewives.

The uniformed guard seated at the greeting station in the penthouse foyer rose and greeted her with respect.  “Miss. Sophia Shishkin,” he said with a welcoming smile.  “I already rang the doorbell for the Crimea Suite.”  Mentally, he also couldn’t help but ask himself, “Is it too much to hope that she leaves the Crimea Suite naked and collared?  Can I get more than a free blowjob from this hot blonde bitch with the huge udders?”

Sophia’s frozen smile hid her uncertainty about the upcoming meeting.  She nodded her thanks and slipped silently into the suite’s door as it opened.  Her smile faltered when it wasn’t Sergei Kozlov the famous Ponygirl Trainer that greeted her.  She forced a smile onto her face for the 23- and 21-year-old blonde Ukrainian beauties.  “Star and Angel,” she said with a fake smile on her face.  “Good evening.  Is Master Sergei ready for my meeting?”

“Come in,” the eldest blonde, Star, indicated sternly with a sweep of an arm.

Angel, held up a bag.  “Please to put your handbag, electronics, and jewelry in this bag.  Is Faraday Cage.”

“I’m sure that’s not necessary,” Sophia protested and held out a slim leather portfolio.  “I’ve had many previous meetings with your Master and wish to check his interest about acquisition of a pair of twins that I have on offer.”

Star, a talented enslaved Ponygirl in her own right as well as Master Sergei’s primary Slave Trainer, simply held up a Taser and wiggled it about.

“Please to set file on desk,” her sister Angel demanded. 

Sophia gulped and after setting down the leather-bound folder, dumped her small handbag into the Faraday Cage bag and quickly removed her rings, wrist bracelets, and earrings.  She was mystified when Angel held up an even larger bag and demanded, “Everything else goes in here.”  Sophia tried to back away while protesting at the unusual request.  Behind her, Star abruptly yanked her suit jacket down to her elbows.  Angel slipped forward and began unbuttoning her blouse and then flicked open the center clasp of her black bra.  Sophia glanced down automatically to see her freed and naked breasts still quivering from their abrupt release.

At Sophia’s move, Star released her jacket and grabbed a handful of Sophia’s shoulder-length hair in an unrelenting grip.  “Strip!” she demanded harshly.  “We check for microphones or recording devices and isolate anything that might conceal electronics.”  Star’s other hand pushed the Taser firmly against her neck.  “This will hurt a lot,” she whispered into Sophia’s ear.  “So, … kindly strip, … now!”

Gulping, the 31-year-old began to reluctantly comply.  It was clear that protesting would only warrant a debilitating shock as well as a burn on the flawless white skin of her neck.  Plus, she shivered at the thought of unleashing Star’s known expertise at subjugating new female stock; after all, she was Master Sergei’s primary Slavegirl Training Mistress.  Sophia started by shrugging her shoulders to assist Angel as she slipped her white blouse and sheer frilly bra down her back and off her hands.

Humiliated, Sophia blushed furiously as Angel stood back and openly appraised her body, naked from the waist up.  Sophia refused to give them the satisfaction of any futile attempts to cover her breasts; her hands remained limply by her side.

“Is nice, … right sister?” Angel whispered.  “Miss. Shishkin, … bra and panties were for possibly using to influence Master?  Maybe for having wild monkey sex to get your way with horny Russian Slaver?”

“Dah, I think so sister,” Star whispered in Sophia’s ear.  She twisted her grip on Sophia’s hair.  “You were willing to use your body to get help from Master, … correct?  Very much like good, well-trained house slave?”

“Nnooo,” Sophia protested softly.  “You have it all wrong.  This was just a business meeting to offer him first choice of two slaves I’m getting tonight.  The pre-acquisition photos are in the red leather folder.”

“Stupid bitch!” Star hissed in her ear.  “We hear all your conversations with Master.  You know full well we have completely sold our inventory and are gone from this forsaken country in just days.  Your nagging calls to meet now, just make us very suspicious.  Angel and I think maybe you are spy for police or state security?  Huh?”  She yanked again on Sophia’s hair.  “To see if we violate laws of Russian or European Judicial Enslavement Acts?”

“No!” Sophia asserted more forcefully.  She looked up to see Angel turning back toward her and realized the callous Slave Concubine to Master Sergei had picked up a riding crop.  She hurriedly unzipped the side zipper of her skirt and rolled the tight pencil skirt down over her hips.  Belatedly realizing she still had on her calf-high boots, Sophia ungracefully plunked down on her ass and unzipped the boots before pulling them off her legs.  The skirt quickly followed and Sophia jumped up quickly, her breasts bouncing freely at the hasty move.

Following Angel’s frown, accusing eyes, and the pointed riding crop, Sophia blushed and reached down to slide the wispy panties down her legs.

“Panties and bra match,” Angel observed with a smirk.

“Yes, sister,” Star answered, “am thinking Miss Shishkin copying whorish traits from slaves she trained and outfitted with slutty clothing.”

“Dah, maybe little Mistress hoping for big slaver cock?” Angel answered with a big grin.  “Maybe expecting earth-shattering orgasm?”

Humiliated at the accuracy of the Ukrainians’ remarks, Sophia quietly suffered the further indignity of being thrown belly-down over an upholstered couch and then the abrupt invasion of a generously lubricated glove that first explored deep in her pussy and then was jammed into her ass to wriggle about in search of electronics.  She couldn’t hold back grunts of discomfort at the rude violation of her pussy and ass.  As she was drawn upward from her face down position over the couch, Sophia was further shocked by the cold embrace of handcuffs on her wrists behind her back.  Before she could protest, a dry and foul-tasting leather-wrapped ring gag was pushed into her mouth and then buckled tightly in place.

A thin, gauzy white robe that barely covered her ass was thrown over her shoulders and Sergei’s two remaining, and long serving Slavegirls escorted her into what was clearly the office room of the penthouse suite.  Sophia’s eyes goggled at the sight of a pillow beside Sergei’s leather upholstered office chair.  With cuffed wrists and the ring gag, she couldn’t protest as she was shoved downward and her knees centered on the pillow.

Helpless before a powerful and connected slaver, … kneeling like a submissive Slavegirl, … kneeling with nakedly exposed breasts and pussy, … protected only by a thin and belt-less robe that only really covered her shoulders and back, … handcuffed and unable to defend herself, … for the first time in her life, Sophia was scared deep down to her bones.  The looming presence of Star and Angel behind her added to the danger of the scene. She was too shaken to realize that Sergei’s friendship with her father might have provided some protection from the encounter with the slaver.

Finally, Sergei Kozlov sighed and put down the folder he had been reviewing.  He turned his swivel chair toward Sophia who sat kneeling back on her heels with her flushed and gagged face just inches from his knees.  He held his hand out over her shoulder and one of the girls, probably Angel, handed across a riding crop.  Sergei openly appraised her naked torso.  Then, in a move that fully humiliated Sophia, he used the end of the crop to slide the thin robe off her shoulders.  The gauzy, almost transparent robe fluttered down behind her, ending any pretense at covering her feminine charms.

Sophia hissed and resisted cringing away as the folded leather popper at the end of the crop ran lightly down her cheek, her neck, down and across each of her breasts and finally, down her taut stomach to rest at the lips of her sex. 

Sergei sighed again and spoke softly, “Sophia, you begged and begged for this meeting.  At first, I thought the same as Star and Angel, … that you were sent here to implicate me in some sort of faked violation of the rules and regulations of the Judicial Enslavement Acts of Russia or the European Union.  All of us slavers have powerful friends and equally powerful enemies.”  After a pause he admitted, “I even planned at one point to have Star and Angel ‘convince’ you to self-collar and take you to America as stock.”

“That would have been fun,” Star whispered from behind Sophia.  “She is prime slave material.  Plus, we won’t have any inventory in Maryland until the new American Judicial Enslavement Act is signed into law.”

“Hmmph,” Angel added, “tits way too big.  Slim and tight body built for running; but, … DD tits too big.  Maybe better use in bed with legs wrapped around paying clients while cocks using all three money-maker holes.”

Star raised an eyebrow at her equally big-breasted sister.  Both busty blondes had equal sized DD breasts.  Otherwise almost identical sisters, Star’s breasts were a solid C handful and clearly smaller than her sister’s.

“We’ve never enslaved a Mistress before,” Angel added. Then she added with a chuckle, “Well, … except for a couple of wanna-be Mistresses that is.”

Sergei sighed again and returned the crop’s popper to just under Sophia’s chin.  He pushed up on her chin so that their eyes locked.  “Now though, … I understand that you’ve made Master Alexey Zhukov very angry.”

“Hees ha hig!” Sophia snarled unwisely into the ring gag.

“Ahh, … yes,” Sergei mused, “he is indeed a pig; although, he is also powerful and vengeful.  He has been your best customer, purchasing most of your illegally enslaved stock.  You’ve also filled many of his customers’ specialty orders.”  Sergei paused again and absently lifted each plump breast in turn using the leather popper on the end of the mostly rigid riding crop. 

“In fact,” he added softly, “I’ve occasionally used your services myself.  I’ve never had any complaints with the products provided by your family.”

Sophia shivered at the touch of the crop on her sensitive flesh.  Unwittingly, she lowered her gaze.

“Because I trusted and respected your father, I’ve offered again and again to sponsor you and your sister, Yelena, so you could accept a license as legitimate Novice Slavers under Russia’s Judicial Enslavement Act,” Sergei continued in an even voice.  “Plus, I’ve offered to train and certify you both all the way through Master Slaver in whatever discipline that you wish.”

“Henerus, hank hew,” she replied softly in gag speak trying to say, ‘Generous, thank you.’

“You’re welcome,” he responded absently.  “But it was pure stupidity of you Shishkin sisters to continue with your father’s illegal enslavement business after he died.  Who did you expect would protect your brother Georgi if his older sisters were killed, arrested, or enslaved?” There was another long pause before he spoke again.

“I do believe that Alexey Zhukov’s current demands are punitive and unjustified.  Unfortunately, …  the death of your acquisition, just as she was being unboxed by Alexey’s filthy rich customer in China, was the result of an illegal, unsanctioned event outside the legalities of the Judicial Enslavement Act.  Thus, there is no recourse for formal mediation and he is fully capable of forcing compliance to his demands or kidnapping and illegally enslaving both you and your sister.” 

Sergei quietly flicked a forefinger toward Sophia’s ring gag.

Sophia moved her jaw to restore feeling and control of the stretched muscles after one of Sergei’s slaves standing behind her unbuckled the device.

“Sadly for you,” Sergei added while Sophia flexed her jaw, “Alexey found a stupidly rich customer willing to pay one million Euros for delivery of that little bit of a blonde fireball that you captured.  He was very taken by your pre-kidnapping sales package with beautifully taken photos and video.”

“Alexey is demanding that we pay him the million Euros to make up for his lost revenue and provide him with a replacement cunt,” Sophia spoke intelligently for the first time.  “We can’t possibly come up with that much money in the 30 days that he’s mandated.”  Bitterly, she added, “Even applying credit toward that debt using the two blondes we’re scooping up tonight won’t make much of a dent in the amount he’s demanding.”

Sergei was intrigued.  He paused his conversation with Sophia and accepted the folder handed over Sophia’s shoulders by Angel.  He thumbed through the photos of the two blondes in Sophia's pre-capture portfolio.  He whistled and grinned at the two, fully identical 20-year-old blondes.

“Your victims are at the Black Crow, ‘Chernaya Vorona’, tonight?” Sergei observed.  He looked up from the notes in the file and looked at Sophia.  “Tell me about them.  Are they as beautiful as these pictures show?  How are you acquiring them?  Is the club or any of its employees aware?”

Sophia grinned and continued in a confident tone that masked her fear.  “They are a real find, Sergei.  My two street thugs, that we’ve used for a long time, bumped into them a few times at other clubs and recommended them for acquisition.  They are Oksana and Marina Ryabov; identical twin blonde sisters attending university her in Moscow.  They are gorgeous; 20, slim, with full C cups, and perfect skin.  They have amazingly delicious and firm breasts on their slim frames.  They frequent popular night clubs with their many college friends, mostly females.”  Sophia paused.  “It was so very easy to talk them into meeting at the Black Crow tonight with a promise of skipping the line outside the club, sitting in the VIP section, and having access to free party drugs.”

At Sergei’s look of concern, Sophia quickly interjected, “Look, Yelena and I pick all the targets and develop every step of the kidnapping plan.  We’ve never had any problems.  From the photos, you can see that they’re easy sluts and they’ve already been well fucked during the pre-acquisition phase.”

Sergei looked at her thoughtfully.  “You came to get me to buy your two blondes.  So, give me enough information so I can see if I’m interested.  Give me details, … names too.

”Yelena is overseeing the operation from outside the club,” Sophia said with a nod.  “Dimitry Igorevich and Mikhail Suvorov, they’re the two street thugs my family has used for more than 20 years, will do the capture.  Dimitry, the youngest who is actually 34 started working for my family when he was a young teen.  Like I said, he’s 34 but looks to be maybe a slim 23.  He’s already inside the club with a table reserved in the second-floor VIP area that overlooks the bar and dance area below.  He jimmied the alarm on the emergency escape door at the end of the hall where the second floor VIP restrooms are located.”

Sergei nodded for her to continue.

“Mikhail, he’s 43, very good looking, likable, dark hair and latin-type features.  Also, he projects as a sexually intense alpha male and is crazy muscular.”  Sophia paused.  “He is the one who waited outside for our potential targets to get in line.  Since Mikhail and Dimitry are known club VIPs, they bypass the bouncers at the door and skip the entry fees with their bimbos, … er guests.  The bouncers don’t care, they’ve seen them often picking sex partners from the sheep outside in line and they occasionally share the bitches with security later in the night.  Once inside, my two guys ply them with a couple of drinks and they spend some time on the dance floor.”

“So, you have an effeminate-looking, non-threatening thug and a gym-rat heartthrob,” Sergei interrupted.

Sophia nodded.  “As a combo, they work the prospects in a masterful manner.  Between the two, they easily score almost every single weekend.”  She grinned and added, “Even the hottest, young bitches expect to get laid in exchange for free access to the club, the VIP area, liquor, and some recreational drugs.  To the young party whores or housewives out for excitement, it’s an acceptable exchange.”

“And, you use that club for your kidnappings?” Sergei asked a bit sourly.

“Oh, no!” Sophia responded quickly.  “This is the first time at that site.  My two guys meet new bitches, learn about their jobs, where they live, and their movement habits.”  She paused and added, “They only met these two randomly at other clubs.  Like our other acquisitions, the girls never suspect they are helping plan their own kidnappings.  But, … this time, … I’m kinda desperate for the cash, so we hurried up this job.”

“So, what’s the next step?”

Sophia hesitated before answering.  “I don’t have my phone handy to give you an up to date status,” she said wryly.  At Sergei’s frown, she quickly added, “Just as I dropped off my car at the hotel valet, Mikhail texted that the girls were just arriving at the end of a long admission line and he was heading to intercept them.  Also, Dimitry later texted they were coming up the stairs to the VIP area and he waved over a waitress to order four Moscow Mules.”

She shrugged her shoulders as best she could with her hands cuffed behind her back.  Sophia was unaware of Sergei’s lustful gaze at her full D cup breasts as they jiggled enticingly from her attempt to shrug.

“I don’t know if they’ve been grabbed yet.”

“So, they drug the girls’ drinks?”

“No, never,” Sophia answered smoothly with a lie.  “For safety of the valuable assets, they simply physically subdue the girl or girls.  Tonight, after a few drinks, they’ll just entice the girls into the VIP ladies restroom for a few lines of cocaine.  Then, … just as they get the best euphoric high, they get gagged, hogtied, and stuffed in a slave sack.  Next is out the emergency exit, onto the fire escape landing, and lowered on a rope to the ground.  By now, they should be beginning their way to our storage unit at the rear of our warehouse and then processed into slaves.”

“How does that work?” Sergei asked.

“Yelena follows their vehicle and pulls off to an oversight position near the back of our warehouse.  She remotely opens security gates to our storage unit lot and then remotely opens the doors of a reserved rental garage bay using an app on her phone.  Then she watches the camera feeds from the garage bay on her phone app to be sure the girls are dragged inside and then secured on rape frames.  When the guys leave, Yelena closes the storage room door and waits to be sure there are no issues with the delivery while the guys leave the secure lot. Once things look kosher, she lets our brother Georgi take over.”

“He’s the autistic one?” Sergei asked.

Sophia nodded.  “Yes, he’s on the spectrum but can appear normal in speech and actions.  It’s just that his brain works so differently.  He’s fiercely loyal and in exchange gets first use of anything we kidnap.  He seems to come alive with interest and intellect when he gets his hands on new pussy.  He loves to strip off their clothes and put them on rape frames.  As I said, he shows how smart he is while breaking in new captives.  He can uses the powered pallet jack to haul loaded rape frames from the storage unit across a secured paved area to our showroom.  Once they are fully alert, he gives them each an introductory paddling. Then, he gets to use them as long as he wants.”  Sophia shivered at the thought of her 6-foot-4-inch tall brother sinking his absurdly large 10-inch cock relentlessly into the new slaves.  “His dick is hard almost all the time so he’ll probably fuck both girls in all their holes.  He’s an amazing fucking machine.”

“Yes,” Sergei said with a nod.  “I met your brother and was surprised that your uncle thought he was retarded.  Your father offered his use as a stud to placate some of our spirited stock. Do your thugs fuck the captives too?”

Sophia shrugged as if it didn’t matter.  “Depends,” she answered.  “They get a bonus if the girls are untouched; but, sometimes they’re willing to forgo the bonus for some cocaine-fused consensual sex before capture and delivery.”  She paused and added, “Anyway, Georgi then does the initial processing by following each slave’s custom checklist and force feeds the bitches a morning after pill just to be sure they don’t get pregnant.”

“Processing?”

“Yeah,” Sophia answers.  “Normal processing involves getting piercings in the ears, nose, nipples, and clit.  We give Georgi a customized packet for each cunt that includes a complete new identity per slave.  Inside each packet is enslavement paperwork, photos of the other slave, a sterile RFID chip embedded in a rice-sized capsule, and a tattoo guide that matches what’s on the original slave.  Georgi is an artist with a tattoo gun.” 

“You’ve told me before how you buy slave identities from a contact at the Slave Commissioner’s Office and from cooperating slavers,” Sergei interjected.  “That person bypasses making any database entries that indicate the slave has left either Russia or the European Union.  I know I’ve told you how brilliant that is.”

Sophia nodded.  “Yes,” she said with pride, “we figured out how to reuse identities of slaves being permanently moved outside of the European Union or Russia.  In essence, we mark or emplace onto a newly captured slave’s body the reused identity, including any required tattoos or body markings along with a specially programed RFID chip.  Thus, the slave can then be openly placed on the Judicial Enslavement Marketplace.  RFID sensors will even identify the illegally enslaved woman as their legitimate predecessor.”

Sergei took a deep breath.  “Alright, here’s my offer.  I don’t want to buy your twin blondes.”  He held up a hand at Sophia’s quick look of disappointment.  “However,  we can make arrangements tomorrow to move your new, re-identified, slaves to an airport kennel pending our flight out of Russia as payment for your new life in America.  We will also use two of your prepared slave identities to get you and your sister out of Russia along with the two new slaves.  That will keep Alexey Zhukov from picking up your trail.  Just before we arrive in the United States, we’ll take off your collars and you will assume the original identities of the two slaves only now as freed women.  That will work, because the United States doesn’t intend to link with other nations’ Judicial Enslavement Act databases.  Lastly, … I’ll sponsor both of you as Slave Mistress Trainees and provide you each with enough cash to start your new lives either working for my new business or as legit independents.”

Sophia slumped down at the rejection of a sale that she hoped to bargain up to a record high to keep them in business in Russia.  “No,” she sighed in disappointment, “That’s really generous.  But, I don’t think we’re ready to entirely give up our family business.”  She looked up at Sergei, “We like our independence here and don’t want to walk away leaving everything with our uncle.”

“Alright,” Sergei said tersely.  “I know the bad history with your uncle.  So, … if that’s your choice, … I hope everything works out with you and Alexey Zhukov.”

“Can we wait and see what happens with the sale of the twins to Alexey Zhukov?” Sophia asked.

“No, money isn’t the issue,” Sergei answered.  “My problem is the short time I have before we relocate to the United States and that I’ll quickly need extra cunt in Maryland. That’s why the twins would be your payment for safely moving to the United States and to your own status as free immigrants,” Sergei responded.  “You can always try to renegotiate, but I’ll be honest, I’ve realized we can’t rely on the United States administration to allow us to quickly stock up on fresh pussy.  Their Congress is still procrastinating on approving the act.  So, I’d really like to have the blonde twins as a matched pair pulling a Ponygirl cart and spreading their legs to horny customers.”

Blonde 23-year-old Star snickered.  Inwardly, she wondered at how nearly exactly the blonde twin Slavegirls-to-be were virtually identical to the blonde Shishkin slavers.  “All four are blonde, slim, and possess flawless bodies,” she mused.  “The tits can be surgically matched up; all with either full C cups like the college girls or all with bigger D cups like the Shishkin sisters.”

“Alright, then,” Sergei responded to Sophia, “we’re done here.”  He turned away from naked Sophia and returned to the piles of paperwork needing his attention prior to leaving for the United States.

Sophia Shishkin dressed outside the office room with Star and Angel openly appraising her sexiness.  She was very depressed that Sergei couldn’t help her with Slaver Alexey Zhukov. 

“You can come play with us in America anytime,” Angel whispered.

Sophia sadly shook her head and left uncertain about how to deal with Alexey Zhukov.

Francisco practically drooled at the woman as he brought her back down to the lobby.  “Belle,” he thought with a quickening of his heartbeat in remembrance of the last woman he fucked in the elevator.  Even as Sophia Shishkin’s tight, twitching ass headed across the lobby, Francisco was already on his phone scheduling more time with Belle as soon as he got off shift.  His cock was already thickening at the thought of once again porking the formerly haughty cunt.  “She’s so broke to cock,” he sighed and imagined his next session with the French slave.

Sophia decided that a stiff drink at the hotel bar was necessary both to calm her nerves and to solidify her alibi for the night.

**********

As Sophia had described, her blonde, 31-year-old twin was in charge of the evening’s snatch of the two prime cunts.  Yelena had waited patiently in her car; in quiet overwatch of the rear of the club.  She was waiting for a signal from Dimitry Igorevich or Mikhail Suvorov.   Earlier, Yelena identified the two blonde targets approach the long line for club admission.  “The main entree is ready,” she said simply into the walkie talkie.  Two clicks confirmed that Mikhail understood.  After a pause, a long single click indicated Dimitry also understood.

Inside the club, Mikhail Suvorov had already reserved and paid for a table in the second floor VIP section.  He then waited near the entry for the signal to link up with the girls to bypass the long admission line.  When Dimitry arrived, he went up to the reserved table and ordered a round of Moscow Mules to break the ice with the women along with a bottle of top-shelf vodka, a carafe of cranberry juice, ice, and Red Bull.  The cranberry juice, a known favorite of the twins, Oksana and Marina Ryabov, had been spiked with a strong dose of a diuretic and lorazepam.  Despite what Sophia told Sergei, she and Yelena were both aware of how Mikhail and Dimitry used drugs to make successful snatches.  They also knew that in this club, a set of private VIP second floor bathrooms was at the end of a hallway, right next to the fire escape with an already disabled alarm.

Dimitry openly admired the two blonde twins when Mikhail brought them upstairs and he guided them to the upholstered couch at their private table.  Their big breasts were barely constrained by sheer spaghetti-strap tops that ended under their breasts well above their bejeweled belly buttons.  The gauzy material clearly showed the cleavage, outline, and nipples of their breasts.  Neither girl wore a bra.  

He grinned widely when, immediately after sitting down, they had squealed in happiness and each quickly gulped down their Moscow Mule and then began to sip an iced down vodka and cranberry juice drink.  They bounced up and down excitedly in their seats in time with the throbbing beat of the music downstairs and peered through the glass balcony to the dance floor below.

“This is so cool!” one of the blondes squealed excitedly.  Their location had a clear view down to the dance floor below through the glass balcony.  The bands raucous music was barely muted by the waist-high glass balcony.

The other twin leaned over and kissed Dimitry’s cheek.  “Oh, god!” she shrieked, “Awesome!  Thank you Dimitry.”

Dimitry’s eyes bulged when her twin leaned over to lay an identical kiss on Mikhail’s cheek and her legs spread widely enough for Dimitry to see her crotch barely cupped by the black silk pouch of her g-string.  Seemingly, neither blonde was aware, or seemed to care, that their tight dresses slipped upward to display their most hidden charms.  Perhaps it was because each had already, and willingly, sucked Dimitry and Mikhail’s cocks to secure the invitation to the ‘Chernaya Vorona,’ or Black Crow night club.

Within just a few minutes after sitting down, Dimitry recognized the wriggling need to pee from the diuretic and a dulling of their eyes from the lorazepam.  He pulled out a silver capsule and a razor blade.  Even with the pending impact of the drugged drinks, both girls brightened up at the sight of his cocaine.  “Come on,” Dimitry whispered, “lets do a few lines out of sight in the restroom.”

The girls swayed a bit as they stood up and each adjusted their tiny purses over a shoulder.  But, they obediently followed Dimitry toward the ladies restroom.  Following behind, Mikhail brought the pitcher of cranberry juice which he dumped in a tiny janitor’s closet just inside the hallway.  As he turned to leave the closet, he picked up the large duffle bag loaded with capture gear from under the janitor’s sink and he also snagged a large folding orange ‘Out of Order’ floor sign which he placed at the very entrance to the ladies restroom.  As he entered the ladies room, he flicked shut a deadbolt they had installed on the inside of the door.

By the time Mikhail entered, both girls were leaning drunkenly against the counter and greedily snorting long lines of cocaine set down on the tile by Dimitry.

Nearly comatose and reeling in drug-induced bliss, neither objected as Dimitry and Mikhail randomly picked a girl and softly drew their arms back and cuffed them.  Now, the only thing keeping the girls upright were their big, pillowy breasts resting on the countertop.  Neither college girl protested as the men leaned over them and yanked up on the tight miniskirts until they were rolled up around their hips.  With a shared look of lust, the men ripped off the flimsy g-strings and unzipped their pants.

Dimitry set the tip of his cock in between the puffy labia of his soon-to-be-captured twin.  He didn’t give a rat’s ass which one he was getting ready to pork.  The blonde, cheek down flush on the tile counter and face in a puddle of drool, moaned softly as she felt the head of Dimitry’s cock bump strongly against the tight entrance to her cunt.  Her, “Ahhhh,” of approval when his cock head popped past the tight entrance to her cunt showed her subconscious approval, and expectation, for getting laid at the club.  “Yessss!!” she drunkenly hissed.

The 20-year-old grunted louder, still only semi-aware that she was being fucked, as Dimitry pushed in at least 3 inches.  The sensation of the cock thrusting into her channel broke through the fog that had settled on her brain.  She moaned in full arousal when he pulled back.  Cock slightly moistened, he pushed back in and bottomed out on just the second push.  The blonde moaned louder in her dazed state.  “Mmmm, … yesss,” she moaned softly.   “Fuck, … fuck, … so very nice.”  Subconsciously, or dimly aware, the young drugged slut was enjoying the fuck with no understanding that her hands were cuffed behind her back.

Dimitry reached both hands down to reach under the gauzy top to fully grasp the cunt’s big down-hanging breasts.  He squeezed hard on the natural C cups.  This time, Dimitry moaned as his cock again skewered deep into her slippery hole.  His hips begin to slap against her naked ass and a glance showed Mikhail similarly pile driving his cock into the other twin.  The big boobs of both girls were dancing about the cold countertop as the men’s lunging hips drove their dicks powerfully into the girls.

It was over far too quickly for Dimitry.  “Mikhail, we need some proper bitches to fuck the rest of the night,” he complained as he reluctantly pulled his wet cock out and eyed the white jism oozing out of the girl’s gaping entry to her cunt.   He grunted at the lack of time and held his hand out.  Wordlessly, Mikhail handed him a syringe.  Dimitry plunged the needle of the B-52 shot into his twin’s pale ass cheek.  From multiple kidnappings, he knew the shot, especially the extra two milligrams of lorazepam, was strong enough to calm an angry, fighting captive in just minutes.  On top of the cocaine and the drugged drinks, the girls would quickly be fully pliable.

In just a bit more than a single minute, each limp and senseless girl was stripped naked, cuffed hands and feet, ring-gagged with a head harness to make the gag escape proof, and their bodies stuffed into a heavy canvas slave bag.  Dimitry shoved their clothes and purses into a Faraday bag.  The cell phones were left active to leave a false trail away from the club to a random gang hideout that they planned to implicate in the girls’ disappearance.  With practiced ease, the two thugs lowered the girls’ trapped forms by rope from the fire escape landing.  Since Dimitry lost the rock-paper-scissors toss, he was grumbling at the unfairness as he walked away to get the transport vehicle.  The plan was for the two ring-gagged and handcuffed girls to stay bagged up and helpless in the van for about an hour.   After Dimitry loaded the girls in the van and pulled away to a secured parking spot. Mikhail returned to their table with the empty cranberry pitcher.

With the two captives secured in the black van, Dimitry picked up his assigned disposable phone.  He selected Yelena Skishkin’s equally disposable phone contact number.  “We got two fresh birds for dinner.  They’ll soon be ready for plucking.”

Yelena Skishkin grinned at the successful completion of the kidnapping.  She used another phone to dial Alexey Zhukov.  “This is your favorite caterer,” she said cautiously.

Alexey grunted in disagreement.  “You stupid whores totally fucked up your last delivery!” he said in anger as he reminded her of the fiasco.

“You don’t understand,” Yelena answered.  “Tonight we have prime Russian produce.  Even better, this is double the order received in your last delivery.” 

“You don’t have the money?” Alexey hissed back.

“Really!  This is far more valuable than your lost delivery!  And, two for the price of one.” Yelena tried to negotiate in desperation.  “Is very good deal.”

“I hardly need to remind you that I lost my best negotiated sale of the year.”  In his anger, he broke from the ‘talk around’ code.  “That cunt was fully trained and sexually responsive when sent to the client.  He is serious about a replacement and a huge discount because he was so emotionally invested in that specific cunt.”

Sophia Shishkin’s identical twin (beautiful, blonde Yelena, slim with the same natural D cup breasts) rubbed her temple with one hand and sighed into the phone.  Like Alexey, she stopped speaking in code.  “Let the client know about the two new bitches; they’re identical blondes with big fat breasts.  You can have them at no cost to sell them as replacement for the dead cunt.  Then, I’ll have everything in my accounts sent your way; that’s almost 250,000 Euros.  In total, that is plenty generous enough to satisfy your need for restitution.”

The phone in her ear was silent for long seconds.  “I won’t be satisfied unless you bring the cunts and cash yourself.  Then, you can explain your repayment scheme in person.”  Slaver Alexey Zhukov hung up.

“Fuck!” Yelena hissed while imagining how possibly bad an in-person meeting would go.  “At the very least, he’ll humiliate us and probably tap our cunts.”  She paused and didn’t even mentally add the very real risk that he would enslave which ever twin brought the slaves and also keep the money.  “Fuck!” she added.

Finished with the chore of securing the new bitches and informing his boss, Dimitry rejoined his friend up in the VIP lounge.  Mikhail had already gone on the dance floor and invited up two more young women to the VIP level.  “Wanna fuck?” Dimitry, the younger of the two, offered as he waved another cocaine vial toward the girls. 

One, a brunette, offered, without pause “Yeah, I’m up for some cock.  But keep some coke to dust on my cunt.  I’ve always wanted to try that.”

Her blonde friend echoed with, “Hell, yeah, … I’m in.  I’d love to have my clit sucked with cocaine on it.”  She grinned after a moment and added, “I’d kinda like to snort my cocaine off a hard cock.”

Mikhail nodded with a wide grin.  “That’s a pretty good plan.”  He pulled out his phone.  “First, I want a picture of you two hot bitches draped over my friend and hugging him.”

Their alibi secured, both men locked eyes and grinned.  Each was certain to score some additional pussy at the club before heading out to deliver the already captured cunts.  Drugged, naked, bound in an unbreakable hog-tie, and safe from vomiting with the ring gags and head harness, the captured twins would still be waiting for them in the van.

**********

Yelena took her time heading back toward their business office in the middle of their owned warehouse-style rental office complex.  Behind the five mostly wholesale offices, the Shishkins owned a short row of seven large rental storage units with its own security access gate and fencing.  Dimitry and Mikhail knew to deliver the captive women to the middle storage unit and Yelena wanted to be in place to get Georgi started with the process of converting the captive bitches into enslaved cunts.  She planned to oversee delivery of the new stock via the security camera system installed that covered the approach to their gated entry and the second gated entry for the storage units behind the warehouse.  She sighed and hoped it wouldn’t be too long knowing that Mikhail and Dimitry were cementing their alibi at the club.  “I bet they nail some other bitches using my money,” she thought with some jealousy at the high life they lived.  “They get an allowance for the cocaine, the VIP Room rental, and their liquor as well as a handsome fee once they deliver the bitches. Lucky fuckers!  Sophia and I have to deal with bastards like Alexey Zhukov.  Even Sergei Kozlov can’t be trusted too far when you are blonde and have a pussy.”


6. Processing New Bitches

Alexander Shishkin, uncle to his brother Vasily Shishkin’s twin daughters Sophia and Yelena and son Georgi, was hiding.  He was finally ready to execute his plot to overturn his recently deceased brother’s wishes for disposition of the family’s legal and illegal businesses.   The 50-year-old was crouched down behind some large wood crates in the storage area of the big warehouse style area of the private showroom that provided the cover story for the family’s primary legal business, the sale of high quality slave and bondage equipment.  He was staring intently at his phone’s screen which displayed the video feed from one of several battery-operated high definition cameras that he’d hidden with a view of the room adjacent to the showroom, the storage area, and the office.  A pair of Bluetooth earbuds fed him the audio. 

Alexander was carefully tracking Yelena and Georgi’s activities to determine the best time to trigger his plan.  On the concrete floor beside him was an open black leather satchel filled with gear.  He knew Yelena’s sister, Sophia, was meeting with Master Sergei Kozlov in an effort to figure out how to meet Alexey Zhukov’s exorbitant demands of restitution for his recently lost sale due to the unexpected death of a slave sold him by the Shishkin sisters.

The storage area held three parallel rows of organized shelving holding the 1000s of slave and BDSM gear items sold through online sales and shipped out direct to customers.  The heavy steel shelving extended from the concrete floor up 10 feet high.

Inwardly, the uncle was still fuming at the stupidity of his brother. “That stupid fucker stipulated in his will that his daughters took over everything upon his death,” he railed silently.  “He protected his retard son Georgi and left me nothing.  All because we fought over my plan to rapidly expand our kidnapping, illegal enslavement, and slave auction side of the business.”  Alexander tried to calm himself with measured breathing.  “That idiot should have given his kids the legit mail order business and the storage unit rentals.  I should have been given the illegal side of things.”  After a moment, he added, “I only got a few thousand dollars from his estate.  Bastard!”  He looked upward toward heaven and hissed, “Vasily, you were such a fuck up.  Cutting me out of this business and turning everything over to your inexperienced daughters was a real mistake.  If you weren’t dead already, … I’d kill you again tonight.”

He watched his niece and nephew prepping the slave processing area to handle an incoming shipment of two captured cunts.  To inquisitive high-level customers or investigating officials, the area could be sanitized as a showroom that displayed major pieces of slavery-related equipment.  It looked exactly like a display and training area for some of the larger and more exotic bondage gear they sold as part of their legitimate business.

Normally there was no indication at the site that captured women were processed and held against their will into carefully prepared identities of actual slaves.  The area was carefully sanitized after each slave was moved on to a customer.  To ‘legitimize’ the sales of the captured women, the Shishkin sisters came up with a novel scheme to purchase identity files from slavers whose actual legal slaves had been sold or shipped out of Russian and European Judicial Enslavement Act jurisdictions.  Thus the Shishkin’s illegally enslaved women were matched with iron-clad legal documentation that showed they were actual slaves and new legal bills of sale could be openly registered under the Judicial Enslavement Acts of Russia and the European Union which jointly operated a shared slave database.  Once processed, they were quickly sold and moved off site to their new owners.

Alexander heard his nephew’s oddly high-pitched voice, excitedly confirming to Yelena that he heard the bell announcing someone had used an access code to enter the storage unit lot behind the warehouse office complex.

“Calm down, Georgi,” Yelena told her brother.  “Dimitry and Mikhail texted the right code phrase that the abduction proceeded as planned.  I wasn’t outside in my regular spot but in the office and witnessed their arrival on our camera system and they confirmed everything went as planned.  Let me do a final confirmation from the security cameras that nobody has tried to sneak in after them.”

Yelena made sure the entire warehouse office complex, the rental unit storage row, and the gated sections within the 3-meter-height security fencing was still secure and no alarms had been tripped.  She also made sure from a storage garage camera feed that the new product remained properly bound across the heavy steel dual rape frames bolted onto a forklift compatible base.  She manipulated the storage garage camera controls to zoom in on the weakly struggling forms of the two naked and gagged blondes.  As she already knew, Dimitry and Mikhail were finished and the garage door was closed.  “Georgi, you are good to go,” she announced.  “The new stock is safely secured in the garage.”

“Whee!” the autistic brother yelled.  Not at all retarded as his uncle claimed, Georgi was on the low end of the autism spectrum.  He was gifted intellectually but very socially inept and severely distrusting of strangers and to any changes in his daily routines.  His entire happy world was within the confines of the office, bondage and slavery activities, and processing young bitches into slavery through sexual domination.  He was completely unselfconscious about harshly fucking helpless captives in front of his sisters.  He loved dominating captive cunt with his oversize, virtually perpetually hard bludgeon of a cock.  He was also a genius with a tattoo needle and studiously followed the steps outlined in the data packages his sisters assembled to convert each captive free woman into an acceptable copy of a real slave. 

Each prepared file contained pictures of the real slave’s body, special features, tattoos, slave registration number markings on their body, and RFID chip codes.  Once anyone saw the newly tattooed logo of the original enslaving agent on the formerly free woman’s rump, a real slave registration number tattoo, and digital confirmation from an RFID scanner, … there was no doubt the formerly free bitch had successfully and unwillingly assumed the identity of a real slave.  Any minor differences in facial or body appearance were ignored based on those confirmations.  In any event, the poor woman was now doomed to a life of slavery.

The tall and muscular youngest sibling shuffled across the concrete floor to the back delivery door in his size thirteen house slippers.  He was shirtless and only wore his loose pajama bottoms commando style.  On the way out, he picked up and belted on a webbed pistol belt holding a taser, four sets of handcuffs, a couple of black ball gags, and 10-foot lengths of red bondage cord.  He grinned wildly as he shifted the crossbar up from the inside of the double steel doors and slipped open the four deadbolts to open the doors inwardly.  He crossed the pavement toward the back entry of their storage unit; cock already fully engorged as visions of two helpless and naked women fully occupied his mind.

Alexander was also visualizing the upcoming activities of his nephew.  After previously witnessing Georgi sexually dominating new captives, Alexander knew Georgi would be intensely occupied for some time fucking and then processing the two blondes.

In addition to a few carefully placed battery operated wifi cameras, Alexander had used his prior knowledge of the operation, when he had worked side-by-side with his brother, to hack into the Shishkin security system.  Days earlier, his cameras recorded his two nieces talking about their plans to have Dimitry and Mikhail kidnap the blonde Ryabov twins from the Black Crow Club.   Knowing that the two thugs were delivering the Ryabov twins this very evening, he switched his phone to the Shishkin security camera website to see what was going on in the storage unit.  His eyes glittered with greed at the sight of the two bitches unloaded into the storage unit by Dimitry and Mikhail.   Earlier, when Yelena was overseeing the operation at the club, Alexander Shishkin reviewed the notes left by his nieces in the office.  He knew the two soon-to-be unwilling fuck machines were natural blondes, twin sisters, and spoiled, clueless, pampered college girls.  His cock lurched in his pants.  “Patience,” he thought.  “The real prizes aren’t here yet.”  Now, using those same Shishkin cameras, he saw Yelena alone and working in the office while Georgi was out dealing with the new captives.  Grinning, Alexander grabbed a taser gun from his bag with his right hand, picked up the bag with his left one, and cautiously crept out of the storage area. 

Working diligently on her laptop with her back to the entry door, Yelena was the perfect target; totally unaware of her danger.  Creeping undetected to just behind her chair, he extended his hand to the nape of her neck.  The armed mini taser triggered automatically on contact with her neck and fired a powerful jolt that disrupted her brain’s voluntary muscle control.  She instantly collapsed down in the chair, twitching and grunting.

Yelena was helpless.  The high voltage shock caused a total loss of balance and muscle control, confusion, and disorientation.  She was momentarily unaware of her surroundings.

Ironically, moments earlier, Alexander had discarded his own taser that fired sharp prongs with a spool of electric wires in favor of the mini taser that he saw in a box on one of the storage room shelves.  The pink device that disabled Yelena was one that the sisters sold online for women’s self defense.

Alexander brutally grabbed Yelena by her long blonde hair and yanked her off the chair.  As she fell, Alexander rolled her to her belly, grabbed a set of police grade cuffs from his satchel, and cuffed her hands behind her back.  A second set of cuffs pulled her elbows snuggly together.  With his weight on her back and her hands safely secured, Alexander used a third set of handcuffs to secure her ankles.  A final set of the heavy duty stainless steel handcuffs brought her ankles to her wrists, hogcuffing his now helpless victim.

Yelena was still quivering from the electric shock but her brain was beginning to process her danger.  “Hunnnah,” was her only weak and ineffective comment.

Alexander grabbed a battery operated trimmer from the satchel and stroked the buzzing blades of the instrument from the nape of her neck, up to the crown of her head, and then forward all the way across one set of eyebrows.   The 1-inch denuded strip became 2 inches on the second pass and wider with each naked swath of bald head left behind the relentless trimmer blades.  The pile of long blonde hair quickly grew on the floor by Yelena’s head.

Yelena was securely hogcuffed 15 seconds after being shocked by the taser and completely bald above her neck in just 45 more seconds.  At the one minute mark, her mouth was opened to begin weak protests and her attacker was wriggling a leather-wrapped ring of steel between her teeth.  Fifteen seconds later, the black leather head harness holding the ring gag in place was brutally tightened.  Just 1 ½ minutes after his attack, Yelena was hogcuffed, bald, ring gagged, and blindfolded.  At that point she began to struggle first weakly and then ferociously as she began to realize her predicament.

Alexander ran the back of his hand down his niece’s cheek.  Focused wholly on wresting full control of his brother’s businesses from his children, Alexander saw Yelena’s youth and bald beauty as proof of her high value as stock.  He felt no remorse or pity for what he had done and still hoped to accomplish.

He reached into his leather satchel for a disrobing knife and once again reveled in the irony that every tool he had used in Yelena’s capture and subjugation came from her own storeroom.  Yelena renewed her struggles when he drew the disrobing tool from the right side of her blouse collar down to her waist and then from her collar down the right sleeve.  The tool had a guide that slipped under the clothing to protect the skin of the victim and pulling on the disrobing knife brought a razor-sharp blade safely zipping down the victim’s clothing.  He repeated the moves on her left side and yanked off the middle strip of her destroyed blouse and then rolled her to her back to easily slip off the remaining section of blouse.  He couldn’t resist the plump ‘D’ sized breast mounds squeezed into the filmy red bra.  Alexander dropped the disrobing knife and reached out with both hands to grab two handfuls of soft titty flesh.

“Hmmmpf!” Yelena protested.

In response, Alexander tightened his grip and pulled upward, stretching and squeezing her bountiful breasts.   

“Hoooo!” she screeched in very real discomfort.

His fingers slipped under the offending filmy material hiding her breasts from his view.  With a mighty heave the bra shredded into tatters revealing the red bruises left by his punishing finger grips.  Now the hard nipple nubbins drew his attention.

“Eiiiii!” Yelena howled as a forefinger and thumb of each hand clamped down tightly on a nipple.  He pulled upward strongly and her breasts distorted from the pull and stretched upward.

“Hop, heeze!” she shrieked in pain; begging her tormentor to ‘Stop, please!’

Instead, Alexander paused to glance down to his phone.  “Shit!  Georgi is already wheeling the two college girls across the street,” he thought anxiously.  He let loose of the tortured nipples and grinned at the soft flesh’s jelly-like quivering as the stretched meat snapped back to normal.

Quickly, Alexander zipped the disrobing tool down her shorts, yanked off shorts and panties together, and stripped off her socks and shoes. 

Alexander was spellbound at the sexiness of his niece; now totally naked, breasts unfettered, and the flower-like petals of her pussy lips opened from her lewd, legs-spread wide position.   Unable to resist, Alexander feverishly unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and fisted his cock to its full 6-and-a-1/2 inches.  He stood up and let pants and underwear flutter down to gather around his socks and shoes.

Leaning down, the muscular 50-year-old easily hoisted Yelena’s 120-pound form upward.  When her knees were forced to either side of his hips, he grabbed a handful of lush ass with his left hand to steady her body, and used his right hand to guide his cock head to the center of her exposed flower.  Once just the head was seated, Alexander let her weight and gravity rape her pussy downward on his rock-hard fuck stick.

“Hooo!  Eiiiiii!” Yelena screeched.

Her wriggling resistance just sped up the swallowing action of her cunt as it slide ever downward as if it were gobbling his cock.  Gravity was the victor as her own weight raped Alexander’s dick deeper and deeper into her unprepared channel.

He grunted in pure pleasure as the tightest pleasure sheath he’d ever experienced massaged his entire length in quivering bands of muscle.  “Unghh!” slipped past his lips as the base of his cock thumped against her clit; both pubic bones rubbed against each other.

Yelena was now in helpless bondage hell trying mightily to resist the nerve signals from her cunt shifting from the pain of his initial raping entry to the beginnings of pure unexpected pleasure.

“Hoooo!” she yelled.   The ring gag muffled her howl of ‘Noooo!’ It was fruitless.  Even as she yelled, she knew her rapist wouldn’t stop until he plastered her womb and cunt sheath with his potent jism.  She gave up and bonelessly let him manipulate her body up and down on his shaft.  The unwanted pleasure built with each feverish plunging of her pussy down on the raping shaft.  Yelena threw her head back and howled as, unwanted, a mighty orgasm overwhelmed her body and tortured her soul.

Alexander put more force in his upward thrusts even as he began a faster pace lifting up and pulling down Yelena’s now limp form onto his diamond-hard fuckstick.  Sweat was rolling down his face and his chest was slick from his mighty effort.  Just as Yelena started to respond again with a second equally strong orgasm, Alexander howled his own release.  He sagged down to the floor, his limbs and clothing a tangle with Yelena’s own sweaty form and the sticky jism drooling from her cunt.  While Alexander experienced a single fantastic orgasm, Yelena had twice that number.  Now fully aware, she railed against herself for giving into the two orgasms.  “Fuck!” she told herself.  “Sophia and I never got this much pleasure from our slave and Mistress games.”  She shuddered at the thought of now being a real slave and having a Master or Mistress manipulate her into enjoying the sex and helpless bondage.  “Fuck!” she repeated.  “Am I some sort of submissive?  No, … no fucking way!”

In the aftermath of his fantastic round of forced sex, Alexander unwillingly remembered his last sight of his retarded nephew fucking a slave.  “Fuck! What a stupid thing to remember,” he groused.  “Fucking unfair,” he muttered. Without voicing the comparison, he knew what he’d remembered.  Mentally, he couldn’t help but compare his normal 6-and-a-1/2-inch cock to the 10-inch monster wielded tirelessly by Georgi.  “The fucker has the stamina of a bull. I’ve seen him soundly fuck four cunts in bondage one after the other; emptying his balls in each one.  That retarded fucker!”

Bemused at the comparison, Alexander barely remembered to grab one of the most sophisticated Black Collars and lock it around his niece’s neck.

**********

In the storage garage two rape stands stood side-by-side and bolted down to a reinforced forklift-compatible base.  A powered pallet jack was tucked away in the corner.  Each rape stand was set up with two slightly curved 3-inch bars of heavy tubular steel well padded in thick black leather.  The two uprights were adjustable in both height and the distance between them. 

Dimitry had draped Oksana Ryabov’s soft belly atop the closest padded bar with her breasts just short of the second one.  Wide Velcro straps already in place quickly and tightly locked her hips and upper chest to the stand.  Leather padded ratcheting cuffs were already clipped to rings welded to the tripod-style pipe legs bolted to a steel baseplate.  In mere seconds, Dimitry had the drugged former college party girl helpless on the stand.  Her wrists were cuffed behind her back and her ankles held widely spread, locked in place by the ratcheting jaws of the ankle cuffs.

Mikhail had secured twin Marina Ryabov on the adjacent rape stand.  He adjusted that stand so that Marina’s neck was nestled onto the far support and her belly on the nearest support.  The Velcro straps trapped her hips and neck in place and her ankles were also secured below, widely spread.  Like her sister, her wrists were cuffed behind her back.  To finish up mounting the captives, each thug had used a short length of bondage cord to draw the women’s elbows together behind their backs.

Grinning wildly that the most dangerous part of the job was finished, Georgi placed the bagged throwaway phone into a steel mesh bag atop an adjacent heavy steel work table.  Whistling merrily, he smashed the phone with a five pound hammer.  After six solid blows, he dumped the destroyed phone from the Faraday bag into a steel garbage can marked, ‘Incinerator’.  They had changed their minds about the phones from the twins.  They were left outside a crackhouse in a very disreputable neighborhood.

Once Dimitry and Mikhail finished dropping off the two captured sluts, they drove out of the storage unit, out of the security area gate, and headed directly back to the club.  Their plan was to wake up the second set of women they had drugged, soundly fucked, and left naked in the closed upstairs VIP bathroom.  The girls would wake up late the next day in the men’s apartment.  Groggy, hungover, and soundly fucked multiple times in all their pleasure holes.  They were at least safe as they were the men’s alibi in the slim chance that they were questioned in the disappearance of the twins from the club.  The two young women considered their night of partying a great success and planned to meet up with Dimitry and Mikhail again.  Little did they know, the publicized night of debauchery protected them from a future kidnapping and enslavement by the two rapist slavers.

**********

Georgi approached the two nakedly bound young women on their rape stands in the storage unit.   The lighting was bright and every bit of their lush bodies were visible.  His cock lurched at the sight of the women.  Yelena had shown him pictures taken by Dimitry of the two blondes having fun drinking and dancing and sucking the mens’ cocks.  “Sluts,” he told himself.

Georgi giggled at the luscious sight of the two taut white asses.  He stepped up between the two women and stuck a hand down to simultaneously massage each of their twats.  He was pleased each was already greasy and ready for sex.  He continued to stroke, tease, and pull on the slippery gates to his favorite pleasure holes. 

Still under the influence of the drugs fed them earlier and the B-52 shot, Oksana and Marina writhed in a confused cloud of heightened sexual bliss, unaware of reality save for that of intense pleasure.  Their awakening the next day would not be blissful.

Georgi never considered that Dimitry and Mikhail had already deeply plowed the cunts of the two blondes or that the college girls had eagerly participated in the drunken, drug-enhanced round of wild monkey sex.  He didn’t care if another cock had already reamed out a bitch’s twat.

He sniffed and grunted happily at the musky scents of the used women’s sex holes.  Grinning happily, he slipped off his size thirteen slippers and untied his pajama waist string.   His pajamas slipped down to his feet, and he quickly stepped away from the pajamas toward the rump on his left.  Always commando, Georgi was now fully naked.  Giggling uncontrollably about the fun he was going to have, Georgi fisted his cock a couple of times to be sure it was already at its full 10-inch length.

He expertly dredged the plum-sized head of his cock in Oksana’s loosened fuck hole and pumped forward with a hard thrust.

Oksana grunted softly and moaned into her ring gag.   Her slippery twat sent tingling electric signals of unimaginable fullness and pleasure to her drugged brain.  “Mmmmm!  Hesss!” she muttered in an unconscious message to some phantom lover that he needed to continue thrusting.

Knowing he only had limited time, Georgi methodically counted exactly 125 forceful thrusts into the first slave’s cock hole before releasing his cum.  Georgi painted long spurts of his thick gooey cum into the petite blonde’s pleasure hole.  Temporarily satisfied, Georgi took a few moments before turning to the second bound captive.  Again, he fisted his now slimy and slippery cock until it was once again rock hard.  He punched his way into Marina Ryabov’s equally slippery quim.  Exactly, 125 strokes later, he released his second load of the night into Marina’s tighter and greasier sheath.

Now finished with his first ritual fucks of new captives, he slipped his legs back into the pajamas and then his slippers.  Softly humming in happiness, Georgi grabbed the pallet jack and guided the machine’s two forks into the matching recesses under the twin rape stands.  He twisted the handle clockwise to lock the hydraulics, and pumped down and up until the pallet jack raised the rape stands 3 inches above the concrete.  Then, using the handle to engage the battery-driven electric drive, he expertly guided the pallet jack such that it smoothly powered the load of the rape stands and two captive women out the back of the storage unit and across the smooth pavement to the rear doors of the warehouse.  To finish, he carefully locked up the storage unit and the rear doors of the warehouse.

Georgi stopped with the two helpless captives next to a set of stainless steel examination tables.  On top of each table was a folder.  Pixie and Misty were the slave identities that Georgi was to impose on Oksana and Marina Ryabov.  Just moments later, Georgi was skillfully wielding the tattoo gun and the tattoo of the original slave Pixie’s tattoo began to take shape on Oksana’s previously flawless right rump.  He glanced only one more time at the file to finish the initial tattoo and then expertly inked Pixie’s slave registration number above the logo.

Finished with one part of the processing, Georgi moved Oksana up onto an examination table and strapped her belly up.  Without even looking, Georgi sight unseen reached over to pick up a piercing gun and expertly punched holes through Oksana’s fat, erect nipples and her nasal septum.  The file indicated Pixie originally had horizontal bead-ended bars through her nipples.  The Shishkin sisters had changed that to simple 3/4-inch gold rings.  “Her next owner can change her piercings any way they want,” Sophia had told her sister, Yelena, with a grin.  Following directions, Georgi also fed the same size gold rings into her already pierced ears.

The sisters had already left coded and sterilized a set of RFID seeds that held the primary and secondary RFID codes linked in the Russian Federation database for slavegirls Pixie and Misty.  The European Union only mandated one RFID seed but the original Pixie and Misty were initially enslaved in Russia which had slightly different rules.  Georgi prepped two sites for the RFID seeds; one deep in the soft flesh on the right side of her neck, the other on the fleshiest part of her right rump.

At least twice as fast at the critical tasks as his sisters, Georgi soon turned to the second captive and began marking her with Misty’s slave logo and slave registration number.

**********

Alexander finally roused himself from the floor in the office, sat down heavily in the office chair, and rolled it toward the file cabinets.  From his earlier involvement in his brother’s business, he knew the right-most five-drawer file cabinet held eligible identities for new captives.  He zipped off the false magnetic labels on each drawer front that indicated they were archival business files for each of the previous five years.  Underneath those false labels were the ‘Open Identities’ labels.  He opened the drawer labeled ‘Open Identities - Blondes’ and whistled at the number of blonde slave files available for selection.  “Of course there are a lot of blonde Russian and European Union female slaves, he smirked.   The files were organized by labels showing ‘Blonde’ followed by a height.  He began viewing the contents of files showing 5’2” through 5’6”.  He selected two files from that height range that were close enough matches for his nieces who were each 5’4” in height.   He primarily ensured that there weren’t any unusual features that couldn’t be copied onto the blank canvas of his nieces’ skins.  The closest match was for a busty blonde slave named Biscuit and the next closest match was for an equally busty blonde slave named Blaze.  Both pony-trained slavegirls were close to the 5-foot-4-inch height of his nieces.  The original slaves were enslaved in Russia, were a bit younger than his 31-year-old nieces, and were sold to a buyer in northern Africa as a matched set.  The slaves’ body details were close enough.

“Perfect!” he chuckled.  “Nothing like two bald novice Ponygirls named Blaze and Biscuit.  Yes!  Yelena, you will soon be slave Biscuit and your sister will be Blaze.”  He closed the drawer, and replaced the false labels on each drawer.  He quickly pulled up his underwear and pants.  Then, he hoisted Yelena up onto his shoulder, grabbed the two selected files, and headed out to give his nephew a gift.

“Georgi!” he yelled.  “Your favorite uncle, Alex, has brought you a present, another helpless bitch that needs your talented needlework.”

Georgi scowled angrily at the sound of his uncle’s voice but immediately giggled at the sight of the bald-headed, naked, hogcuffed slave uncomfortably draped over Alexander’s shoulder.   “Sssslave,” he muttered softly while diverting his eyes from his uncle’s face.  Still keeping his eyes focused on his feet, Georgi pointed to a free examination table and Alexander plopped Yelena belly down on the stainless steel table.

“Ggggooo!” Georgi he stuttered while pointing back to the office.  He didn’t want his uncle hanging around while he processed the new slave.

Alexander threw the folder with Biscuit’s identity down on the table.  “Georgi here’s the info for this one, her name is Biscuit.  Soon I’ll bring you a second bitch.  Her name will be Blaze.  Have fun!”  Grinning wildly, Alexander went back to his hiding place near the office to await the arrival of the second niece.

Georgi left the hogcuffed cunt alone for a minute while he picked up the first girl, Pixie, and stuffed her into a strongly constructed wire cage fashioned after a large steel dog crate.  It was 3 feet wide by 3 feet high by 4 feet deep.  Pixie was still ring gagged in a head harness and her hands were now more comfortably cuffed behind her back.  She was set down on a thin padded dog bed.  Misty was soon in the next cage.  Both emotionally exhausted ex-college girls quickly sunk into a restless sleep.

Now Georgi turned to the newest girl, Biscuit, and awkwardly balanced her belly on the curved bar of one of the just used rape stands.  He lowered her chest toward the other padded bar and used the Velcro straps to hold her perched atop the unit.  Then, he uncuffed the set of cuffs locking ankles and wrists together and carefully guided her ankles down to the base of the stand.  The ratcheting cuffs locked her ankles in place.  George took a moment to run an appreciative hand down the naked woman’s body.  He reached down to grasp a down hanging breast and kneaded the soft flesh.  “Hmmmm, bigger than Pixie and Misty,” he judged.  His perfect memory remembered every detail of every woman that he’d processed into slavery. 

“Hmmmpf!” the woman protested and attempted to wriggle free of the Velcro straps.  It was helpless, they were extremely strong.

Georgi ran his fingers across the shaven scalp of Biscuit.  It was the first slave he’d ever seen with a shaved head.  He loved the tactile feeling of the short hairs left by the trimmer.  “Can I use a razor on her?” he wondered with interest.  Georgi was disappointed when the notes didn’t specify a razor-slick finish on the cunt’s head.  He didn’t know that Alexander didn’t want Yelena shaved with a razor.  He wanted some fuzz left in place for a black dye to color so the laser hair removal would be more effective at burning off the fuzz down to the roots.

Alexander’s voice speaking with Georgi when she was dumped on the cold stainless steel examination table clued Yelena into exactly what was going on.  “My bastard uncle is taking over.  That bastard!  He raped me and wants me enslaved, sold for profit, and delivered into slavery.  Fucker!”  She knew full well that Georgi would never slip up and let her escape.  “Georgi thinks I’m one of our captive cunts.  Oh, fuck!  His cock will ruin my tight little pussy.”

Later, Yelena would consider the soon-to-occur rape by her brother the very least of her problems that night.

Humming quietly, Georgi glanced toward the front of the store where his uncle, Alexander, had retreated to the office.  He was surprised to see his uncle at the slave site.  He knew his father had kicked him out soon before he died.  Georgi shrugged his shoulders, giant slabs of muscles shifted in the move.  His thoughts quickly shifted from the mild mystery of his uncle’s unwanted presence to the fascinating sight of slave Biscuit’s alluring quim.  He watched it spasm and a long, gooey trail of white jism slowly dripped out of her used hole.   Eager to get to fucking this bitch, he reached over for the tattoo gun.

**********

When Sophia Shishkin returned from her meeting with Sergei Kozlov and entered her warehouse business location, she headed directly toward the office at the front of the store to update her sister on the uncertain status of reconciling with slaver Alexey Shukov.  She needed to pass on the news that Alexey might betray them.  “Brother!” she yelled out as she passed the processing area, “are you finished processing those bitches?”

She averted her eyes as she passed within sight of her brother’s pale ass rapidly pile-driving his too-large cock into the equally pale ass of one of the captives.  The woman’s ass meat jiggled in waves at the harshness of his hips slamming forward.  “Of course he’s finished,” she chuckled at the sight of a reddened rump with its fresh tattoo.  “He’ll usually fuck new stock in the garage and then won’t do it again until after they are fully processed in the warehouse.”  She was well used to his routine.  “Randy as a goat,” she muttered and shrugged at the thought that his second rapes usually lasted at least 30 minutes each.  “Poor bitches end up unwillingly cumming like whores after being sexed like that.”  She took a few more steps, paused, and looked back.  She thought, “They sure are more compliant after they face the humiliation of enjoying their rape.”  She shook her head in wonder at the relentless way her younger brother could sexually subdue new bitches without saying a word and using only his cock.

“Dddone!” Georgi stuttered as he counted strokes into the bitches tight sex.  He considered himself done with all three captives and would have corrected her if she had asked, “Did you finish processing both bitches?”  The remainder of Sophia’s life might have been different had she asked that more specific question.

“They often almost fully accept their slavery after the humiliation of being processed as a slave and then raped mercilessly until they orgasm over and over.  Unwilling or not, the orgasms seem to deeply impress upon the bitches their permanent change in status to mere sex slave,” she told herself with pleased satisfaction at so efficiently managing the forcible conversion of free, spoiled bitches into compliant fuck meat.

Georgi heard his sister’s comment about him forcing orgasms onto new product but declined to answer.  His only response was to quickly cut his eyes to the end two cages that held Pixy and Misty.  Still naked and with ring gags and head harnesses, their wrist and ankle handcuffs had been removed.  Their wrists were more comfortably linked with six-inches of chain between padded bondage wrist cuffs.  They were belly down on a thin pad with adult diapers pulled up to their waists.  Georgi had already prepped two more cages for Biscuit and Blaze.

He quickly returned his focus to the amazingly tight quim that seemed to be trying to milk out his jism.  Georgi shook his head to the negative.  “No lowly slave is going to trick me into cumming early,” he vowed.  He knew he was already well past 300 pistoning plunges into her twat and he’d forced at least three orgasms from the new slave. 

Yelena was openly weeping and drool and snot dribbled down her red, flushed face to a large puddle on the floor below her.  The sister had been mentally destroyed by her brother’s brutal and relentless sexing.  Horrified that her body seemed to enjoy the rape, she nonetheless responded with long rolling orgasms.  No virgin, Yelena had nonetheless never experienced such relentless and expert sexing.

However, Georgi was very wrong.  Slave Biscuit hadn’t experienced only three orgasms.  Instead, after those first three, she reached a point long minutes ago where the orgasms seemed almost continuous.

When Sophia stepped into the office, she was stunned to see a mass of long blonde hair on the floor.  “What the fuck?” she hissed aloud.  “Yelena and Georgi weren’t supposed to shave the new cunts!”

While she was distracted with the question of the blonde hair, Alexander copied the same move he’d successfully used on Yelena; he simply stepped around the open door and touched the pink mini taser to the back of Sophia’s neck.  Sophia grunted and immediately collapsed bonelessly to the floor.  Alexander quickly cuffed the 31-year-old’s wrists to each matching ankle and then stuffed an inflatable ball gag into her mouth so that a head harness wouldn’t interfere with shaving her head.  He pumped the inflation bladder five times until he was sure she couldn’t make a sound.  He intentionally skipped shaving his niece for the moment, but easily sliced through her clothes after putting a blindfold over her eyes.  He set the cuffed and naked woman on her face and knees so her ass was pointed up into the air.  He moved to her desk to be sure that Blaze’s slave file was still there. Then, he sat down in the chair and waited for Sophia to recover from the taser.  He wanted her fully aware of her fate before he shaved her and raped her ass.  Alexander considered Sophia the smartest of the twins and the one most successful at keeping the business afloat after the death of her father.

As soon as Sophia grunted and started to wriggle against the cuffs, Alexander placed an exact copy of the Black Collar that enslaved Yelena around Sophia’s neck.  She froze at the cold touch of the heavy collar.

“Hooo!  Hop!” she cried into her inflated ball gag. 

Alexander just grinned as the niece tried to tell him, ‘No’ and to ‘Stop’; it just made his cock stiffen harder.  The slave collar snapped lock with a loud mechanical click.  Without giving his niece time to fully grasp her situation, Alexander turned on the shaver and denuded her head of hair just like her sister.  He moved the blindfold only enough to shave her head.

“This will solve all the problems your fucked up father made for me!” he asserted to his niece.  “Plus, you will generate a huge profit for me.  I’ll transfer four nearly identical blonde cunts to Alexey Zhukov.  He’s already agreed to forgive any restitution once he has his hands on you, Yelena, and the two new bitches.”

Sophia wept at the realization that she was trapped and collared.  “My own uncle!” she cried inwardly. “And, … working with Alexey Zhukov, … what does he have planned as punishment?  We’re now his slaves!  Fuck!” she screamed in anguish.  “They shaved off my hair!”

To add to her horror, she heard her uncle chuckle and whisper, “I can’t wait to watch your brother effortlessly process you into a slave.”

**********

Per the nagging complaints and advice of his two loyal slaves, and after stopping Sophia as she left the suite to make a plan, Sergei waited exactly ten minutes after Sophia left to get a quick drink at the bar.  He, Star, and Angel snuck over to a service elevator and went down to the garage and got into a hotel rental car.  They drove to her family business and waited across the street until about ten minutes after her taxi should have dropped her off. 

“I still think this is stupid,” Sophia had grumped as she exited the taxi and knew how silly it was that Sergei and his slaves would soon arrive.  “I’ve already checked the security cameras on my phone app and nothing is out of order.  My brother is processing the new acquisitions and everything is locked up properly.  He’s supposed to give me ten minutes before they follow me.  I’ll hit the call button on my phone if Alexey Zhukov has done anything sneaky.”

Sergei, Star, and Angel wore black clothing to give them as much invisibility as possible.

Sophia had told them, “Everyone inside the building will be too busy to look at the security cameras after I go in.”

Sergei cautiously checked the heavy steel door.  He lightly touched the two small steel plates that Sophia had taped on the steel doorframes’s set of magnetic door closure sensors.  The security system thought the door was closed and locked instead of being held open by a rubber doorstop that held the door open a few inches.  Satisfied it was safe, Sergei opened the door, slipped quietly through, and gestured Star and Angel to follow.

In the large, open showroom, the three intruders slipped up behind Georgi.  He was too busy piston-fucking into a mewling slave to notice anything around him.  Angel crept up to the wildly fucking 6-foot-4-inch muscular monster and tased him in the small of his back.  Georgi folded down to the floor.  His huge cock slipped out of the slave’s cunt with a wet slurping sound and he collapsed nakedly to the concrete.  Thick runnels of thick white cum began to ooze out of the widely expanded opening to her cunt.

Angel and Star wrestled Georgi’s heavy frame until they could get him hogcuffed with heavy duty handcuffs.  To keep him silent, they also gagged him with an extra large black ball gag.

Neither girl paid any attention to the grunting and wriggling bald slave that Georgi had been so vigorously fucking.  They turned to follow Sergei who was already entering the office.

Sergei recognized the man fucking a grunting uncooperative slave as Vasily Shishkin’s younger brother, Alexander Shishkin; uncle to the Shishkin twins.  He didn’t recognize the upturned naked and unmarked rump of the unprocessed collared slave that Alexander was raping.  He did notice the wild scattering of blonde hair, and like Sophia, dismissed it as being from the targeted college girls.

Sergei didn’t bother with his taser, he knew Star and Angel were prepared to back him up if something went awry.  He simply locked his fists together and wound back to give the unscrupulous uncle a massive blow to the back of his head.  Hunched over to fuck into the upraised rump of the slave beneath him, Alexander Shishkin flew sideways from the blow, unconscious.  Star and Angel cuffed and gagged him the same as Georgi.

Concerned about Sophia’s whereabouts, Sergei quickly swept through the display area, the merchandise storage area, the two restrooms, and back to the office.  “No sign of Sophia Shishkin or Yelena,” he muttered.  “Just two cunts still being processed.”

Star grimaced and silently pointed to the shuddering, squirming woman on the office floor amidst the scattered blonde hair.

“He worked quick,” Angel said in a flat tone.  “She’s been subdued, placed in cuffs, shaved, collared, and fucked.  The only thing missing is her slave registration and ownership tattoos.”

“According to this folder,” Star said while holding up the file on Blaze, “the hairless cunt before us is Blaze and by the empty RFID probes on the desk, its already been chipped.”

Sergei finally recognized the sister that he’d followed into her slaver establishment.  “Guess ten minutes was too long,” he muttered to Sophia.  “Angel, get this one into the other room and finish its processing.  Since all four now belong to us, add our Russian Ponygirl logo on each rump.  Star, gather up all four identity folders so we can start making up new bills of sale transferring ownership to us.”

He paused and looked at the weeping form below him.  “Thanks to the amazing business model created by the Shishkin twins, we have irrefutable proof of ownership of all four of these Black Collar slaves.”

“Hoooo!” Sophia protested to no avail.  Sergei ignored her complaints with a smirk.  She now wore a Black Collar and RFID chips identifying her as non-human chattel.  The complaints, fears, and opinions of chattel meant nothing to any slaver.

**********

An hour later, three naked Black Collar slaves (the Ryabov twins and Biscuit) were stuffed into the hotel’s rental car.  All were cuffed, gagged, and hooded.  All three were now hairless and sported 3/4-inch gold rings in their nasal septums, both ears, their nipples, and their clits.  Additionally, Sergei had grinned as he directed Star to find some gold bells from the merchandise in the storage room and hang them from Biscuit and Blaze’s nipples.  The other two, Pixie and Misty, were more fortunate, at least for the moment. 

Star had finished the processing of Blaze, Sophia Shishkin, and left her bound over a rape frame.  When Sergei pointed to the fat, inflatable ball gag in Blaze’s mouth, Star removed it.

Sergei pulled up a chair and sat down by Sophia’s down-hanging head.  “This is quite a mess you find yourself in,” he said softly in a soft conversational tone.

Sophia grunted and wriggled her jaw back and forth to get her mouth and tongue back under control.  “You didn’t have to tattoo me,” she hissed.  “We could have renegotiated as you offered.”

Sergei smiled predatorily at the woman.  “Well, I warned you that in the future, if you turned down my offer in the hotel, that you wouldn’t be in the same negotiating position anymore.  So, renegotiation now is kind of a moot point.  That is a Black Collar on your neck and I didn’t put it there.  Plus, the RFID chip now in your ass would identify you as slave Blaze every time you passed by a scanner.  You’re a slave, … it’s a done deal.”

“Please,” Sophia begged, “take the other two women, let me and Yelena go free, and you can have everything in my accounts, … all of it.  It’s just over 250,000 Euros.  We’ll go into hiding to escape Alexey Zhukov and his thugs.  We can pay for surgery to remove the RFID chips and remove the tattoos.”

“Well, … the problem is that I still find myself dreadfully short of cunts in America.  I admit that Pixie and Misty will be fine additions to my stock.  The problem is that four matched bald Ponygirls would be far more useful than just one set.  Think how popular you bitches will be with our paying customers.”

“Nooo!” she screamed.  “Please!  My storeroom is full of top-quality bondage, slave, and fetish gear,” she offered desperately.  “Take it all, I can have movers here today crating everything up for shipment to the United States.”

The offer was enough to make Sergei stop and consider what he could do with all their bondage gear.  “And, what about Alexey Zhukov?”  He replied as he realized the twins would still be in a bad situation.  “That offer leaves you with nothing to bring to the negotiation table with Alexey Zhukov,” Sergei responded softly.  “The way I see it, … he’ll either torture you two to death as an example to others or sell Biscuit and Blaze as top-quality cunt to the highest bidder.”  He paused and added, “Either way, he would have both of you getting a lot of practice using all three of your cock sleeves far more than you ever imagined.”

Sophia sagged down in horror.

“What if I keep Yelena permanently as my Black Collar property and export you to the United States the same way?” Sergei offered.  “On the flight over the Atlantic Ocean, I can take off your collar and you can enter the United States using Blaze’s original identity as a free woman just as we originally offered.  That way Alexey Zhukov will never trace you leaving Russia or entering the United States.”

“Bbut, you’d keep my sister forever?” she asked tearfully.  After a moments hesitation, she added, “No, that won’t work.  I can’t abandon my sister.”

“Gag her,” Sergei ordered Star.  “Mount her on one of the frames in the other room.”

Sergei approached the 6-foot-4-inch form of Georgi in the other room.  He knelt down next to his cuffed form and said, “Georgi, do you know who I am?  I was a friend of your father, Vasily.”

Angrily, Georgi looked hard at Sergei, grunted and then nodded.

“Your uncle fucked things up here in Russia.  He was going to sell your sisters to Alexey Zhukov and steal your family business.  Do you understand that?”

Georgi was silent for long moments and then he nodded slowly.

“Yelena is now not-Yelena, you were tricked into making her into Biscuit,” Sergei asserted softly.  “You tattooed her, paddled her, and then fucked her real good.  You did a good job Georgi, even though you were tricked.”

Georgi’s eyes opened wide and he looked about for Biscuit.

“No, Georgi, Biscuit isn’t here; she’s outside now.  She’ll be going to America with me to escape your uncle and the really bad slaver that wants to kill all of you.”

“Unnnn!” Georgi protested.

“The problem is that this rump here beside us belongs to another new slave, it’s not-Sophia, now named Blaze,” Sergei said while softly rubbing Sophia’s exposed rump.  “She needs to be properly tattooed, paddled into submission, and then she needs your special introductory fuck.  Do that, and you can come to America with us and get all the cunt you want, … every single day, … as much as you want.  We will have a full stable of bitches, including not-Yelena and not-Sophia.  You’ll have to wear a collar but I guarantee you all the cunt you want to dominate plus new acquisitions for you to help process.”

Georgi had a hard time building that thought in his head.  He closed his eyes and remembered every single hard thrust he made into not-Yelena (Biscuit), Pixie, and Misty.  He grinned at the thought of their tight twats.  “I haven’t done that to not-Sophia yet,” he realized.  He opened his eyes and nodded.

Sergei also nodded and then he added, “Just so you understand, you will have full access to lots of top quality pussy with Green, Red, and Black Collars.  Plus, you can pick anyone of them to spend the night in your room, … including not-Yelena and not-Sophia.  Can you imagine having sex all night long with such amazing bitches?”

Georgi’s eyes opened wide.  He nodded more vigorously at the thought of daily access to quality cunt.

Sophia couldn’t believe what she just heard.  The horrible situation became reality when her own brother swung a hard blow of the paddle to her left ass.  “Eiiii!” she screeched into her gag.  Blow followed blow until she hung lifeless on the rape frame.

“Are you my bitch, … my slave, … to do whatever I demand?” Georgi asked Sophia.

She was crying so hard she couldn’t understand the question quickly enough.  “Eiiii!” she screamed again as the paddling continued.

“Stupid cunt! Are you my bitch, … my slave, … to do whatever I demand?” Georgi demanded again.

Gasping for breath, Sophia nodded.  She knew full well that her brother would never, ever grant mercy to a slut that he was processing.  Only seconds later, she felt her brother move behind her and his massive cock head nudged its way around her labia.

“Wet,” Georgi observed with a happy grin.  “Not-Sophia is just another whore slave!”

“Unnghh!” Sophia grunted as Georgi slammed his cock hard into her slimy hole.  Sophia fully realized she was only wet from her body’s automatic response to the beating and a possible rape.  Her secretions were dripping down her thighs in her body’s unwilling preparation for a pending rape.   “Eiiii!” she cried.

Her brother was relentless with new cunt.  Sophia knew that her first rape would last at least 30 minutes and by then, she’d be reduced to a quivering, nerveless, mindless mess from her orgasms.  Sophia heard a tinkling, ringing sound each time her body lurched from another pistoning drive of his cock into her sex.  “Unnghh!” she grunted and then cried in additional humiliation in realization that while she was being tattooed and having her body pierced, one of Sergei’s women had put Ponygirl bells on her newly pierced nipples.

“Master, what are you going to do with them?” Star asked softly in his ear as Georgi cuffed Sophia’s limp body and pulled a slave hood over her head.

Sergei glanced at Angel as she stripped down and bent over the padded bar of the rape frame in place of Sophia.  He kicked off his shoes and unbuckled his pants. 

“Fuck me, Master, Angel moaned as she reached back to pull her ass cheeks apart.  Her pussy and anal star appeared to wink at him.

The Russian slaver centered his cock on Angel’s puffy labia and muttered over his shoulder, “If Sophia had abandoned her sister, then I would have whipped her as a treacherous cunt and both would be Black Collar slaves for life.  As it is, with the windfall from their huge stock of merchandise, probably worth at least 100,000 Euros, and the two new slaves, … I’ll put Red Collars on both over the Atlantic with their falsified bill of sale papers indicating one year left on their sentences with a clause for early release in six months if they have impressed us with perfect performance as slaves.”  He grinned at Star, “Now, … go away and let me fuck your sister.”  Like Georgi, he thrust hard into a blonde bitch’s pussy.  Unlike the new slaves, Angel had very talented inner muscles that pulsed as Sergei’s cock moved in and out. 

“Ahhhh!  Yes, Master!  Harder, please!” Angel cried in between grunts of pleasure.  “Ohhh, … Master!  You’re my God!  You fuck me sooooo goood!”


7.  An Untimely Terrorist Strike

Mariana Powers snarled in anger over the media coverage of the most recent terrorist strike. 

The newscaster described in sorrowful tones how the cell of an as yet unidentified terrorist group set off a series of large explosive charges during an armed attack against a major police station.  Between the explosions and the following firefight with automatic weapons, seven police officers, three suspects awaiting trial on terrorism charges, and a burglary suspect being processed for arrest were killed in the attack.  Also confirmed dead were five of the nine suspect terrorists; all women.  The four surviving terrorists were captured and were in custody awaiting a first hearing.

The newscaster reported counter-terrorism experts claimed the attack in Philadelphia was almost certainly planned and executed by one of the anti-enslavement groups that had become very active during the last few months.  Experts estimated at least one anti-slavery terrorist cell was active in every state.

“Who approved this disaster?” the 36-year-old raven-haired beauty demanded.  “They haven’t released any names yet but I’ll bet it’s one of our cells.  Nine people in an action cell tells me they had our same structure.”

Neither Lori Neville, her assistant/deputy, or Alaya Farrington, her lawyer, responded to the question.

“Mariana, calm down,” Alaya tried to sooth her long-time friend.  “We can quietly have some of our sources ask their law enforcement contacts to at least get us the booking photos of the four captured women and the death shots from the women killed in the firefight.”

Mariana turned to the plump blonde, paused for a deep breath, and continued in a softer tone, “I hope that neither of you knew that any of our cells were planning to use explosives and automatic weapons to directly engage police forces.  So far, I’ve only approved limited non-lethal midnight IED strikes against ATM machines of major banks, empty post offices, city halls well after working hours, and law offices that are promoting judicial enslavement.  No strikes were ever authorized if we discovered nighttime staff were working at the targeted site.”  She paused to catch her breath.  “The Law has already passed in the House and if this tilts the Senate to finally approve The Law, I swear I’ll find a way to expose and judicially enslave anyone responsible for planning or executing this fiasco.”

Lori Neville, Mariana Powers’ deputy and the agent most responsible for administrative leadership in the covert anti-enslavement act movement, remained silent and prayed there was no confirmable link between herself and the rogue cell she created and carefully nourished into the most radical element in the movement.  “This whole thing was my idea,” she mused.  “For my sake, all the survivors better be the ones that only knew the cell leader.  If she’s dead, there are no links to me.”

Belatedly, she realized that she’d just recently learned that Mariana’s daughter Aviana had joined that same cell.  “Was she one of the attackers?  Oh, shit!  I hope not!  Nine females were previously identified as the whole strike force.  Aviana would make the ninth member.  Shit!  Mariana is not a forgiving soul.”

Alaya Farrington likewise remained silent.  For security reasons, only she and Mariana knew of her connections to the terrorist organization.  Alaya had known all along that Aviana despised the whole concept of judicial enslavement and also knew exactly when daughter joined the most radical cell and the attack plans of that cell.


8.  Undercover Fiasco

Across town from the destroyed police station in central Philadelphia, FBI Regional Counter-Terrorism Operations Agent in Charge, Kayne Lawson sat stony-faced in an interview room on one side of a long steel table bolted securely to the floor.  At 38, he’d retired from the U. S.  Army as a Warrant Officer when he finished his twentieth year of service.  Twenty long years in mostly counter-extremist assignments in special operations had been enough.  He’d told the FBI recruiter as his military retirement approached, “I’ve had enough of shit-hole countries where we go undercover searching, finding, and killing high-value targets before they can operationalize strikes against our homeland.  It was a grueling, never-ending job.  I want a domestic assignment and that means the FBI.”

With his many special operations skills along with advanced degrees in Middle East Studies, International Relations, and Jurisprudence, all earned via correspondence through the military, the retiring Chief Warrant Officer was exactly what the FBI was looking for.  Now, only eight years later, he was newly promoted as Regional Agent in Charge of Counter-Terrorism Operations and responsible for the entire north-east corridor.

Beside him, 36-year-old Aleksandra (Alex) Richardson sat emotionally distraught and barely holding her emotions in check.

“You know this is a serious class ‘A’ clusterfuck, Alex,” Kayne said in a quiet tone.  “I’ll find out the details when your undercover agent gets here, … but, … I don’t see any upsides.  This is totally FUBAR.”

Alex gulped at the obvious truth to his statement.  “Please, boss, at least wait until we get Cloe’s side of the story.”

Kayne turned to glare at his subordinate.  “Shut the fuck up!  No excuses, … no bullshit!  Right now, I’m so fucking mad I could twist off your fucking incompetent brainless head and shove it up your ass!”

The steel door of the room opened and two FBI agents in black tactical gear dragged in a hooded female in orange coveralls and slippers.  Her wrist cuffs were locked to a chain loop tight around her waist and her ankles were also shackled to a short hobble chain.  The woman shuffled into the room.  The two agents secured her waist chain to the one bolted from the steel table to a floor anchor.  They pulled off the hood and stepped back against the wall.  They remained alert, weapons at the ready.

Agent Aleksandra Richardson spoke in a quivering voice, “Sir, this is Cloe Woods.  She is 26 and a third-year law student.  She sustained two minor gunshot wounds during the firefight last night and she has been charged with resisting arrest and injuring a police officer when she was forcibly handcuffed and arrested.  Forensics is incomplete on determining who each shooter killed or injured.  Oddly, her weapon hadn’t been fired and it was missing a firing pin.”

Kayne looked at the severe black gag and head harness.  He looked to the two FBI agents.  “Gentlemen, please lose the gag and give us some time alone with the suspect.”

“Alright, they’re gone, … let’s stop the bullshit Miss. Richardson and figure out how Miss. Woods ended up participating in a raid on a police headquarters.  There will be no holding back on the truth and no crap about wanting legal representation.  By God!  Your only other option is a cold black hole 6 feet deep.  You can still die of ‘complications’ from your wounds.”

Kayne reached forward to turn on a set of cameras and audio pick-up microphones that he’d personally set up on the steel tabletop.  “Present for an initial after-action interview is Cloe Woods, FBI undercover agent.  In addition, her immediate supervisor, FBI Supervisory Agent Aleksandra Richardson is also present.  Cloe, at this point in the after-action investigation, you are not authorized to know my name beyond that of being more senior than your supervisor.  The recordings will be classified SECRET and at this time, access is strictly limited to myself and the Director.”

“Proceed!”

Cloe moved her jaw about to loosen muscles long cramped from the abusive gag.  “Uhhhh, I guess I should start with my assignment.” 

“Alright, keep it simple this first time through.  We can dig deeper after I get a feel for the operation and what you think happened last night,” Kayne commanded in a terse tone.

After a moment, she shrugged and began, “Okay, … simple it is.  About two months ago, Agent Richardson divulged that she had some very tenuous evidence that seemed to implicate a well-known heiress as leader of a group seemingly focused on stonewalling any movement toward approval of the Judicial Enslavement Act, … an act which remains deadlocked in the Senate Judicial Committee.”  She paused to gather her next words.  “The problem is, this woman, Mrs. Mariana Powers, a widow, is also a very generous socialite with millions donated to charities.  And, get this, she has somehow managed to get the sole tentatively approved application for a Judicial Enslavement Site License and an accredited Livestock Facility in the entire U. S.  She banked on the chances of The Act’s approval several years ago and retained the most famous Ponygirl Slaver and Trainer in Europe to design and assist in construction of a massive facility they have spent millions building.  According to our analysts, the site is essentially completed and he’s already listed as Chief Operations Officer on the incorporation documentation for something named the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.”

“This suspect is our only lead and it’s tenuous at best,” Supervisory Agent Aleksandra Richardson asserted.  “Even if she leads a group actively campaigning against The Act, that doesn’t make her a leader of a terrorist group.”

Cloe took a deep breath during the brief interruption.  “She, … Miss. Richardson, also had legally collected phone logs and conversations that potentially implicated a local hothead here at the Law School.  There really wasn’t a connection to Mrs. Powers and neither party implicated themselves.  Nonetheless, as our best lead in the case and since my cover as a loudmouthed, politically active, and somewhat radical law student at the same college is pretty ironclad, … I was tasked to befriend the hothead and get close to her.”

Cloe stopped and again collected her thoughts.  “It was easy, … I took my time and found that she was both approachable and emotionally vulnerable.  So, I gained her confidence.  Yes, she was in a different Law School cohort but we had similar backgrounds, … conversations occurred about the unfairness of slavery, and yada, yada, yada, … long story short, we clicked.”  She peered at Kayne and admitted.  “Yeah, it took some public non-dates, then public and private real dates, and finally intimate time together to break down the final barriers.  Yeah, sex was involved.  Pretty hot sex, I might point out.  Then, two days ago, she invited me to a small meeting.  I had to wear a hood to and from the location.  Everyone was masked and I didn’t learn anyone’s identities beyond my sole contact.  I was able to get a fast update to Miss. Richardson to confirm the probable existence of an eight-person terrorist cell led by her suspect at the Law School.  They were clearly planning something but I had no idea of the type attack, the seriousness of the attack, or the who, what, when, where, and why.  Plus, nothing to link upward to a central figure like Mrs. Powers or another sub-leader in the group.”  She took a deep breath and added, “We talked about the development, Miss. Richardson and I, and decided we needed to find out who the group reported to.”

After a moment, she continued.  “Then, a big break came yesterday at noon when she brought me back to her apartment.  Oh, of course, yes, I’d been there before where we had sex and I thought that was on the agenda yesterday.  Previously, I planted some bugs and searched the place.  But nothing incriminating was discovered.”

“Whew!” she gasped and took a couple of deep breaths.  “Anyway, other than just my contact, two other cell members were already there, masked of course, and in black combat gear with automatic weapons.  They stripped off my clothes, did a thorough cavity search, and dressed me in black.  I acted happy to go along with them as, what I soon discovered, the ninth member of their group.  Look, they took my cell phone and there was no way to contact anyone beforehand.  The four of us went down a private staircase to the apartment garage.  There was a van with five other females, also in black combat gear with lots more weapons and gear.”

“They gave me a gun, … some kind of AK, … a 103, I think.  Anyway, I end up waiting outside the police parking lot with a military grade automatic weapon and three of the women with me.  No, … I had no fucking idea who they were or what was gonna happen.  Then, all of a sudden, it seems the whole world is getting blown up.  Some of the other five women must have been demolition experts cause at least a dozen IEDs went off.  One whole side of the building just blew out.  I went in through the walls with our group and down into the basement where the jail cells were located.  Our targets were three women prisoners that were supposedly from another cell.”  Cloe stopped again and glanced at her boss.  “I was told to ‘fire them up’ if we couldn’t get them out.  No shit boss!  Instead, I planned to fire off my entire clip at the cell members if it looked like they were gonna start killing people.”

She sighed.  “Boss, I really need a stiff drink.  This fucking thing quickly turned into a nightmare.  We got down two levels to the cells and some cops showed up from the other end of the floor.  A pretty heavy firefight started, and I turned my weapon on the three girls with me.  Nothing fucking happened.  They must have given me an AK without a firing pin or dummy ammo.”  She shook her head.  “One of the girls wasn’t engaging the cops.  She turned and emptied 30 rounds into the cell with the three prisoners.  It was a massacre.”

“I got hit a couple of times, threw my fucking useless weapon away, and got down on my knees.  The charge of resisting or shooting back is pure bullshit.”

Cloe paused to swallow and catch her breath.  “As far as I know, the three prisoners and the three terrorists with me were killed.  I don’t know what else happened and I don’t know what happened to the cell leader or even which one was the leader.  That’s it in a nutshell.  End of story.  Now, I’m wearing an orange jumpsuit and still undercover.”

After a long silence, Alex cleared her throat and glanced at her boss.  She turned back to her undercover agent.  “Cloe, seven cops, a burglary suspect, and the three jailed suspect terrorists died in the attack.  Plus, the three girls with you down in the cells died along with two other members of the strike team, probably the demo experts.  The cell leader and your contact are among the dead.  We’ve identified the other three surviving cell members as 42-year-old Mrs. Nannie Eastwood, 32-year-old Mrs. Rosina Gallegos, and 18-year-old Aviana Riley a college student.  The first two are currently married housewives with kids and no priors of any kind, not even parking tickets.”

“Fuck!” Cloe whispered.  “Maybe they were like me, roped in at the last minute as sympathizers and used as cannon fodder.”

“Possibly,” Agent Aleksandra Richardson answered with a shrug.  “We’re still waiting on a lot of weapon forensics.”

“Sixteen dead,” Kayne whispered.  “Keep in mind that 16 souls were lost last night and you two were in the thick of it.” 

“Here’s the deal, Cloe,” Special Agent in Charge Kayne Lawson interjected into the following awkward silence, “you are still on the case.  Your immediate focus is to very carefully move toward determining if this Mrs. Eastwood and Mrs. Gallegos were fully committed terrorists or just thrown into the mission unprepared like you.” 

“Okay, but it ain’t gonna be easy.  Tensions are pretty high right now here in the federal lockup.  The guards have been pretty rough and they pushed me around a bit.  They’ve been threatening full hands-on, no-holds-barred interrogation.”

Kayne sighed.  “I’m sure that’s true but you know I can’t interfere with the guards to make things easier without tipping our hand about your undercover role.”

Cloe Woods blanched.  “Fuck!  Boss, that sucks a lot.”

Finished with his instructions, Agent in Charge Kayne Lawson had Cloe Woods taken back to her cell.

Two hours later, Kayne called Alex into an empty office in the federal building.  “I just got word that the Senate has already moved the Judicial Enslavement Act out of committee and called for a special session of the entire Senate.  They will almost certainly overwhelmingly pass the act before midnight tonight.  As you know, the President has lobbied hard for the act and he will probably sign the law before dawn tomorrow.  The Act will probably enter into force within just a few days of signing by the President.  A Task Force that stood up several months ago created an oversight structure for daily operations and oversight of The Act.  It will be a new bureau under the Justice Department named the Federal Bureau of Livestock Management, the FBLM.”  He shook his head.  “There may well be a reorganization within weeks because we’ve already heard of it being mistaken for the Interior Department’s Federal Bureau of Land Management.  People are such a bunch of fucking cretins!”

“Alex, I have to tell you straight out, this bullshit last night is absolutely the final straw that moved the law into force; and it was completely your fucking fault!  The Director is going batshit and he doesn’t want the FBI’s involvement discovered in the death of 16 Americans and the most policemen killed in a single event since 911.  Like most of us in the FBI, we’ve been dead set against this law and the immoral impact it will have on America.”

“Oh, fuck!” Alex moans.

“Yes, that’s right,” Kayne tells Alex.  “I’ve been forced to draft up the very first writs of Judicial Enslavement.  Cloe and the three surviving terrorists will be lifetime non-persons by about 8:00 tomorrow morning.  Because of the attack, and the Senate’s decisive action, the Director intervened with a federal judge to approve the sole qualifying existing application for a Judicial Enslavement license and facility.  There have been lots of applications, but none that met the pending standards except that one.  Thus, for expediency in punishing all involved, your prime suspect, Mrs. Mariana Powers is currently the only holder of an approved Operator’s License for a livestock facility and her CEO now has a Federal Enslavement License.  Plus, they are pre-approved to immediately acquire up to twelve American livestock.  The President himself called Mrs. Powers and confirmed all this.  With no other bidders yet licensed, new livestock will be made available to NLEC at an artificially low set price.   I’m positive that she’ll take possession of her new property beginning at noon tomorrow.  Thus, Cloe will continue on the case as registered livestock, like it or not.”

“Fuck!” agent Aleksandra (Alex) Richardson whispered.  “Once the case is solved, can we get Cloe freed?”

“The act clearly states that once a free person is permanently enslaved by a federal judicial decree, they will never regain legal status as humans.  Apparently, it’s also impossible for a non-human to file an appeal.”  He paused and then added, “There is some room for changing a slave’s status after they self-enslave when presented with the certainty of facing a formal judicial enslavement hearing.”

“Oh, shit!” she exclaimed.

“Just so you get a hint about how strongly the President feels about the passage of the Judicial Enslavement Act, he personally directed the Attorney General and the FBI Director to pick a couple other, … as he called them, … ‘cunts’, to join the terrorists.  So, the first ‘livestock’ will be female drug traffickers and terrorists.”

“Yikes, things are really changing fast,” Aleksandra responded.

“That’s not all,” Kayne Lawson, announced.  “I was ready to call for an immediate formal disciplinary hearing on your role as Supervisory Agent in Charge of this investigation and the operation that just failed so miserably,” he stated in a cold tone. 

“No, please!” Alex begged.

“Well, you’re lucky!” Kayne spit out.  “The Director overruled my recommendation.  He wants you to pay for this royal fuckup, but it needs to stay out of the media.”

“What does that mean,” she asked with tears running down her cheeks.

“You either agree to a demotion, or we move you immediately to an off-site black site where you never return to the United States.”

Alex imagined the kind of facility that would be outside the United States.  She shuddered.  “As a prisoner?”

Kayne shrugged his shoulders.  “Who knows at this point, … probably, … he’s fucking furious.”

“I’ll take the demotion.”

“Perfect!  That makes things a lot easier.  As a current Supervisory Agent, you revert to your previous position, … as an Undercover Agent like Chloe.  You are still using your previous cover name with no ties to federal law enforcement?”

“Yes.”

“Good, then you will be working side-by-side with Cloe Woods.  You will report directly to me.”

Alex sat there in disbelief.  Her bladder let loose and urine poured out of her seat to drip onto the floor.

Kayne reached down to the floor where a package had been hidden behind the desk.  He set the package on the desk and pulled his service revolver from his holster.  He set it on the desk, barrel pointing toward Aleksandra as evidence of his serious intent.  “You will immediately strip down and dress with the items in this package,” he commanded in a no-nonsense tone.  “As you guessed, like Cloe, you will be moved to a holding cell.  You see, among the writs of Judicial Enslavement is another name, an Aleksandra (Alex) Richardson, arrested and charged with planning a second, unrelated terrorist strike on behalf of Russian separatist extremists.”  He smiled at Aleksandra, “You should be pleased, the Director has already drafted a challenge to the new law for a secret law enforcement exemption allowing for Director-level reinstatement of undercover agents that were Judicially Enslaved as part of an approved law enforcement action.”

Alex had already taken off her shoes and socks.  She was loosening her slacks when she heard that last statement.  “You fuck!  What are the odds that the Director will avow this mission?”

“In all honesty, Alex, I think that depends on how effectively you are able to destroy this terrorist operation whether it’s run by Mrs. Mariana Powers or not.  You will be a loose end that he’d rather terminate than let knowledge of FBI involvement in this fiasco get out into the public.”

“Now, get those clothes off!  Cloe’s big jiggling ‘D’ cups will appeal to Mrs. Powers’ Russian slaver.  Let’s see how well you’ve kept yourself in shape.

“Bastard!”  Alex snarled when she ended up naked with the package of clothing held out of her reach.

“I was worried that at 36 you wouldn’t get picked by the Russian.  But, … you’ll do.” He laughed and added, “It’s a shame you’re not a natural blonde.  Maybe we can get that unruly brown bush shaved off before you leave in the morning.”

“Fuck!”

“I fully intend to get a membership in Mrs. Powers’ Ponygirl Ranch facility.  We’ll figure out some way to communicate on the case.  Maybe I’ll take you for a run in a pony cart.”

“You really are a bastard, aren’t you?”


9.  One Month Earlier Outside Moscow

Sergei Kozlov examined the stacks of notarized documents and engineering drawings spread out across the polished wood desktop in front of him.  The 32-year-old read and appraised each and carefully organized the reviewed papers into groups.  Finally, after more than an hour, he sat back with a sigh.

A naked, collared blonde knelt quietly on each side of Sergei’s chair.

“Master,” the eldest of the two slaves whispered as she looked up quizzically to her owner, “is everything complete?”

Unbidden, and silent, the blonde slave’s younger sister rose from the other side of the leather chair with languid grace and moved behind her master to softly massage his tense shoulders.  She intentionally thrust out her chest to rub her swollen nipples across the back of his neck.  “Mmmm,” she purred.  “Beloved Master.  Is all well with your plan?”

“Ahhhh,” Sergei responded.  “Yes, my beautiful and talented slaves.  We will soon embark on a great adventure in the decadent west.”

“Mmmm, … Master, that’s wonderful,” Star answered as she also shifted unbidden to kneel between her Master’s spread knees.  Her hands first stopped to rest on his thighs.  “So, your businesses here are all sold to your satisfaction?” she whispered as her hands slid slowly up to her Master’s zipper.  Skillfully, from long practice, her fingers deftly moved Sergei’s zipper down so she could fish out his already thickening cock.  Her hands began to slide up and down the man’s cock with light, teasing strokes. 

Sergei hissed as his slave, also his talented Slave Training Mistress, licked the crown of his dick before sinking face-down on the rigid shaft.  “Ohhhh, my lovely pet,” he hissed.  “Yes, everything is sold, funds have been transferred, and we are now at last free of any Russian business ties.”

The beautiful blonde brought her lips away from her Master’s dick.  “And those obnoxious American bitches have agreed to all your counterproposals and are on schedule with the construction and slave licenses?”

The fingers of Sergei’s right hand slipped through his slave’s long blonde hair even as he resisted humping his hips to drive his needy cock into her gullet.  Instead, he tightened his grasp and pulled Star’s face upward.

With a soft squeal of pain, Star reluctantly drew her lips off Sergei’s cock with a pop.  “Sorry, Master,” she gasped as he pulled harder on her hair while forcing her face further upward.  “I admit I don’t like them,” she confessed.  “They were rude and bossy in the video chats with you, Master.  Punish me, but I still wish I could slap the smirks off their faces and then put your collar on them.  I could quickly get them compliant, properly responding to cock or pussy, and in prime running form after a few hundred miles on the track.”

Sergei silently glared at the 23-year-old who was his most prized possession before he sighed and thrust her mouth back toward his cock.  “Suck me off!” he hissed in exasperation.  “Discipline!  Focus!  Keep your emotions under control!  We must remember that those three rich and influential American whores are our partners and between us we’ve invested tens of millions of dollars and three years on this project.”  He rocked her skull up and down for a long moment, savoring the sensations of her tongue and the gateway to her gullet on his cock.  “Your emotions risk our business plans in the west!  We will be the first and most extensive slaving facility in the entire United States.”

After rolling his eyes at his slave’s skillful attention to his dick, he added, “You should both be thankful that the buyers of my Ponygirl training facility here in Russia agreed to let me keep you two cum sluts out of the deal or you would have remained behind as slaves in our old business.  They were most unhappy to lose a well-known Ponygirl Trainer as well as the top-ranked national Ponygirl runner.”

“Hmmm, hmmm,” Star hummed happily at the good news as she continued ministering to her Master’s straining cock with all her skill.  The slobber drooling from her lips lubricated the long fuckstick and in one long lunge, her lips dropped all the way down to her Master’s wiry pubic hair.  She gurgled and wriggled her head as her way of defeating the gag complex.

“Hmmmm, hmmmm, hmmmm,” Star began a rhythmic vibration of her mouth.  With a grunt she rose up quickly, gasped for a single explosive breath, and inhaled the 9-inch weapon once again.  Then, she began to stroke the fuckstick vigorously with both hands as she moved to rapid, and shallower, cocksucking moves. 

Sergei moaned in happiness at the skilled cocksucker’s mouth.  When they first met, he had already built a very lucrative and very illegal specialty business capturing, breaking, and training women as ponies, … trained Ponygirls for rich clients.  Later, he expanded his business into capturing and training general use sex slaves.  Sometimes it was a cheating spouse that an upset husband paid to have kidnapped and vanished without a trace.  Most often it was cunt captured from outside Russia.  His illegal training and racing facility had been located an hour outside of Moscow and there he moved dozens of unwilling women from freedom to slavery.  As soon as the Russian Judicial Enslavement Act was signed, bribes to certain corrupt officials that had been customers allowed for his site to be quietly switched from illegal, unregulated use to a fully legal facility. 

“Then, before I became legal, fully five years ago, I found out grubby Chechen slavers were hunting potential slaves among young women at a university in Kiev,” he remembered.  “One team grabbed four blonde Ukrainian college girls to sell as sex slaves.  Star had been one of the four blondes, nabbed while walking home from her university classes and thrown into a van.  She was gagged, bound, and stuffed into a burlap slave sack in less than a minute by the experienced Chechen slavers.”

It was her 18th birthday when Sergei found the girl naked and almost unscathed; chained by her neck to a timber column in the basement of an abandoned garment factory outside Moscow.  Luckily, the Chechens had recognized the value of the four blondes and went through the trouble of bringing them unscathed to Moscow for a better price.  Even so, the stupid Chechens who were used to providing cunt to the low-end, inexpensive spectrum of whoremongers had moved the girls to a market frequented by street pimps and whore masters of the lowest end of the Russian sex trade.  She was destined to be chained to a bed in a cheap whorehouse somewhere in Russia.  A fate very similar to others captured by the Chechens.

Sergei was prowling for a bargain in the dingy slave market and was not expecting to stumble across any jewels in the rough.  He was pleasantly surprised at discovering the woman and she only cost him 10,000 euros.  Sergei didn’t know her real name at the time and he didn’t care.  Once broken to the whip and exercised on a walker, he gave the blonde a proper Russian Ponygirl name, Звезда (Zvezda or Star).

Irritated at his nostalgic musing, Sergei again grabbed Star’s long blonde hair in an unrelenting grip.  He pulled her off his cock and threw her away to his side.  “Mount yourself, Angel!” he commanded in a harsh voice to the other blonde slave. 

A squeal of happiness came from the younger sister as she artlessly scampered around the chair.  She spread her legs on either side of her Master and grabbed his wet cock with one hand while steadying herself with the other.  “Ohhhh!” she moaned in bliss as she skewered herself.  “Ahhhh, yesss!” she cried as her hips corkscrewed to set the dick all the way into her wet cunt sheath.

Roughly manhandling her lush breasts, Sergei couldn’t help but admire the younger sister.  Angel was two years younger than Star but the two were nearly identical.  “I can’t believe how lucky I was in personally acquiring the second sister, and on her 18th birthday just like her sister,” he mused.  His right hand abandoned the fleshy orb and ran down the woman’s long blonde hair, the perfect pale skin of her back, and caressed her butt cheek in an almost brutal grip.

“Ohhhh, … yes, Master,” Angel sighed softly.  “Ppleasee, fuck this slut hard, … give your slave no mercy.  Punish her with your cock!”

Sergei smiled at the demands of his young slave.  “At the time, I had Star running on my pony courses for almost two years,” he remembered fondly, “and then I realized how important her genes were to my business.  I absolutely had to acquire the younger sister as well.  Plus, she was ripe for the plucking at 18, just as Star had been.”  He remembered the unusual move he made to kidnap Angel himself instead of contracting the job to outsiders.  “I gave her to Star,” he thought with a smile.  “Star’s first time as a Ponygirl Trainer was breaking in her own sister, beginning with the whip.  That’s when I gifted the young one with her own Russian Ponygirl name, Ангел (Angel in both Russian and English).”

“Master!” Star moaned where she’d landed on the floor.  “Please, punish me!”

Sergei ignored his panting Training Mistress and focused on the tight and slippery gash bouncing up and down on his cock.  “Yessss,” he moaned as he fought to keep his cum from releasing.  “I was very lucky,” he reminded himself as he tried to focus his mind elsewhere to prolong the bliss of fucking his Slavegirl.  “It’s been three years now since the Judicial Enslavement laws in Russia were passed.  Who would have thought my business could ever become fully legal and so profitable?”

Sergei slipped his arms under the thighs of his 21-year-old slave and stepped up off the chair.  Effortlessly, the former Spetsnez soldier kept his dick seated in her cunt while moving down to his knees.  The move brought Angel’s knees up to her ears and raised her cunt upward.  Sergei started to hammer as hard and quick as he could, also downward thrusting her torso, roughly using the defenseless twat, essentially raping his very willing sex slave.

The 32-year-old ex-soldier was still world famous for his Olympic Gold Medals earned in equestrian, biathlon, and triathlon events while an active-duty Special Forces (Spetsnez) soldier.  After representing Russia twice in the Olympics, he left the service and used his unique, and brutal military background along with his equestrian skills as he found his specialty niche as an illegal slaver and Ponygirl Master.


10.  A Luxury Flight to America (for some at least)
Blonde 31-year-old Sophia Skishkin, newly born as slave Blaze, was miserable.  She was strapped onto an airline seat unable to see what was going on about her and disoriented by the loud jet engine noise from just outside the fuselage section where she was secured.  Under the slave sack she was naked save for a pair of adult diapers that had been forced upon her.  Her hands and fingers were trapped in leather hand sacks stitched to locked leather-lined wrist cuffs held tightly to her waist by a belly chain with an added section of steel chain links leading from the small of her back, down between her legs, and back up to the belly chain near her belly button.   Her ankles were likewise cuffed with a very short, 6-inch, hobble chain between them.  Her entire body had been stuffed into a tight slave sheath that zipped up from her toes to the top of her head.  External straps at knees, waist, and chest were snugged tight.  The head area was opaque but the sheath around her torso and neck was open mesh to allow some outside air to circulate inside her temporary prison.
The new slave had been commanded by Star to behave herself while in the slave sack during the long flight.  “Then she freaking ring-gagged me,” she complained bitterly.  Her left rump and ass cheek still throbbed painfully from the brutal introduction to slavery paddling and her right rump from the newly inked slavery tattoos (one set worn by the original slave Blaze and the other the proof of her purchase by Master Sergei). Both sets were given to her by her own brother, Georgi, now Stud Slave Tiger.  Sophia wisely followed the command by Star and sat placidly while bound and helpless. 
Sergei Kozlov sat much more comfortably forward in the aircraft in his much more luxurious seat in the leased business-class jet.  Long and narrow, the jet’s body held a single row of those wide luxurious seats on each side of the center aisle.  In the forward-most section, the first row of seats faced backward and Sergei sat in row one.  Facing him in row two were Angel and Star dressed in sharp business attire and high heels.  Champagne glasses and snacks sat on a table-cloth-covered fold down table between them.  All three had a pleasant flight experience with two beautiful flight attendants that attentively provided for their needs.
The two very solicitous flight attendants were brunette Senior Flight Attendant Annette Vance, and her blonde Assistant Flight Attendant Tracy Ross.  Each beautiful, early 30’s woman wore matching colorful blue and white neck scarves, a military style starched white blouse with shoulder epaulettes, tight black dresses falling to 6 inches above their knees, and comfortable black low-heeled shoes.
At the halfway point on the long flight from Moscow to Baltimore, Sergei stood up and walked to the back where Georgi Shishkin sat full of nervous energy.  He was out of his element and struggling to find his usual focus.  Georgi wore his signature slippers, soft billowy pajama bottoms, and no top.  He grinned upward as Sergei walked up to him.
“Any of the five new bitches give you any problems?” Sergei asked.
Georgi frowned and thought about the question.  “No,” he answered sadly.
Sergei patted the hulking 6’4” giant on his shoulder.  “Don’t worry,” he whispered in Georgi’s ear, “I will deliver on my promise that you can have full use of all the cunt you want.  Give me a minute and you can play with one of the bitches you processed.”
Georgi’s sad face instantly changed to a wide grin.
The Russian turned to the next seat rearward and across the aisle from Georgi.  He reached down to a randomly selected slave sack and yanked down the zipper on the top of the bound woman’s slave sack.
After what seemed like hours, the zip at the top of her head was abruptly pulled down to below her naked breasts.  She blinked in the cabin light and scowled at the sight of Sergei Kozlov.  Sophia remained still while he loosened the sweaty leather head harness and pulled out the ring gag.  She wriggled her jaw muscles but refrained from cursing at him.  Sergei gently wiped away the drool, sweat, and tears from her eyes, nose, mouth, and chin.  Sophia cringed in reminder of the loss of her prized long beautiful blonde hair.
“Tilt your head back!” was Sergei’s terse command.  He had come prepared to deal with Sophia and her sister Yelena.
Sophia wept with relief when the Black Slave Collar was removed.  She blinked through tears at the sight of the Red Collar he held up in front of her face.  Then, … she nodded in resignation.  The coldness of the new collar encircling her neck was a rude reminder that she was utterly dependent on a Russian slaver’s word that she could be free in as little as six months. 
“Thank you,” she whispered, “for keeping your word so far.”  Then she added softly, “But, you’re still a fucking bastard for taking my slaves, my money, my business, and my freedom.”
Sergei smiled and caressed one of her exposed breasts.  He wrapped his fingers around the soft, compliant flesh and circled her nipple with a fingertip.  He grinned wider as the ringed nipple responded quickly to became fully engorged with blood.  “You refused a very reasonable offer back in the hotel,” he said sincerely.  “Then you refused to let me come into your warehouse with you to be sure it was safe.”  He shook his head in mock sympathy.  “When we finally got inside, we found that there were three fully enslaved new piglets and your own naked, hairless, cuffed, gagged, collared, RFID-chipped, and well-fucked self.”  He held his hands upward in a sign of ‘what could I do’ and added, “It was your poor decisions that led to you going from freedom to registered slave in just ten minutes.  All I did was turn Georgi loose to complete your transition with new tattoos and piercings.”
“You let my own brother fuck me!” she hissed back in anger.  Then, blood left her face pale in horror at the sight of her brother standing behind Sergei staring at her with lust.  “Oh!  Please, … no,” she whimpered.  “Not my own brother!   Not again!”
Sergei stepped back and turned to Georgi.  “Don’t let this cunt try to fool you with false words and promises.  It’s a Ponygirl named Blaze, truly not-Sophia.”  He waved Georgi forward, “I’m sure you remember her.  Be sure the bitch learns her place.  We hope to make a lot of money off her very lovely body.”
After a few steps forward in the aircraft cabin, Sergei stopped and turned back.  In just those few seconds, Georgi had already thrown not-Sophia, slave Blaze, over the back of the next seat, stripped down the slave sack, yanked down the adult diaper, and was preparing to stick his cock in his sister’s twat.  The slave sack, diaper, and his pajama bottoms were kicked aside toward the window.
Sergei held up a hand and Georgi paused.  “Blaze, just so that you know, the only reason you are wearing a Red Collar for the next six months instead of a permanent Black Collar is that you refused the offer of your freedom at the expense of Biscuit.  Keep that in mind when you think I’m a complete bastard.  I may be harsh but I honor promises and reward loyalty, especially to family.”
The Russian slaver nodded and Georgi surged his hips forward.
“Unghhh!” Blaze grunted as the long hard cock skewered its way deep into her belly.  “Still, … you, … are, … a, … bastard!” she spit out in between the forceful lunges her brother made as he stroked his 10-inch-cock deeply in and out of her twat.  She grimaced at the tinkling sound of her nipple bells.  “Fucker!” she grunted as he turned away.  Then louder, “You fucker!”
Sergei grinned all the way forward at the rhythmic ringing of the golden bells hanging from Sophia Shishkin’s sensitive nipples. 
“That’s a nice festive sound, Master,” Angel asserted with a wide grin.  “Always reminds me of Christmas.”
“Angel and I plus four Ponygirls, a round-heeled slut for a general use sex slave, and a Ponystud makes a nice start for stock at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center,” Star added.
“And, Master, the American government has promised you first choice on up to 12 more American slaves at a very favorable, fixed price,” Angel interjected.  “Politically, they are very eager to make it appear that the terrorist’s involved in yesterday’s bombing have been captured and everyone involved has been quickly and harshly punished.”
“Ohhhh,” Star moaned in near orgasmic expectation at the mere thought of handling so much fresh flesh, “so nice to have so much new stock.”
Sergei leaned back and sighed.  “Yes, indeed,” he replied with a look of fondness to his favorite, and very talented, slaves.
None of the three in charge of the destiny of the mentioned current and projected slaves noticed the look of horror and fascination on the face of Tracy, the blonde flight attendant.  She was standing just forward of their seats in the narrow galley beside the forward bathroom and locked access door to the pilot and copilot.
She was mesmerized by the loud tinkling of the bells from the naked slave’s wildly flailing breasts.  An American flight attendant working for a private flight service, she had almost no exposure to slaves other than quick glances at foreign airports or during overnight crew rest in hotels.  She walked woodenly past her primary clients and headed toward the blonde giant fiercely fucking the bald slave.  Tracy couldn’t believe the power of the stud’s thrusts into the helpless slave.
Behind her, co-flight attendant Annette started to jump forward with a hand out to stop her impulsive friend but was held to an abrupt stop when the blonde she was introduced to as Star motioned for her to stop.
Star silently held up her empty champagne glass and whispered, “A refill please, Annette, along with more of the chocolate covered fruit.  Please ignore your friend while she satisfies her curiosity.  After all, Tracy is an adult and we don’t mind what she does back there.”
The cute brunette flight attendant gulped and nodded.  She looked once more toward her blonde coworker before turning to the galley to open another bottle and prepare a small tray of fruit.
Georgi was blissfully counting his strokes into the now sloppy wet cunt before him while memorizing the feel of every clasping inch of its tight, velvety flesh that was caressing his cock.  He recognized the look, feel, and smell of the bitch as the fourth one he’d fucked that last night in Moscow.  At 200 strokes, he opened his eyes and was pleasantly surprised to see a blonde flight attendant beside him with a wide-eyed stare.
“I can’t believe you’ve been fucking that woman so hard for at least ten minutes nonstop,” Tracy gasped.  She couldn’t help but look at the red flesh of the woman’s ass where he tightly gripped her with his huge hands or the quivering jiggle of the butt flesh at each forward impact of his hips.  Then she looked at their junction to see the massive bludgeon of a cock slithering in and out of her friend’s distended pussy lips.  White lathered girl cum coated the man’s dick and her outer labia.  She gasped.  “It’s so big!”
Georgi simply nodded and whispered back as his hips continued a well-practiced rhythm. “Is nice tight twat on new slave.  I feel maybe four or five orgasms rippling through slaves belly.”
“Four?  Five?  Orgasms?  Truly?” Tracy wondered aloud in amazement.  She shifted forward a bit to observe the mottled red flush on the woman’s face, chest, and breasts.  “Natural D cups?” she whispered unthinkingly again as the massive fleshy orbs flew about.  Her eyes were momentarily locked onto the golden bells flashing in the cabin lights as they rotated wildly.
“Touch blonde bitch’s tits!” Georgi demanded when he observed her interest.  “Grip ‘em tight and pinch nipples!”
Without thought, blonde Tracy slipped sideways to kneel down on the seat Blaze was draped over and set both hands on the slave’s breasts.  She immediately felt the cool sweaty flesh pull away and then forced back into her loose grip from the grinning rapist’s thrusts that shook Blaze’s torso.
Georgi wasn’t much for romance or foreplay but the look of lust and fascination on the brunette’s face triggered a need of domination.  So, he leaned forward impulsively and softly kissed the woman’s lips.  Tracy’s lips were the first of a free woman that he’d ever kissed and the first real reciprocal kiss willingly returned.  When he was younger, his classmates wrongly considered him retarded and convinced the girls at school to stay away from him. 
When Tracy responded with her own eager tongue and lips, the extra lust triggered an unplanned burst of jism into Blaze’s cock sleeve.  His cock spurted cum into Blaze.  Georgi’s hands left Blaze’s butt cheeks and he reached forward to grasp the flight attendant’s face while his hips held his pulsing dick deep in Blaze’s twat. 
Tracy felt a flush of pure arousal deep in her stomach and felt her breasts swell in response to the kiss and the sexiness of her kneading manipulation of a chained and cuffed helpless slave’s breasts.  Then things began to happen too quickly for the lust infused and muddled brain of the usually staid and prim woman to follow.  She tried to pull back and slow things down, but he was too strong.
Georgi moved to swivel the opposite seat so that it swung to face the aisle.  Then, abandoning the gasping, quivering form of Blaze, he moved around the seat and swiftly slid the attendant’s dress upward.  Next, he swung her to straddle his waist as he fell backward into the just moved seat.  He returned to fiercely kissing the woman and they began a furious duel with their tongues.  While she was occupied, Georgi used his long experience disrobing women to unbutton her blouse and slide it down just over the top of her shoulders.  With a quick pinch, the front closure of her bra popped free exposing her generous breasts.  Then, while she was still fully engrossed in the frantic kissing and unaware that her breasts now hung free, Georgi tugged the zipper of her skirt down and rolled her skirt all the way up to her waist.
The Black Collared stud of a slave lifted her up few inches by setting one huge hand under her naked rump protected only by the thin and fragile black string of her thong-style panties and a tiny pouch covering her sex.  As her body rose, he shifted his lips to one of her rubbery teats and strongly sucked it into his mouth.
“Ahhhh!” Tracy responded with a surprised gasp of pleasure from her sensitive breast just before his over-sized cock head pushed aside the tiny pouch of black silk cradling her pussy and skewered its way into her now defenseless pussy.   “Eiiiii!” she screeched in surprise, initial pain, and then pure pleasure as the large head of his dick punched its way an inch into her tight sheath.
The wildly grinning slave effortlessly bounced her body up and down to better seat himself in her very tight pussy.  At the same time, his free hand yanked each side of her blouse fully down to her wrists, trapping them at her side.  He laughed aloud as his pubic bone crushed against hers; he had relentlessly fully seated his 10-inch bludgeon inside her belly in just that first long, continuous thrust.
The screech from the rear of the plane brought three pairs of female eyes to swiftly focus on the action at the rear of the jet.  Tracy’s naked torso was in full view as she was bounced up and down like a rag-doll.  Her blonde friend gasped at the wild and raw scene.
Star and Angel looked at each other and grinned knowingly at the sight.  They turned to look at Annette standing beside them in indignation.  She gasped as Star announced to Angel, “Thus another clueless slut is exposed to the world.  Hope the horny bitch is on birth control.”
Sergei simply looked once and grinned at Georgi’s near rape of the flight attendant.  He then calmly turned his attention back to his arrival paperwork at Baltimore International’s Immigration and Customs.  His only thought on the matter was a bit of surprise that the blonde rather than the absolutely beautiful brunette, an equally fat breasted Flight Attendant, had been the one mesmerized by Tiger’s rape of Blaze and trapped into being his next victim.  “Tiger has never failed to fuck any woman senseless and brainless once he gets his cock into their pussy,” he whispered loud enough for all three women to hear.
“If it were my choice, Annette, you’d be the one bouncing on my cock instead of your empty-headed friend,” Sergei observed with a smile and a glint of arousal in his eye.
Annette gasped and looked askance at the slaver.  Then, she stepped forward with the intention of interrupting the wild coupling.  She was stopped cold by a hand that tightly grasped her skirt.  She looked down to the Russian slaver.
“Go on if you want to join in,” he told her sternly, “otherwise stay back here where it’s safe.  When he’s in full rut, he can get you naked and squealing like a pig in just seconds.  Look what happened to your friend after just one long kiss.  He’s like a siren of legend with the specialty of luring women onto his cock and into slavery.”
At that moment, Georgi stood up in the aisle and the blonde flight attendant howled out another orgasm as her full weight brought her clit thumping down against the giant’s pubic bone.  The head of his long cock had also thumped into her cervix.
Her co-worker stared in astonishment at the whorish behavior of her normally reserved and staid roommate.
Tracy was gasping for breath as one earth-shattering orgasm swept immediately into another and then into a rolling, continuous series.  Finally, her eyes rolled back in her head and she passed out just as Georgi’s cock injected a generous load of creamy jism past the gates of her womb.
While Tracy was briefly unaware of her surroundings, Georgi reached over for Blaze’s discarded leather head harness and ring gag which he slipped over the blonde’s disheveled hair and nestled the leather-covered ring deep into her mouth.  Then he unwound the flight attendant’s blue and white silk scarf from her neck, used it to secure her elbows behind her back, and unbuttoned the cuffs of her blouse.  Before, she was again aware of her plight, she was seated on a blanket with her seatbelt tightly locked around her waist.  She was fully naked and she saw her recent ‘lover’ walking forward in the cabin with her clothing balled up in his hands.  She grunted in humiliation when the stud spoke to her roommate and handed off her clothing.  “Hnggth!” she shouted.
“Oh shut up!” the bald slave in the adjacent seat snapped at her.  “You got your cunt all worked up and juicy from watching me get raped.  You asked for it, … then you got what you wanted.  So, ... now we’re both naked with his cum running out of our ruined pussies.  Now, … it’s time for you to pay the price.”
“Pay the price?” Tracy wondered in astonishment.  “What the fuck is that?”  Then she saw her co-worker and roommate coming down the aisle toward her.  “Heee he!” she vocalized through the gag.
“Mistress, that’s gagspeak for ‘Free Me!’ but I don’t think that should be her immediate fate,” the bald woman asserted to Tracy’s brunette roommate.  “In fact, since she lured a Stud Slave into servicing her horny pussy through just a simple kiss, … that should be her name, … Kisses.”
“Kisses,” Annette mused aloud.  She nodded down at her friend and roommate, smirked, and whispered, “Yes, … her kisses got yourself a world-class fucking.  I never knew a woman could be so multi-orgasmic.  So, slut, … Kisses it is.”
Then, to blonde Tracy’s horror, her close friend waved what looked to be a stainless steel slave collar in front of her face.  Tracy yelped, “Hooo!” into the gag at the sight of the collar and linked steel chain leash attached to the collar.
“That’s a ‘No’ Mistress,” Blaze said in a snide tone.  “The round-heeled slut is trying to tell a Mistress what to do.”
“Kisses,” Annette said in a fake sugary voice like she was addressing a child, “After months of living together and learning to know your needs, I thought I had a gift back in my suitcase that I could gift you.  It was a pink leather dog collar adorned with a myriad of fake colorful gemstones meant for a friend’s dog.  Unfortunately, her dog has a very small neck and it was too small for yours.  But, … you are so lucky because Master Sergei gave me this instead.”
“Hooo!” Tracy screeched.  She was horrified that her friend would actually put the collar and leash on her.
Annette smiled.  “Master Sergei says I’m to take you home on this leash attached to your beautiful new collar.  Don’t worry though, … He’ll help you get through Immigration and Customs while you’re collared like a nice perverted bondage pet.”  She stepped back and pulled her cellphone from its temporary place tucked into her waistband in the small of her back.
Annette smiled with a malicious look that scared Tracy to her core as Annette snapped picture after picture and then took several videos.  “Hooo, heese!” she tried begging.
“Mistress,” Sophia whispered in a fake conspiratorial tone, “slavers usually tattoo a slave’s name above her hairless pussy and that’s a pretty hairy twat.”
Tracy’s friend paused, turned back, and gave her a big smile.  “That’s an excellent idea and I’ll be sure to tell Master Sergei that if ‘Kisses’ is to wear my collar, then she needs that tattoo just above her newly slick and hairless cunt.  Grinning widely, she walked away back to the front of the plane.
**********
Soon after, Tiger knelt on the aircraft’s carpet facing the widespread legs of the Assistant Flight Attendant previous known as Tracy.  She was seated naked with her seatbelt buckled tightly around her waist and her wrists pulled upward past her head and bound to either side of the seat headrest.  Her knees were similarly pulled upward and also tied off to either side of the headrest.  Her naked feet fluttered about far above the back of the seat.  As a result, her sex was fully and helplessly exposed on the forward edge of the seat.  Tracy could only grunt into her gag and the restraints kept her wriggling to a minimum.
“Oh, God!  No!” she whimpered soundlessly as the naked male slave pulled a steaming towel away that had been softening her sparse blonde pubic hairs.  The heated shaving cream he rubbed between her legs felt even warmer than the heat of the towel.  With tears trickling down her cheeks, she watched as he expertly shaved away every single hair on her mons pubis and then couldn’t stop him as he softly yanked her labia majora about so the razor could shave away any hairs around the exterior of her vagina.   She wept with humiliation when the man tugged at her butt to shave around her asshole.
Star, Angel, and Annette stood behind the kneeling form of Tiger and admired the deft touch he employed considering his huge, brutish-seeming figure.  Annette still held her phone’s camera at the ready for strategic videos and still images of her roommates progression into faux slavery.
“I don’t understand why this bitch isn’t wearing a proper collar,” Tiger muttered in confusion.  “Even I know it’s not a legal slave collar yet in America.”  He looked up at the heavy steel collar with its brushed nickle finish and shook his head again in disgust.  Tiger wanted all women to be forced into wearing the Black Slave Collar denoting slavery for life.
Tiger shook his head again unhappily and used an alcohol towelette to finish cleaning and preparing the now hairless well-padded vulva in front of him for the tattoo needle.   Using his blackest ink, Tiger began the precise process of permanently tattooing the word ‘KISSES’ an inch above her clit that guarded the sacred entrance to her now recently well-used vagina.  Without asking permission, he used an elaborate and beautiful cursive script for the slave’s name rather than the normal blocky uninspired letters.


‘Kisses’




Tracy cried in despair the entire time.  Her previous orgasms now felt so far away.
**********
Sergei Kozlov and his party arrived late the next morning at Baltimore, Maryland.  The Russian Embassy in Washington, D.C. had arranged for Diplomatic Status for the now famous slaver to smooth his entry into the United States.  He strolled up to U.S. Immigration with confidence. 
Blaze, Sophia Skishkin the 31-year-old slim blonde, walked stiffly behind Star.  She was humiliated to walk into the United States as a slave but thankful that during the flight Sergei had fulfilled his promise of removing her Black Collar and replacing it with a Red Collar.  At the same time, her poor sex ached from the abuse of her brother.  “I think he fucked me for hours on the flight,” she complained.  “First he fucked me, … then that slut Kisses, … then he did both of us two more times.”  At the burning sensation from her more private, and formerly virgin, anal star, she grimaced.  “The last time, his cock spent at least an hour abusing my ass,” she complained.  “I blame that bitch Kisses for getting him worked up enough to drill my ass.” 
“Sir,” the plump female agent at the window walked out from her post to point toward the host of what were clearly slaves with a very displeased scowl.   She saw that two of the collared women holding slave leashes wore expensive business clothes and that the slaves at the end of the leashes wore grey shapeless, sleeveless smocks that left a scandalous amount of their upper legs exposed.  “The Judicial Enslavement Act might have been approved here in the United States but it isn’t yet in effect,” she announced crossly.  “So, you aren’t allowed to bring slaves into the United States.  They will have to be returned!”
Two blonde, busty bombshells, Star and Angel, stood a full pace behind him, eyes properly downcast in the presence of the free woman.  Each Black-Collared slave loosely held leashes in hand.  Star led the three Red Collar Slaves: Belle, Biscuit, and Blaze.   Angel held the leashes for the three Black Collar Slaves: Tiger, Misty, and Pixie.
	Newly Arrived Permanent Slaves (Black Collars)
	Star	(enslaved at 18, now 23) Ukrainian beauty, blonde, blue-eyed, big-breasted full C cup, 5’10”; devoted completely to Master Sergei	Champion Ponygirl
Master’s Slave Trainer
Звезда [Zvezda (Star)]
	Angel	(enslaved at 18, now 21) Star’s nearly identical younger sister, blonde, blue-eyed, bigger breasted DDs, 5’10”, devoted to Master Sergei	Champion Ponygirl
Master’s Slave Concubine
Ангел [Angel (Angel)]
	Pixie	(20) enslaved in Moscow at the Black Crow (Chernaya Vorona) Club; twins, blonde, slim, 5’4” with full C cups, college girl	Ponygirl
Oksana Ryabov
	Misty	(20) enslaved in Moscow at the Black Crow (Chernaya Vorona) Club; twins, blonde, slim with full C cups, college girl	Ponygirl
Marina Ryabov
	Tiger	(29) older brother to Shishkin twins; autistic, dark hair, 6’4”, massively muscular, 10” bludgeon of a cock	Georgi Shishkin
	Newly Arrived Slaves (Red Collars)
	Belle	(30) Green Collar self-enslaved; Black Collar leaving Russia; Red Collar on arrival in US; habitually self-enslaved; slim, lithe, black-haired French woman with uncontrolled sex drive; 6 month slavery left on fabricated documentation	Bridgette Rowe
	Blaze	(31) 5’4”, beautiful blonde twin, slim, D cups; daughter of deceased slaver; depart Russia w/ Black Collar; Red Collar in US; 1 year sentence remaining; possible parole in 6 months	Sophia Skishkin
Ponygirl
ex-Moscow slaver
	Biscuit	(31) 5’4”, beautiful blonde twin, slim, D cups; daughter of deceased slaver; depart Russia w/ Black Collar; Red Collar in US; 1 year sentence remaining; possible parole in 6 months	Yelena Skishkin
Ponygirl
ex-Moscow slaver
			

“Hey!” the agent blurted out, “I’ve heard of Black Collars, but what do the Red Collars mean?”  She paused and added, “And, what the fuck does that plan steel collar mean on the last woman?”
Sergei held out his Russian Diplomatic Passport and ignored her question about collars.  “Your State Department made an administrative determination over a month ago,” Sergei asserted in perfect English.  “Under pressure from the United Nations, your State Department bowed to pressure and approved all Diplomatic Delegations from Russia, China, and the European Union are to be allowed up to two enslaved personal staff, … registered livestock in other words.”  He grinned widely and added, “Additionally, your State Department made a special exemption in my case for an expanded personal contingent of imported slaves, up to ten in total.
Sergei handed across a set of papers.  “You will note that each slave has United Nations’ approved registration paperwork,” Sergei asserted confidently.  “They are properly collared and leashed, and they are dressed modestly in a non-humiliating manner so none of your tender American psyches are offended by any exposed skin on my bitches.”  Then he pointed to Star and added, “This is Star, a highly skilled Mistress of Slaves with Belle, Biscuit, and Blaze in Red Collars.  Angel is another highly skilled Mistress of Slaves, and the Black Collar Slaves are Tiger, Misty, and Pixie.”
The Russian slaver beckoned Annette forward.  “These two are aircraft crew members with crew status.  The one we call Kisses lost a bet with her co-worker Tracy.  The brushed steel collar actually means nothing except that she’s willingly masquerading as a fake blonde slave owned by Annette per the conditions of a lost bet.”
Blaze tried to smirk at the predicament that Kisses found herself in but her own ring gag distorted the attempted smirk and the snide remark.
Tracy, fake slave Kisses, looked about frantically for help but her own ring gag and the riding crop held in Annette’s right hand fully quelled any verbal or physical protests.  When Annette yanked on the leash held in her left hand, Kisses followed meekly.
“You are so going to hone your already amazing pussy worship skills tonight,” Annette whispered in Tracy’s ear.  “I knew you were a ditzy blonde but had no idea you were such a bi-sexual slut.  Behave like a good little slave or I’ll pass around those o-so-wonderful digital pictures of you naked, sucking cock, and getting soundly fucked.  It’s a good thing the charter service we work for are very understanding.”
Tracy whimpered in remembrance of Angel and Star forcing her to recreate those lewd and awful acts on the jet while Annette’s took 100s of high definition digital pictures with her phone.  “They even made me eat the pussy of every woman on board as well as everything a man and woman can do with the big male slave.”
“Pet,” Annette purred as she licked Tracy’s neck, “I can’t wait to see the high definition videos we made on our 75-inch 4K TV.  Tonight is going to be so much fun.”
The blonde was too humiliated to even whimper at the mention of videos.  She would never forget being forced to crawl naked down the aisle of the jet with her hands bound by the scarf at her waist.  “The video probably showed both male and female hands punishing my ass with that horrid crop,” she told herself.  She didn’t even want to think about how she’d then stuck her head up under the skirts of Star, Angel, and her long-time friend Annette.  Tracy shivered at the memory of the musky scents of each of the women’s panties as she licked them frantically to escape being cropped.
Tracy was certain that one video showed her sucking Tiger’s long, thick cock before he fucked her for the second or third time.  “It was hours of rape and humiliation,” she thought in misery knowing that her common sense had fled as soon as she saw the muscular brute dominating the bald slave.  She admitted to herself that the orgasms he inflicted on her were the most intense of her life.
The female Immigration Agent had flinched at Sergei’s words and then flushed red with anger at the brunette flight attendant’s foul statement about eating pussy.   “Well, … well, sir, … I know for a fact that airlines arriving in the United States do not have FAA approved handing procedures for, … uhhh, … your bitches, … uhh, … livestock, … that is,” she awkwardly asserted in irritation.
“Ahh,” Sergei answered the bureaucrat with a grin.  “We all flew in on a private chartered flight with United Nations, and International Civil Aviation Organization, approved safeguards for international travel of registered previously human livestock.”  He paused and grinned again, “I also have veterinarian certifications of healthy examinations and up to date shot records for each of my slaves.”  He smirked at the last and continued, “Also, and this is pretty stupid, but since everything is in alignment with your State Department guidance, each one has an approved inter-uterine device in place or a vasectomy.” He smirked and added, “I hope that the language of the final Judicial Enslavement Act will ultimately allow for licensed breeding of such livestock, even if the issue magically achieves full human status.”
The agent made a final objection.  “But, ttthat lllaast, giant one is male.  I’ve never heard of male slaves.”
Sergei tilted his head and softly added, “That is Tiger, he is a 6’4” massively muscular fucking machine armed with a 10-inch bludgeon of a cock that is guaranteed to reduce any woman to a blubbering, sobbing, fucked-to-death puddle of jelly.”  Sergei laughed, “Of course, he’s our NLEC Stud!  Sorry, he won’t ever be for sale and as you can see, he is a Black Collar Slave.”
Looking the angry agent in the eye, he added, “Regardless if cunt or cock is your preference, please come by our new facility, it’s a premier Judicial Enslavement Licensed Facility, The National Livestock Equestrian Center opening soon in western Maryland.”
The embarrassed and now very angry woman hissed back, “And how am I supposed to believe this paperwork actually reflects these exact slaves?”
Star turned about and hiked up Belle’s grey, ill-fitting smock.  She pointed at her rump with its tattoos.
“Simply compare the Slave Registration Numbers on the paperwork with the numbers tattooed on each slave’s butt,” Sergei explained while Star pointed out Belle’s tattoos.  “Also, if you have an RFID scanner, you can compare the microchip readings with the UPC labels on their paperwork because each has either one or two RFID chips injected in their bodies.”
If the black agent could have blanched in horror, her face would have turned white.  Hesitantly, she opened the first ID folder and said, “Who is Angel?”  When Angel turned, yanked down her designer slacks and exposed her rump, the agent carefully compared Slave Registration Numbers on paper and on a taut ass.
Reluctantly after checking every female rump, slave or not, the surly immigration agent scowled and stamped Sergei’s passport and all eight livestock records with entry stamps.  “You’re free to enter the United States, sir,” she spit out.
Sergei passed his business card to the female agent.  “If you don’t come by NLEC for cunt or cock, give me a call anyway and I’ll set you up with one of our weight loss or attitude correction programs.” He smiled.  “They are guaranteed.  Properly collared, I can run that fat off your ass in just two weeks and make you into a much more amiable cunt.”
That said, he turned away and walked toward customs.  “Wanna bet we have serious issues with customs as well?” he muttered over his shoulder to Star and Angel.
Such was not the case.  After claiming his baggage, Sergei waved his Diplomatic Passport and stamped livestock ownership papers at the agent and then just breezed by with a nod and a, “Welcome to America, sir.  And, … I have to say, that is some mighty fine stock you have collared, sir.”
Just a few steps away from the customs exit, a young, slim, blonde-haired woman with a white blouse, a grey wool skirt which snuggly wrapped around her waist and extended a hands width below her knees held up a card with, “Master Sergei Kozlov.”
“Hello, Miss, that’s me,” Sergei greeted the woman with a grin.
“Umm, yes,” she stammered when she saw the two beautiful blonde slaves with Black Collars each leading a short coffle of slaves in ugly grey smocks, “I’m Angelica Crosby, an associate attorney in the law firm representing Mrs. Mariana Powers.” She glanced again at the slaves leading the two coffles of docile women carefully studying their feet and a hulking brute of a male who seemed to be evaluating her with an unnervingly intent stare.
Georgi Shishkin, Tiger, stared appraisingly at the attorney, wondering how she’d respond as a helpless bitch bent over as an unwilling recipient of his cock.  “Hmmm,” he thought while using his expertise in evaluating cunt, “a natural blonde, mid-twenties, nice and lean, and a bit tall, but with wondrous natural DD titties.”  He scanned her body again and told himself, “A typical lawyer, too focused on her work, but, … a wildcat in bed with the right approach and a riding crop.”
“Uhh, over the last year,” Angelica stuttered and tried to ignore the look of pure lust from the male slave, “Alaya Farrington, my boss that is, has had me studying the language and intent of the Judicial Enslavement Acts in Russia, the European Union, and now the United States.  I’ll be working full-time at Mrs. Powers’ estate providing legal oversight and guidance to you and the project.
“Nice to meet you as well.” Sergei answered with a grin at the young blonde.  “Hopefully, you can guide me through any pitfalls in the U.S. regulations so we stay out of trouble.”  His eyes shifted quickly to the DDs straining against the front of her white blouse.  Like Tiger, Sergei approved.  “Tall and lean with mouthwatering hooters.  Excellent!” he mused in a silent evaluation of the woman.  He looked back at the flustered woman.  “By the way, I’ve instructed your boss via e-mail that your quarters will not be in the Powers Mansion but will be in the National Livestock and Equestrian Center in our residence wing.  You’ll have an office in our staff contract section.”
Angelica blushed at being so obviously evaluated by the two leering males and was uncertain about her belongings since they had already been sent to Mrs. Powers’ mansion.  Still a bit flustered, she turned to guide them to the curb where a full-size limo was waiting.
“Hmmmm, Master,” Star purred in Sergei’s ear as Angelica moved ahead to open the double side doors.  “Blonde, late twenties, tall at 5’10” or so in heels, a nice tight waist under a slim-fuck-me skirt, and a round, meaty ass.  She’s an uptight lawyer-type cunt and vulnerable for the picking.  If you give her to me, I’ll love you forever.”
“Silly bitch,” Sergei whispered back.  “You’ll already love me forever.  I would definitely happily collar her if we ever end up short of stock.  But, remember, we try not to shit where we eat.”
“Umm,” Star answered, “That’s never stopped you from finding ways to exploit vulnerable, unclaimed cunt.”
He saw that Angelica was waiting by the limo with a questioning look.
“Sorry, Angelica, my fillies just love busty blondes and Star was telling me that you looked luscious and she wishes you were on your knees between her legs.”  From the expression on her face, Sergei thought that Angelica’s brain might have short-circuited at his honest comment.  He grinned inwardly at the chance for some mental combat with the woman his slave judged vulnerable.
“Master, I think she looks delicious as well.  I’d spend a month eating that scrumptious pussy,” Angel cooed from beside him.
Angelica was nervous at his characterization of the women as female horses and almost fainted at what the two women said about her.  “Livestock,” she reminded herself.  “After the example in Russia, every one of The Acts enacted in the world have characterized the enslaved men and women as livestock.  Get a grip, girl!  They are nothing but sexual beasts!”  She looked yearningly toward the limo where a mini bar held both refreshing drinks and alcohol.
“Ummm, Master Sergei Kozlov,” Angelica stammered, “these young women are Brandy and Suzy, they are licensed livestock handlers.  Brandy is 18 and a Senior 4H worker at NLEC while Suzy is 15 and a Junior 4H worker.”  Angelica paused and added, “I assure you that despite their ages, they are quite capable of handling your slaves.  They brought a modified van that is ideal for processing your girls.”
“Miss. Angelica,” Brandy interrupted, “Master Sergei’s trainers are just as world famous as he is.  But, you need to remember that the other slaves are not ‘girls’, they are nothing but livestock, five prime-looking cunt fillies and a fantastic stud specimen.”  She smiled primly at Sergei and pointedly looked back at Angelica.  “We’ve all been taught that we have to ignore that the wretches were once human.  Black Collars stay on for a lifetime. Besides,” she added with a smirk, “its been a long-standing argument in our classes as to whether its even possible for a Red Collar slave to ever transition back to freedom.  I see that there are three Red Collar Slaves for us to test that theory.”
Shishkin sisters Blaze and Biscuit gulped in fear at the thought.  Belle might have protested, but she remembered all the times that she’d self-enslaved for a week or more at a time.  Black Collar Slave Tiger, Georgi Shishkin’s grin of pleasure never wavered.  He was content at being surrounded by a bevy of fuckable cunt.
“Master Sergei,” Brandy said while gesturing to the vehicle behind the limo.  “The van loads from the rear and uses a twin overhead trolley system that will easily hold all your slaves.  If you would help remove the cuffs from behind their backs and replace them one at a time with these specially padded cuffs compatible with the rollers, they can easily be loaded with arms over their heads.”
Sergei nodded his head to Star and Angel.  Wordlessly, they each attached their leash handgrip to a rear corner of the van and each brought forward the front-most slaves in their short coffle.  Once Belle and Misty, the lead slaves in each coffle were properly cuffed, Brandy and Suzy stood in the van and brought the newly cuffed wrists upward to slide onto the trolley rail.  A quick pull on a tensioning strap and the wrists of each of the two slaves were raised until they barely kept their bare feet on the floor of the van.  The strained upright position made the ugly slave smocks raise up to expose most of their asses and showed peeks at their feminine flowers.  While Star and Angle prepped the next pair of slaves, Brandy and Suzy slipped an opaque slave hood over each woman’s head.  The van was quickly loaded, paperwork transferred to Suzy while Brandy prepped the vehicle for travel.
“They will go straight to the NLEC,” Angelica reassured Sergei and his two most trusted and loved slaves.
Annette had watched open-mouthed as the slaves were processed for shipment in the van.  Star slipped over to where she stood with Kisses. 
“I’m giving you our card in case you want to bring Kisses over for some focused slavegirl training,” Star offered with a grin.  “Master Sergei assured me that any first session with your new slut will be absolutely free.”
Kisses, whimpered at the offer.
Senior Flight Attendant Annette gave her blonde friend a genuine smile of affection before turning back to Star.  “We’ll see,” she said in a mysterious tone that worried Tracy.  “We’ve been friends for years and now roommates since we both first started as flight attendants on a regular commercial carrier.  I doubt I’ll have any trouble moving our friendship to this new level since she’s proven to be a very bi-sexual submissive.  But, … thank you for the offer.  I’ll contact you if I need some professional guidance.”
Tracy gulped at the phrase ‘professional guidance’ and any hope that her situation might return to normal faded a bit more.
Star nodded and smirked at Tracy.  “Enjoy your introduction to the wild side, Kisses.  Thanks to Master Sergei, I’ve certainly enjoyed mine and don’t regret any of it.” 
She turned back toward Annette and Angel handed her a key and a brass tag.  “Annette, here’s the key to that collar and a brass tag that can be clipped to the front ring.  We didn’t explain this; but, this is what’s known in Europe and Russia as a Corporate Asset Slave Collar.  That type slavery isn’t approved yet in the United States and we couldn’t legally enslave Kisses with a typical Green, Red, or Black Slave Collar and let you have her since you don’t have a  ‘Slave Ownership License’.  This was the best we could do in making her your fake slave.”
Star continued, “Please don’t try to put a Black, Red, or Green Collar on Kisses.  That’s because once the U.S. Judicial Enslavement Act is legally in force, there might well be legal issues for both of you for impersonating or faking the enslavement of a free woman with a real collar.” 
Annette smiled her thanks and then with a laugh handed Star back the key to the collar.  “This has been amazing and I’d rather not have the temptation of removing the collar from Kisses.  She can use a scarf to cover the sign of her submission and if we have issues, we’ll be sure to take you up on your offer of ‘professional guidance’.”
With a final grin at Annette and Kisses, Star rejoined the remainder of her group while gaily waving goodbye with the collar key in her hand.
In moments, Angelica, Sergei, Star, and Angel moved into the limo.  Angel slipped into the rear facing seat next to the clearly flustered associate attorney and Star seated herself beside Sergei facing forward.  Star immediately loosely fastened her seatbelt and leaned her torso toward Sergei.
Angelica handed out champagne glasses and filled each from an icy cold bottle.  “To your new venture, Master Sergei, may it prosper and bring you joy,” she toasted.
Sergei, Star, and Angel acknowledged the toast and sipped appreciatively of the fine bubbly vintage.  Nervous, Angelica gulped hers down quickly and then refilled her glass.
“We should be at Mrs. Powers’ estate in about three hours,” Angelica offered hesitantly.  “It’s all rural state roads with no interstate, so it’s a slow trip but a comfortable ride in this limo.”  Angelica gulped more of the champagne and looked as Star set her glass aside and snuggled down against Sergei.  Her face relaxed and she closed her eyes on Sergei’s lap.
“You won’t meet Mrs. Powers or my boss until late tomorrow morning as they are tied up at a D. C. charity tonight,” Angelica continued.  She paused to observe Sergei’s most prized ‘livestock’ and she shook her head to clear her thoughts.  Absently, she finished her second glass of champagne and poured another refill.  “They both seem content in their roles?” Angelica asked hesitantly.
“Yes,” Sergei admitted.  “We’ve had a very deep and fulfilling relationship for well over five years.”
“Ahhh, I see,” Angelica answered as the limo smoothly and quietly pulled forward.  She did some quick math in her head and realized that the slaver just admitted he had unlawfully acquired the two slaves well before there were any judicial enslavement laws.  “Slavery of any type was illegal back then,” she thought.
“Are you aware of the extent of our plans for the National Livestock and Equestrian Center?” Sergei asked Angelica.
Angelica hesitated, “Well, … yes.  I’ve read the prospectus, reviewed the engineering plans and construction which occurred over the last 18 months, and found the business plan quite extensive and ambitious.”
Sergei nodded.  “The new Judicial Enslavement Act gives us the authority to make what is essentially an adult theme park.”
“Built almost completely around exploiting women as unwilling sex objects,” Angelica responded with some heat in her voice.
“Well, … that’s almost correct,” Sergei corrected in an even tone.  “Our business model is quite ambitious and we intent to exploit both men and women for the amusement of paying guests and will offer various levels of membership.”
“For, … every kind of sex?” Angelica asked reluctantly.
“Hmmm,” Sergei responded and then nodded.  “At the basic level, we intend to provide ‘Date Night’ packages where clients can pick their companion of choice from our website.  Ultimately, we hope to have a diverse stable of young, 18- to 26-year-old collared women and men to chose from.  That level of Guest/Slave interaction would usually involve a ‘Get Acquainted’ meal in our 4-Star restaurant, perhaps followed by some after dinner dancing or music appreciation in our small but intimate ‘Club’.  A more risque step could be taking the date to our small ‘Titty Bar’ where table dances or more private sexually oriented sessions could take place.  Lastly, every ‘Date Night’ offering includes a room in our ‘Guest Accommodation Wing’ where the young slaves are normally gently used the remainder of the package.”
Angelica could only nod her head.  The prospectus covered much of this in detail.
Sergei smiled at the young blonde.  “For clients and members that want less structure and more physical coupling, we will offer a ‘Petting Zoo’ experience both indoors as well as outdoors at the Equestrian Center.  Guests and members will have free access to collared slaves designated to those areas.  Again, in time, we expect to provide most of these slaves from a pool of volunteers, usually young housewives looking for a thrill.  The sex here will be much harder, ranging from vanilla sex to pretty hardcore BDSM both in private suites and in public.”
“Housewives?” Angelica asked in dismay.  “What?  Do you really expect that to happen?”
Sergei’s grimaced.  “You didn’t learn anything about Green Collar slaves during your research?”
“No, … just Red and Black collars,” Angelica answered.
Sergei’s grimace shifted to a stern visage.  “Another severe failing on your part, Angelica.  The original Russian Judicial Enslavement Act authorized judges to sentence those judged guilty of a felony to wear Red Collars for periods less than 20 years and to wearing a Black Collar for life for any sentence of 20 years or more.”
He paused and then added, “The problem with just those two types of slaves was there was still a huge, unfulfilled demand for a much larger pool of sex slaves.  As a result, it was mostly men who complained that, in satisfying their need for sex, there was too much risk of getting caught paying an illegal prostitute.  The answer was in Amended Protocol I which opened up the possibility of free persons to bargain with their human rights for short periods of slavery.   As an example of Protocol I rules, a woman wanting to experience slavery could pay a fee and experience life as a slave for a short period of time.   Also, a free person could get a loan while using their freedom as collateral to ensure re-payment.   Upon default, the borrower could be collared for a period of time laid out in the loan document.”
“Not something you’re familiar with?” Sergei questioned Angelica.
At her shaking her head to the negative, Sergei again frowned.  “To ensure that everyone knew the potential downside of entering into a short-term slavery contract, the ‘legal and illegal incentives’ allowed to Licensed Slavers to lure free persons into slavery were written into Protocol II.”
Angelica gulped and nodded that she understood.
“So, Angelica, we expect to attract a lot of curious, orgasm seeking 25-to-36-year-old married and single women,” Sergei continued.  “Believe me, I have great experience in getting that demographic of women to sign temporary enslavement contracts.  We will have several “Happy Housewives’ packages available ranging from a simple rather mild slave evaluation and collaring experience to a more extreme ‘Happy Housewives with Happy Endings’ package where we guarantee orgasms as they literally get their brains fucked out.”
“Amazing,” was all Angelica could mutter in astonishment that anyone would be so desperate as to volunteer themselves into slavery, temporary or not.
Sergei grinned widely at the naive young woman’s reaction.  “Miss. Angelica, I’ll take a special interest in getting you up to speed as quickly as possible with both Amended Protocols I and II.”  He paused and added, “We will also offer pony services where clients and members can train, drive, and use Ponygirls and Ponyboys.”
“Drive?” she asked in wonderment.
“Ahhh,” Sergei responded before continuing. “You haven’t lived until you crack a whip over the head of a team of naked Ponygirls grunting with effort, while watching sweat fly off their heaving bodies, and being mesmerized by tight asses jiggling and big tits bouncing like crazy while they focus 100% of their effort into pulling a racing surrey or cart around the track.  We even have an extensive woodland trail system for more leisurely driving or even camping with a slave or slaves of choice.”
“Ummpf,” Angelica gulped.  “Betting on races and contests too?”
“Yep,” Sergei answered.  “Of course, anything goes if its interesting, … built around sex, … voluntary or forced, … gentle or harsh, … yes, anything goes as long as it generates revenue.”
“Holy shit!” Angelica muttered.
Sergei turned toward her with a serious look on his face.  “Angelica, we’re going to be working together a lot over the next year or so.  I’ve already suggested to your boss at the law firm, Miss. Alaya Farrington, that you be placed on a fast-track to full partner since you will undoubtedly become the premier United States’ expert in the implementation of The Act.  That means an astonishing amount of potential billable hours for your firm, not to mention your aid to our project.”
“Ttthanks,” she muttered and took another deeper sip of the champagne.
Before the young woman could fully restore her composure, Sergei asked “So, … since your research hasn’t prepared you for the reality, … you clearly have more work ahead of you to actually be the legal expert we need on the Judicial Enslavement Acts?”
“Ummm, yessss,” Angelica responded shyly after another quick gulp of champagne.  “I appreciate your assistance as much as possible.”  She jumped as Angel also loosened her seatbelt and leaned toward her to lay her head down her lap.  “Uhhh, … it’s certainly a complex and interesting set of laws.”  Angelica grabbed Angel’s glass and set it safely aside and took another deep sip of her own glass.
“Don’t mind them,” Sergei said waving to his two blonde slaves, “they’re exhausted from the flight since they didn’t get much rest.  They’ll settle down soon and sleep most of the trip.”
He sat for a few minutes observing Angelica.  During the lull, Sergei opened another bottle of champagne and topped off their two glasses.  Angelica continued to nervously glace around the inside of the limo, paying particular attention to the two Slavegirls and managing to avoid eye contact with him.  All the while, she continued to sip at her bubbly champagne.
Sergei grinned.  “So, the reality is obviously somewhat jarring to you?  Justifiably, I imagine.”  Sergei set aside his own glass.
Angelica nodded and averted her eyes.
“Angelica, look at me!” Sergei commanded.
Startled, Angelica looked up at him.  Her eyes betrayed her total uncomfortableness at the situation.  The presence of the slaver and his women frightened her much more than she had expected.
“You are a lawyer and a free woman, even if you work for a large cold-hearted firm, somewhat like an indentured servant.  Also, I understand that you are the closest thing to an expert on the laws and regulations of enslavement here in the United States.  I am a slaver and yes, I profit off legally enslaved men and women.  We each have our roles to fulfill.  Both of us need to maximize profits, you for your law firm, me for the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  You have to accept that.  My two slaves, … yes, they are slaves, … my personal slaves, … and I love them in a limitless manner.  In return, they strive to obey and make me happy.  It’s that simple.  Do you understand this?”
“Yess,” Angelica responded with hesitation.  She took another nervous sip.
“No!  I’m afraid that you know nothing about this reality and that is enough to make you a failure in providing me with sound legal guidance with understanding the need to maximize our profit.  I’m getting the very distinct impression that you don’t really have the necessary experience and attitude to provide me the assistance I need.”
“I’m sorry,” Angelica whispered with tears glistening at the corners of her eyes.
Angel sensed the angst and tension in Angelica.  She sat up and pulled the distraught associate attorney’s face to her full ‘DDs’ and rubbed a hand down her back.
“Well,” Sergei offered softly, “as I said, we’ll help you get quickly up to speed on those aspects of The Act you’re unfamiliar with.”
Angelica paid scant attention to Sergei’s final comments as her face nestled in the woman’s big, soft breasts and she relaxed into the comfort offered.  Then, she stiffened as she realized the compromising way her face had burrowed deeply between what were a set of very healthy breasts. 
“Hmmm, you smell nice,” Angelica whispered. 
Angelica sighed.  She really didn’t want to pull back from the comforting position.
“Angelica, relax.  Let Angel calm you down from the reality of the slavery business and let her make you feel good.  It’s what makes her happy as well.” Sergei commanded in a soft tone as he reached forward and plucked Angelica’s champagne glass away.  “That’s enough champagne for now,” he commanded in a no nonsense tone.  He waited for Angel to lock eyes with him and nod her understanding.  “By the way, I’ve decided that this car ride is your final exam.  If you can’t relax and accept the loving aid offered by my two slaves, then you aren’t qualified to be my advisor, no matter how well you think you know the law.”
Angelica began to softly sob into the slave’s impressive bosom.  “I’m so sorry,” she cried, “the reality of all this is so far removed from my academic detachment.  It’s such an unexpected shock and so hard to accept.”
Star had stirred by this time.  Sergei beckoned her toward the opposite seat.  She immediately shifted over to the far side of Angelica’s sobbing form.  “Don’t worry dear, Angel and I will help you get ready for your role as legal advisor.”
Sergei pushed the button to drop the privacy screen between the passengers and the driver.  He reached over and slid another privacy curtain between the front and rear facing limo seats.  He reached toward Angelica’s briefcase.
“Angelica, I’m going to sit here and review the files you brought.  The privacy curtain between our seats will stay there.  I expect you to fully embrace what slavery means to these two fillies.”
“Huh,” Angelica said distractedly as she saw the thick privacy curtain drawn between their seats.  Then, Angel pulled upward on her face and began to kiss her.  “Whaa,” she thought as the soft, scented lips began a tender dance across her own.
“Shhhh,” she heard in her ear as Star caressed her back.  “Relax and everything will be perfect.  I promise.”
Angelica felt like her brain was in a fog as the kisses became more assertive, more sensuous, and more controlling.  Between coming down from her adrenaline-fueled anxiety and the soothing influence of the alcohol, she relaxed and moved into Angel’s kisses.  The caressing hands on her face felt so reassuring.  She sighed and shifted her arms to softly embrace the Slavegirl.
Behind her, Star softly ran fingers down the blonde’s back.  Her left hand wandered around Angelica’s side and slowly began to softly tease the buttons of her blouse undone.  Her right hand continued soft, feathery caresses down Angelica’s back.  She leaned forward and lightly kissed Angelica’s neck. 
All three women moaned at the same time.
“Hmmmm,” so nice Star whispered in Angelica’s ear.
“So pretty,” Angel whispered to Angelica as she paused kissing to look deeply into the woman’s eyes. 
At Angelica’s second sigh, Angel returned to kissing with renewed urgency.
“Just relax, … as Master Sergei commands, … just let us love you and we will make everything better,” Star softly promised.
Angel’s right hand drifted down to briefly bump into that of her sister slave as the last button of the blouse fell free.  Angel grinned into the kiss and ran her hand up a bit higher to caress the woman’s soft belly.
When Angelica stiffened at the touch on her bare skin, Star hissed softly into her ear, “Mistress, … Master gave us to you for our mutual pleasure.  I can feel your need.  We need you as well.  Submit to his rule and you will secure a leading role at his side.”
“Hmmm,” Angel sighed.  “Mistress, … submit, … submit and we will all be rewarded with pleasure.  And, … please Master as well.”
Angelica whimpered at the kisses, … the caresses, … at being called a Mistress, … and at the realization she had been ordered to use His slaves, … Master Sergei Kozlov’s slaves, … the slaves of a notorious slaver, … and at the same time, all three of them were submitting to an assertive Master’s will.  Angelica shivered in a mini orgasm.  “Eiiii,” she whispered.
“Slaves that Master ordered me to enjoy?” Angelica wondered.
The kisses resumed.  This time, when Angel’s hand crept down to her waist, Angelica whimpered again and grabbed the hand.  She pulled it down to her belt and commanded a bit hesitantly, “Take it off.”  She grabbed the back of Angel’s head and yanked their lips together.  “Take it all off,” she hissed.
Sergei grinned at the soft murmuring female voices.  He saw a sensible black pair of heels thump down on the floor under the curtain.  A few minutes later a flurry of clothes followed.  Two pairs of 4-inch black heels and his slave’s clothes were mixed in the pile.  Still grinning, Sergei reached down to grab the sensible heels, the black set of flimsy panties with a wet crotch panel, the slacks, and every bit of Angelica’s clothing that he folded and stacked neatly to his left.  Sergei then separated and folded the clothing of his two Slavegirls as well and set it all neatly on the seat beside him to his right.
Angelica was in blissful heaven.  There was a hand expertly claiming the wet folds of her sex.  Other hands roamed seemingly everywhere at once; one pinching a nipple here, one softly cupping a sensitive breast there, one crawling sinuously across her belly, one tightly claiming a bare butt, one caressing her inner thighs, one stroking the soft, sensitive skin of her neck; it was amazing, … it was perfect.  “Eiiii,” she hissed and shook as a much stronger climax shivered through her body, triggered by a quick pinch of her clit.  “Ohhh, fuck yes!” she cried in a normal voice, fully unaware that the slaver heard her announce her second orgasm.
Angel laid backward and twisted Angelica down so that the talented sex slave could mouth Angelica’s full, fat breasts.  She felt the blonde cry out in pleasure when she drew a tight nipple into her mouth and began to suck and chew on the sensitive morsel.
Star took that opportunity to shift Angelica’s lower body so it was directly over Angel.  Then she tugged up on Angelica’s hips so she could lean down and run her tongue across the associate attorney’s gushing twat.  When Angelica shivered and shook at the contact, Star’s tongue found the fat clit hidden at the top of the sloppy gash.  She reached forward to possess Angelica’s shoulders from behind and she tugged Angelica’s torso back against her questing lips.  The taste was intoxicating.  Star delved deeply with her tongue into the musky opening.
“Ohhhh, … soooo verrry good!  Yes!  Angel, my love, chew on my titties.  Star, my beautiful Slavegirl, eat me just likkke that!”
After detecting at least three more orgasms, Star ran a thumb through the dripping wet sex hole.  Without warning, she thrust the slippery thumb fully into the unprepared woman’s ass.
Angelica shrieked loudly and then began an equally loud mantra, “Ohhhh, fuck me hard! Star, I love it.  Please fuck me!”
“Are you, my bitch?” Star hissed at the spasming woman as she wriggled the thumb around the ultra-tight rectal passage.  “Are you, my bitch?”
“Ohhhh, fuck, yesss!  Yesss, … bitch, … yours!  Please, just keep going!  Ohhhh, Angel squeeze my breasts! Oh, yesss, … harder!”
Angel happily obeyed the aroused woman and squeezed hard on each of the soft mounds.  Then she dug down with her mouth to claim Angelica’s panting mouth.  She chewed on a lip, tugged it out, and hissed, “Cum again!  Cum again!  Are you, my bitch? Do we own your horny, slutty ass?”
“Eiiii!  Soooo fucking good!  Yesss, … I’m your bitch!  My slutty ass is yours.”  With that final pronouncement, she passed out and fell limply upon Angel.  Unconscious from the alcohol and too much sexual stimulation, her body continued to quiver in total orgasmic shutdown.
A few minutes later, naked Angel smugly drew the curtain aside and tied it off to the side of the limo.  “That was too easy,” she whispered, “that bitch is very repressed.”
Star also sat there naked on the seat with a huge grin on her face.  She held her hands out and whispered, “We can take her any time, Master.  For now, I need my small bag.”
Sergei passed over the soft leather shoulder bag.  Star gleefully drew out a heavy steel Green Training Collar with a leash already attached.  She handed the set off to Angel who carefully slipped it around Angelica’s neck, buckled it in place, and strongly pushed the self-latching ends together.  Meanwhile Star had pulled out a soft set of black wrist cuffs.  As with Angel and the collar, Star carefully buckled the cuffs on the insensate woman and used tiny padlocks on each cuff.  She used a double snap link to attach the cuffs together behind her back.  Lastly, she drew out a set of lockable ankle cuffs with a 12-inch hobble chain snapped between them.
Satisfied, the two slaves slipped back to their Master.  “Well, Master,” Star whispered, “I hope you got all that recorded.”
Sergei gestured to a small camera stuck on either side of the limo such that they looked over the privacy curtain.  “In high-definition video and equally high-quality audio.
“Can we keep her, Master?” Angel whispered hopefully.  “She did beg to be our slut, our bitch.  We’ve never owned a lawyer and this one is very sexually responsive, is blonde, has big tits, and is obviously your favorite kind of slave.”
“I think you can keep her only until morning.  Once she has learned a few lessons about enslavement, she needs to be released; let’s say, after breakfast.  We have a busy day tomorrow preparing for our meeting with Mrs. Powers and the arrival of our first American livestock.”
Star pouted.  “Stupid Americans.  If the law was already in effect today instead of tomorrow, we could have kept her.”
“Well, legitimately only for up to a month,” Sergei replied.  “Of course, if so, you would have a good chance of making her dependent on you for sex.  Addicted to submissive Slavegirl sex.  In which case, … maybe she would self-enslave.”
“Yesss, Master!  Maybe Angel and I can have our own slaves, … We’ve never collared an American and I’ve always wanted one, … a high-and-mighty self-absorbed bitch that we can break into a very obedient submissive slave.”
“Almost certainly,” he answered with a grin.  “But, for now, I suggest covering her with the blanket that you packed in your bag in case you got cold on the flight.”
Sergei tried to ignore his sexy Slavegirls as they struggled back into clothing.  He reviewed the corporate structure of their venture.  He was pleased that all his demands seemed to have been included in the contract.  “On day one I own 51% of the venture and Mrs. Powers will be a voting member of the board with 25% of the stock and her lawyer, Miss. Farrington will be another member with 15% of the stock.  Ha, that’s odd, they have Miss. Crosby as the board recorder with 9% of stock.”  He carefully continued reading.  “Master Sergei Kozlov, Mrs. Powers, Miss. Farrington, and Miss. Crosby will provide all funds to construct the National Livestock and Equestrian Center based on their ownership percentages and Mrs. Powers will lease 1,000 acres of her land along with structures and improvements to the corporation for a simple fee of $100 a year.”  He paused at the realization for the first time that Mrs. Powers had involved other investors to make up her 49% share of the development.  Then, he looked at the detailed property survey.  “Yes, the project plat shows her adjacent estate of another 3,000 acres.  Let’s see, … with her approval, the project is allowed to construct trails on her tract as specified by Mrs. Powers.  That’s potentially 4,000 acres of trails for Ponygirl events and other races.” He paused and realized the contract was everything that he had demanded.  “The contract matches the construction efforts to day and everything is essentially finished.”
“They definitely included that clause where I agree not to draw a salary beyond the fees I receive from temporary contract enslavements by free men and women and that membership fees, sales of merchandise and charges for direct use of the slaves must go into corporate accounts.  That’s fine since they don’t realize what a significant sum we’ll accrue from free men and women signing up for livestock and pony experiences.  Plus, in many cases that temporary livestock will provide me with additional income if I lease those sluts back to the center as temporary livestock.  Plus, my housing and board are covered.  I’ll also get 51% of any net profits from the overall operation.  Satisfactory, indeed!”



11.  Kisses Complains

After leaving Master Sergei Kozlov and his slaves, Annette still had to find her car and begin the drive to their shared apartment.  She strode along the paved walkway toward where her car was parked.  Behind her, drawn by each of her hands, were two sets of suitcases with a smaller carry-on bag strapped atop each one.  Also held in her right grip was the leather loop handle of the steel chain leash leading to her friend’s Corporate Asset Slave Collar.

Tracy, newly collared Kisses struggled to walk behind Annette with some appearance of decorum while trying to pretend she still wore her regular work clothing.  That facade of respectability was destroyed by the appearance of the ugly gray slave smock she donned before leaving the jet and the obvious cuffs and belly chain that trapped her hands cuffed her back.  Worst of all, she still wore a ring gag and head harness with her chin, neck, and the top of her slave smock slick with the drool the gag kept her from swallowing.  The very visible slave collar clearly proclaimed her alternate life style.

“Who harr huch ha hitch!” Tracy complained. 

“Let’s not forget the riding crop they gave me,” Annette told her friend in a sweet tone of voice.  For the moment, she ignored the ‘You are such a bitch!’ comment.

On reaching her car, Annette left her friend standing about in embarrassment as she put the bags in the rear of her SUV.  Then, when she opened the passenger door, Tracy refused to get inside.

“Hooo!” Tracy demanded.  “Hot hor hlave!”

Annette stared at her friend telling her ‘No!’ and ‘Not your slave!’ and her hand automatically reached down to pull the riding crop out of her skirt’s waistband.  Then, Annette stopped and smiled.  “You know the collar stays on unless we go see Master Sergei since it’s made out of a case hardened high-strength steel and he has the only key.  But, … I can take off the other slave gear if you don’t want to be my slave.”

Slave Kisses looked on in horror as Annette opened the shoulder Velcro straps and her slave smock slipped down to the belly chain.  Exposed topless in the open-air parking lot, she shivered in humiliation and tried to pull away but the leash held her helpless while Annette yanked the smock down under the belly chain to puddle around her feet.  Then, Annette unstrapped the head harness and pulled it and the ring gag away.  Annette threw that assembly and the slave smock over the front passenger seat. 

Frozen in horror, Tracy felt the leash unsnap and she watched it also thrown over the back of the front seat.  Annette then slammed the door shut and began to walk around to the driver’s door.  When her friend sat down in preparation of driving away, Tracy panicked.  She ran around the car after Annette.  Trying to hurry with her hands behind their back made her full breasts bounce around alluringly.  By now, a handful of fellow travelers had paused to watch the antics of the naked woman with her bobbling titties.

“Annette, stop!  Please!” she cried and the half intelligent words came out marred by her sore and stiff jaw muscles.

Annette slowly let the driver’s window down and she looked to her roommate.  “Yes, … what do you want?”

“For fucks sake, Annette!  Let me in the car!”

“I’m sorry, Tracy,” Annette said sweetly, “But, I had planned to take my slave clothes shopping before going home to our apartment.   You’ll have to get a ride on your own.”  She started the car and began to roll the window up.

“Wait!  Please!  What do you want?” Tracy cried.

Annette looked at the crowd that was creeping closer to see the drama unfolding.  “I want my slave to acknowledge herself as my obedient slave and to apologize for calling her Mistress a bitch.”

Agitated, Tracy bounced about like she needed to pee.  She looked at the crowd with more than one cell phone up and saving the scene on video.  She shook her head to the negative and Annette pulled back a foot into the car’s interior to begin leaving the parking spot.

“Wait!  Please!  This slave apologizes for calling Mistress a bitch!”

“What is the slave’s name?” Annette called back loudly.

“Tthis slave is, … is, … Kisses,” Tracy responded in misery.

“Well, get your ass to the passenger door, you stupid bitch!” Annette yelled.

When Tracy slipped into the passenger seat a businessman in a suit leaned in and grabbed the seatbelt.  Horrified, Tracy watched as he pulled the seatbelt down over her shoulder and fumbled at her waist to latch it in place.  His other hand held his cell phone aimed at Tracy’s face and torso.  He pulled back and looked to Annette with a wide smile.  “This is certainly a fine specimen you have.  As a reward for safely getting her belted in, … can I pinch those oh so hard nipples.”

Annette grinned and nodded.  Tracy hissed as each of her erect nipples were gently squeezed and then tugged about.  “Very nice stock indeed,” he said with a moan.  “She is clearly pretending to be reluctant.”  He pulled back and threw down a business card that landed on Kisses’ naked lap.  “Ma’am, please call me if you want any help in correcting your bitch, … what was her name, oh, yes, … Kisses, … she desperately needs  some corrective training for that rude mouth.”  He stepped back and shut the door.

Annette laughed and yelled out the passenger window, “I’d like to get a copy of the video you just took!  I’ll text you!”  Still laughing, she pulled out of the parking spot. 

“You are such a bitch!” Tracy friend hissed.  “And why the fuck did you give away the key to this collar?”  After a moment, she turned to her friend and asked, “And what the fuck did you mean by shopping?”

Annette kept her focus on driving.  The traffic was intense on the interstate near the airport.  “That businessman was right, you do need to control your mouth while wearing that collar.”  She glanced quickly at her friend.  “I was planning on buying you some really nice sexy clothing to wear around the house and on dates.”

“Cclothes?” Tracy couldn’t help but mutter as her interest perked up.  Since their flight attendant gig was on-call and not full-time, she barely met her share of their living expenses.  Annette had the benefit of a trust fund and could afford nicer things, … like the car which was their only transportation.

“It was to be from that really nice lingerie chain, you know, … my favorite, … Vicki’s Secret.  But now I’ve changed my mind.”  Annette looked up briefly to the pickup microphone overhead, “Siri, ‘Where is the closest BDSM Clothing Store in Baltimore located?’”

“Oh, fuck, no!” Tracy hissed in horror.”

The phone app’s voice over the car speaker system responded, “I’ve found the top ten BDSM stores in Baltimore.  Would you like me to list them?”

“Yes, please,” Annette answered.

“Jeez, you’re treating the phone app nicer than me,” Tracy complained.

“Maybe you’ll get a clue about proper submissive behavior to a Mistress when I pull you naked out of the car to shop at that second location.”  She glanced back quickly to Tracy and added, “Don’t even try to tell me you’re not really a submissive bi-sexual slut that enjoys being humiliated, … I have lots of video proof of your behavior and your flushed chest and erect nipples proves it.”

Tracy’s jaw dropped at the horrible thought and she couldn’t think of any kind of response.

Annette’s final comment on that topic as she pulled into the exit lane to head to a rundown section of downtown, “You certainly seemed to have more orgasms and more intense orgasms in the last 24 hours than I’ve ever had in my life.”  She paused and added in a very serious tone,  “Now that you’ve agreed to be my submissive slut, … I fully intend to begin catching up with you in the orgasm category.”

“Shit!” was Tracy’s soft, almost unheard comment.  She sat back in the seat to examine everything that happened in the last 24 hours.  “Am I really a slut, … a hidden submissive, … do I enjoy being humiliated?” she wondered.  “How many orgasms did I have on that flight?”


12.  That Night At The Powers Mansion

Angelica began to wake up.  She had a marvelous nap.  “Hmmmm,” she murmured at the pleasant sensations and the soft, comfortable bed.  Then, her eyes popped open in remembrance of the wild lesbian sex from the night before.  “What, … the night before?  Where am I?” She muttered.  She looked about bleary-eyed, saw she was still in the limo, and that it was parked with the engine off.  Then, she recognized Angel sitting across from her. 

She raised her head and observed softly, “Angel, its late in the afternoon, almost evening, where are we?”  Then, nearly nonstop, she added, “Why didn’t you wake me?”  Oddly, she saw Angel lean forward and pull the thin blanket off her body.  The cool air in the limo triggered goosebumps across her body.

“I see that you have the cutest little landing strip above your bare kitty,” Angel answered.  “Nice that the carpet matches the drapes.  That’s a feature most of our customers look for.  Nothing like a true blonde bimbo Slavegirl.”

“What!  What are you talking about?”  Then she shrieked in horror.  “I’m naked!  Where the fuck are my clothes?”  Angelica wriggled about, discovering angrily that her hands were cuffed together.

“Tsk, tsk,” Angela clicked with her tongue.  “I can’t understand your confusion.  It’s obvious I was admiring your pussy and the cute little patch of blonde hair above those succulent vaginal lips.  I’m kinda jealous that Star was the first to feast on that beautiful snatch between your legs.  I can’t wait for my turn.”

“Stop talking about my pussy!  I’m not only naked, but you have me cuffed and chained.”  Angelica yanked fruitlessly at her wrist cuffs, twisting them about.  “Owwww! My arms are asleep!” she complained, “It hurts!”

“Well, it’s only fitting that you dress the part.  I thought you wanted to have a day as our slave,” Angel smirked with a smile that Angelica didn’t like.  “After all, that’s what you agreed to.”

Angelica tried to kick from her seat to hit Angel with her foot.  “I most certainly never asked to be a slave,” she shrieked.  She was shocked when the short length of chain between her ankles made the move ineffective.

“That’s called a hobble chain, dear,” Angel offered sweetly.  “You see, that’s why our Master thought you needed some hands-on experience in real applications of Protocol II.  Plus, you haven’t even commented on your cute Green Slave Training Collar.”

“Collar!  Shit!  Enough! That’s even worse!  Give me my clothes!  That’s the front door to Mrs. Powers’ mansion.  What if the chauffeur or a maid saw me naked here inside the limo?”

“Hush, no need to worry,” Angel tried to reassure the distraught woman.  “There’s heavy tinting on all the side windows in the limo, nobody can look inside.”  She took another moment to examine the heaving breasts of the flustered woman.  “Besides,” she added in a snide tone, “people like Mrs. Powers won’t be able to tell the difference between one collared, naked, and well-fucked blonde slave from another collared, naked, and well-fucked blonde slave.”

“What the fuck!  I’m outta here,” Angelica shrieked in anger.  She leaned toward the door and struggled to use one of her hands cuffed behind her back on the door latch.

“Stop!” Angel shouted.  “Stop!”  When the associate attorney continued to try and open the door, Angel tugged hard on the leash.

Instantly, Angelica shrieked in agony.  A sensor in the Green Training Collar registered the hard pull on the leash indicating resistance by the slave.  The electrical shock was the equivalent of a three-level Taser shock or a three-level cattle prod shock.  Angelica quivered for long moments before she regained her senses and control of her weakened muscles.

After Angelica regained control of her muscles, she struggled to sit upright again.  “Bitch!  You forget our law firm has a full legal team that I can leverage,” she spit out angrily.  “I can get you so fucked up with the law!”

“Hmmm,” Angel responded in a tone that infuriated Angelica.  “Maybe you should first look at this video.”

A narrow strip of trim across the full width of the limo popped up and with a quiet whirring sound.  A television screen began moving upward from under the trim.  Angelica couldn’t help but twist around to see what was going on.

Then a voice began speaking at a too loud volume.  “Are you, my bitch?” she saw a blonde hissing at a flushed, sweaty woman spasming in orgasm as the speaker’s blonde-headed face looked up over the woman’s ass.  Angelica realized it wasn’t some random slutty porno flick when Star repeated her question, “Well, are you, my bitch?”

“Stop!” yelled Angelica.  But the excited voice on the video continued with, “Ohhhh, fuck, yesss!  Yesss, … bitch, … yours!  Please, just keep going!  Ohhhh, … Angel, Angel my love, just squeeze my breasts! Oh, yesss, … harder!”

The scene shifted and she saw Angel chewing on her lips after a blistering kiss when Angel stopped to command, “Cum again!  Cum again!  Are you, my bitch? Do we own your horny, slutty ass?”

Angelica already knew the answer even before she heard her own passion-filled voice answer, “Eiiiii!  Soooo fucking good!  Yesss, … I’m your bitch!  My slutty ass is yours.”  The screen shifted to black.

“Holy shit!  Angel, you have to erase that video.  I’d be ruined at the law firm if anyone ever got a copy of that damning video.  What if my family saw that?  It makes me look like a gay pervert.” 

Angelica’s mention of family brought forth a horrifying image of her domineering and strict mother watching the video while wielding her favorite paddle to Angelica’s ass.  She had been a single child smothered in rules and oversight by her mother who was determined to prevent Angelica from following in her footsteps; giving away her virginity only to become pregnant and abandoned at sixteen. “That uptight bitch would beat me black and blue,” she thought.  Ironically, Angelica didn’t realize that because of her mother, she was both naive and sexually repressed.  If her control ever slipped, she was a sexual bomb waiting to explode.   “I let home for college and never looked back.  I don’t want to ever see my mother again,” she vowed.

“Angelica, you’re missing the point.  That’s why you’re going to be our bitch tonight.  Nothing perverted happened between us beyond a little bit of loving consensual bi-sexual exploration between three blonde sluts.  We’ll let you free in the morning, but as a law expert in the Judicial Enslavement Act, you can see that you made legal requests to be temporarily enslaved.  To be owned by two slaves.” 

“I don’t care,” Angelica demanded.  “The Law isn’t even in effect!  Let me loose!”

“Do you know what this is?” Angel asked as she held up a little unlabeled one-pint jar with a green lid.  “We use it often to subjugate woman.  It’s very effective.  Did you find any reference to ‘legal incentives for self-enslavement’ in your legal research?”

At Angelica’s wide-eyed head shake to the negative, Angel continued, “Hmmph, as we thought.  Well, it’s all covered in Amended Protocol II.  This is what we call our ‘Domestication Agent’.  The name along with the distinctive green colored ointment and green label means something.  Do you know what that indicates?”

“No,” Angelica responded hesitantly.

Angel smiled and Angelica didn’t like the sinister look.

“Think back to your promises of a few hours ago.  While writhing in blissful orgasms, you were willing to promise anything to keep that next orgasm from being withheld.  Right!  As I told you, if The Act were in effect, video of your babbling responses would justify at the very least, a pre-paid overnight ‘Ponygirl Experience’ or an overnight ‘Slavegirl Experience’ at our facility.  Of course, all that would be at your expense.”

“No!” Angelica whispered in negation.  “Besides,” she asserted more forcefully, “I was clearly in a state of non compos mentis.”

Angel laughed.  “No court of law is going to agree that a woman is not in control of her mind during an orgasm.  Her earnest begging and offers for more of the marvelous sex have to be taken seriously.  That’s been well established in European courts.”

“Tut, tut,” Angel continued in admonishment of the associate attorney.  “It looks like Master is indeed correct, … you really don’t know much about real-world applications of The Act.  First clue, … Green, … Green Collars?  No?  Doesn’t ring a bell in that bright legal mind?” Angel kept shaking her head at Angelica’s ignorance.  “Well, this might be a real wake up call for you to focus your research into both Amended Protocol I and II to the Judicial Enslavement Act which outlines the rights of free persons to engage in self-enslavement livestock activities along with limitations to actions taken by enslaving agents or agencies.  According to The Act, and its Protocols, Green Collars like you are wearing, indicate free persons that have voluntarily entered into an irrevocable short period of servitude.”

“Irrevocable period of servitude?” Angelica whispered back in disbelief.  She gulped and finally made a connection.  “So, under your use of a carefully edited portion of my recorded video, that you interpret as a fully legally binding contract, you would charge me fees and enter me into whatever offered program you chose?”

“Yes,” Angel answered with a smirk.  “That’s our business model.  Of course, there are additional severe penalties for non-payment.  But, what else Miss. Legal Mind?” 

Angelica paused to see where Angel was going.  “Holy shit!” Angelica answered in disbelief.  “You said ‘Domestication Agent’ and your wording was probably precise.  Domestication as in domesticated livestock.”  She shuddered at the connection.  “Please, don’t use that evil shit on me,” Angelica begged.  “I now understand the lesson.  Your attitude right now that I’m already a temporary slave and the video was enough proof of the extent of your ability to trick women into self-enslaving; thus, ensuring maximum profit in this enterprise.”  Angelica took a deep breath and added in a begging tone, “Please, I’ve learned an important lesson.  Let me loose so I can get back with Master Sergei.”

Ignoring the naked and collared blonde, Angel continued with a laugh, “Of course I’m going to use it on you.  As you oversee our operation, this experience will imprint upon you exactly how we get so many customers to beg for more ‘experiences.’  Some will even beg to be enslaved for continued sessions every few weeks just for the sex.”

“Holy shit,” Angelica whispered.  “Addicted to the orgasms?” Angelica thought again about the ‘requests’ seen as ‘contractual obligation.’  “Holy shit!  The Act gives you the right to claim possessory rights as an enslavement agent while the woman is in a state of animus possidendi.”

“It must be a type of Spanish Fly,” Angelica whispered in horror before Angel could respond to her claim of possession of the thing.  “You use it to get women out of their minds in orgasms so they beg for more, … to be your slave, … to do, ... anything for another orgasm.”

“No, Miss. Legal Mind.  That’s stupid.  First, there’s no such thing as Spanish Fly.  Instead, what we do is use something that forces orgasmic, addictive, mind-blowing sex during relief from the insidious effects of the Domestication Agent.  You see, it’s a long-lasting, oil-based, severe itching cream.  Relief only comes when the clit, vaginal sheath, or rectum are sexually stimulated resulting in astonishing orgasms after the long agony of the cream.  We find there’s temporary relief when the prospective slave is being physically sexed or being physically exercised.  Of course, there is a neutralizing agent, but we only use that after we accomplish what we need to with the gullible cunts.”

Angel pulled a flexible, full-face, mask out of Star’s leather shoulder bag.  “Lean forward so I can put this on.  And, don’t resist or I’ll tug on the leash.  You should know that the training collar has a cog wheel inside that advances the shock level up by one setting higher after each triggering.  Plus,” she added with the smirk of superiority that Angelica was beginning to hate, “this will protect your identity.”

Angelica shivered as Angel’s body touched her in tugging the stretchy portion of the mask over her head.  The mask covered her face from her upper lip, up over her forehead, and all the way back to the base of her skull.  Angel aligned the eye holes of the rigid portion of the mask and then tugged her blonde hair out through an opening in the back of the mask.  Angelica tried to move her face out of the way to avoid a black gag harness; but Angel pinched her jaw and her mouth opened enough for the gag to slip in.

She took a deep breath through her mouth and heard a faint whistling.

“That’s a whiffle gag,” Angel explained.  “There are enough holes in the gag to allow for near normal breathing, but it stretches out your jaw and interferes with tongue positioning and speech.  Not as silent as a ball gag or a short, fat inflatable penis gag, … but, it is safe, … no vomiting and choking to death, you see?”

“Hmmph!” Angelica tried to protest.  Angel shoved a small mirror in front of her face.  “Holy shit!” she thought with horror.  “Nobody would ever recognize me and that weird white pasty face and coloration that looks like some kind of robot character face.”  Later, she would wonder how such a weird alien face would encourage customers to desire her, … dominate her, … to fuck her without realizing that Angelica’s primary lure was her voluptuous body and that nobody cared about the actual identity of the slave.

“This is one of our more eerie masks,” Angel said with a smirk.  “Most of our others use feathers and colors to mimic exotic animals.”  Angel opened the limo door and beckoned Angelica outside.  She moved awkwardly and with grunts of discomfort due to the hobble chain and her hands loosely cuffed behind her back.  She wobbled about in the 4-inch heels previously used by one of Sergei’s slaves.  Angel stood close by with one hand on her leash and the other on her right arm.  Angelica got her first good look at Angel and realized that the slave had dressed herself in her own clothes, leaving her only wearing the slave’s heels.

“Hew hunt!” she yelled.  “Hats hi hose!”

“Holy hells!” Angel muttered.  “You are one dense associate attorney!  Yes, I’m a cunt and of course, I’m wearing your clothes.  Stupid bitch!  We’re the same size, same blonde hair, same big floppy ‘DD’ pleasure bags.  Both quality Prime Pieces of Pussy.”

Angelica was horrified at Angel’s scathing remarks.  “Same size?” Angelica thought.  “Naked, collared, leashed, and masked?  That bitch just changed places with me!”

Angry, Angelica could only shake her displeasure.  Her cuffed and chained wrists didn’t allow much other body movement.  Chagrined at the wild motion of her unfettered and naked breasts, Angelica stopped almost immediately. 

Angel held up the Green Jar and made a point of digging into it for a gob of the ointment.  “Hold still or I yank the leash again,” Angel warned.  “Feet apart,” she commanded.  “Lean way forward.”

Angelica shivered but reluctantly shifted her legs the full one-foot allowed by the chain.  “Hitch!” she growled.  “Hew hucking hitch!

Angel grinned and put a tiny dab on each nipple.  Then, she leaned down and twirled a bigger dollop around Angelica’s pronounced clit.  Lastly, she ran goopy fingers down through her cunt and then delved deeply into her asshole.

Angel snapped off the latex gloves, patted Angelica’s breasts till they bobbled about and whispered, “There, all done.  And, … by the way, … I am a fucking bitch and proud of it.”  After a moment she added, “But of course, later I’ll punish you for your insubordinate attitude.”

“Miss. Angelica Crosby, I presume,” a male voice interrupted the two women.

Both naked associate attorney and demurely dressed slave turned toward the cultured British voice.  The women saw a tall, 6’3” handsome man in his early fifties with salt and pepper hair but in excellent shape.  “I’m Baxter, Mrs. Powers’ Butler,” he added with a welcoming smile.

“No, Mr. Baxter.  I’m not Miss. Crosby, thank you.  I’m one of Master’s slaves, Angel,” Angel said with a smile to the Butler.  “Miss. Crosby is delayed and won’t be here until early tomorrow sometime and her lodging needs have been changed to the NLEC Residence Wing.”

Raymond Baxter nodded at the slave’s use of the formal, servant’s address to a butler rather than just by his last name like a family member.  He looked pointedly at Precious for long seconds before turning his attention back to Angel.

Angelica, froze at the Butler’s knowing gaze.  His piercing look seemed to penetrate the sham Angel was perpetrating.  She was getting a very bad vibe from her situation.  He seemed very interested in her nude state.

“Ahhh, well Miss. Angel, welcome and nice to meet you,” the Butler responded as he politely shifted his gaze back to his Mistress’ house guest, “I assume this is another of Master Sergei’s European slaves?”

“No.  Believe it or not, this is a prospective client.  It doesn’t deserve a name yet.” She laughed.  “But, I think that I’ll call it, … ‘Precious.’  She laughed again.  “Pending enactment of the just approved Act, this bitch, Precious, has voluntarily submitted to gaining some slave experience.”  Angel laughed again and pointed at Angelica.  “Can you imagine what kind of a brainless, sex-starved bimbo slut would badger us so it can volunteer for a non-consensual pony and sex slave experience.”  She turned back to the Butler, ignoring the naked woman.  “Anyway, …  Mr. Baxter, I believe all our luggage has been put away?”

Raymond looked pointedly at Angelica shivering in the night air.  “Yes, Miss.,  all taken care of.  However, Master Sergei did give me specific instructions for handling, … hmm, … it, … er, Precious, I mean.”

“That is indeed correct,” Angel answered.  “And, don’t worry about being confused about this one’s status.  Today, it’s just a horny, delusional, slutty female.  Tomorrow, by that I mean when The Act enters into force, The Act would make it livestock; allowed a name but no longer human or protected by humanities’ rights or laws.”

“Master Sergei said something about taking it on a walk-about to loosen up after the long limo ride and show it off to some of the staff in the barn,” the Butler answered while being stoic about what he knew was almost certainly going to be his oddest but most interesting and pleasurable assignment while a Butler. 

Angel passed over the leash to the Butler and responded with a sweet smile, “Good, Mr. Baxter, be sure the slut does its business before bathing it and putting it to bed.”

“Madam, indeed.  Master Sergei already informed me of the delicate touch needed on the leash, and as I said, he gave me exacting instructions to follow.”  He coughed lightly.  “Miss. Angel, I am embarrassed to admit being new to such matters of slavery.”  He brightened up, “But of course, being a dutiful servant to Mrs. Powers, I will execute my duties with precision.”

“Thank you, I don’t question for a moment your dedication to Mrs. Powers.  And I assume the cameras are ready as ordered?”

“Yes, Miss. The head groundskeeper has everything in order.”

“Good, then get to it.”  With that said, Angel strolled away to the front entry to meet up with Star and her Master.

Alone now with Angelica, the Butler turned his attention back to the humiliated, naked, and helpless woman.  “Slave,” the Butler addressed his charge in a harsh, no-nonsense tone, “Master Sergei has given me great latitude in introducing you to a slavery experience.  I’ll expect no disobedience.  Escape is impossible with that hobble and in any event, … we do have a well-equipped kennel should we need to hunt you down.”  The Butler caressed Angelica’s smooth thigh.  “At the present time, this holding comprises just over 4,000 acres of completely fenced or walled in mostly forested land; that’s over six square miles.”  He paused and added, “In the future, it’s quite possible that we might even be allowed to have ‘cunt hunts.’  With your long legs and wiry build, you would make a great runner.” Both his hands squeezed Angelica’s breasts.  “But, … these oversize melons are probably a severe handicap even with proper support.”

Angelica’s mind stopped dead at the mention of a ‘hunt’ and a ‘cunt hunt.’  “No,” she thought, I’ll be obedient and this will soon be over.”  She shivered as his large hands casually took control of her breasts, … and squeezed.  She held back a moan of both fear and arousal.

The Butler admired the stiff nipples on the blonde.  “Well, aren’t you a hot little bitch?” He grinned down at her, turned and tugged slightly on the chain.  “Heel, slut!’ he commanded softly.  “Walk on!”

Angelica struggled to walk smoothly behind him with what was to her unusually high heels and the short hobble on the gravel pathway.  “Thankfully,” she thought, “he’s going slowly.”  During the walk toward the distant stables, Angelica mused about the dark inner character that the prim and proper butler hinted at after Angel left them.  “For sure, this is gonna suck,” she admitted.

In the barn, there was a well-lit breezeway between two long rows of horse stalls.  Inside the wide-open barn doors, there was a short stack of hay on either side of the breezeway with two young men sitting comfortably on each short stack of bales, comfortably resting on thick horse blankets.  Instead of just the head groundskeeper, there were the four slender men; all with eager expressions on their faces.

By now, the effects of the ‘Domestication Agent’ had progressed from cold, to warm, and now the itching effects were well underway.  Angelica grimaced.  “It itches something crazy already, … but it’s manageable.” However, despite that statement, she realized it was already hard to concentrate on all the activity around her with the itching intensifying so much.

“Oi hope this isn’t a problem, Mr. Baxter,” the head groundskeeper said softly in his own British accent while wringing his hat.  “But, Oi needed help setting up all these cameras and lights.  The lads saw me struggling and were right useful in helping me.”

The Butler merely shook his head from side to side.  “Too late now,” he admitted.  “Just keep them in line and don’t forget, I’m running this show.”  He handed off the leash to the groundkeeper and said, “Hold this while I take off the cunt’s leg cuffs and hobble chain.  And, I’ll need a halter rope and lunge whip.”

When Raymond Baxter resumed control, he held an 8-foot length of a soft halter rope and a long fiberglass rod with a 4-foot nylon whip at the end.  “Gents,” he announced, “this blonde filly here is Precious, a young woman uncertain of her role in life.  Pending the entry into effect of the Judicial Enslavement Act tonight, this fine example of modern American womanhood is here to learn of her submissive nature.  Who knows, she may well be a true slave in the morning.”

Standing uncertain about what was going on, Angelica kept an attentive eye on the long fiberglass rod that he wielded.  She saw, and heard the lunging whip swing toward her and flinched for the pain.  Instead, the fiberglass rod touched her lightly twice on her side and he commanded, “Move on!” Angelica stood confused.

The rod swung back and this time she felt the fiberglass portion impact harder on her left haunch.  “Move on, little pony!”

Angelica, jolted, more by the surprise of the impact than any pain, and jumped forward.  At his command of, “Good pony!  Keep moving,” Angelica continued moving.  But, since the Butler stayed in place, she had to turn; effectively looping around him.  The breezeway was about 20-feet across and Angelica found herself walking slowly around the Butler standing in the middle while he pointed the lunging whip toward her.  After a couple of times around, Angelica finally realized she was moving the same as a horse, or pony, while being exercised in a round pen.  Walking unevenly in the heels, she was fully aware that her unsupported DDs were wobbling about and being keenly observed by the six men present.  “Fuck,” she told herself while risking a glance at the cameras

“Holy hells!” someone whispered loudly.  “That’s some fine, prime pussy and some mighty nice titties.”

“Hmmph!” Angelica complained.

“Move on!” Angelica heard the Butler repeat.  Then the rod impacted her left haunch much harder.  “Trot!” she heard and couldn’t help but pick up the pace.  Now her breasts were really jumping around as she tried moving with her hand’s unnaturally cuffed position behind her back.  She felt her shoulders shift from side to side to compensate for not having hands and arms swinging as she slowly jogged.

“That bitch is smokin’ hot!  Bet she’s getting off on being exhibited like this,” one of the young men laughed.

“I like best that she can’t talk us to death,” someone else observed.  “Although,” he admitted with a laugh, “it makes it kinda hard to see if she swallows or spits it out.”

“Can we check to see if that cunt is wet?” the first man asked.  “Or maybe let me mount that tight little ass?” he added with a shout.

“That’s it, keep up that pace,” the Butler soothed while ignoring the men.  “Now, raise your knees up as you pace.  Remember, I haven’t used the whip itself yet so be an obedient and responsive filly.”  He then demonstrated by popping the lunging whip behind Angelica.

Angelica heard the supersonic crack of the whip behind her and unconsciously sped up.  “Fuck!” she told herself.  “Where is this headed?  Am I going to be gang banged by these six men?”

“Good, bitch! Keep going at that pace.”

By now, Angelica was breathing heavily at the strain of keeping up the unnatural knee-high movement and the quick pace.  Each time around, she locked eyes with the groundkeeper and his four helpers.  She didn’t like the obvious signs of growing lust that she saw.  “Angel said I volunteered for pony and non-consensual play.  Does that mean I’ll be the center of a six-man gang bang?”

“Move on!” she was commanded and Angelica struggled to continue the jog even as she felt the beginnings of exhaustion. 

Then, the whip snapped behind Angelica again and she sped up even more from a jog to a slow run.  She couldn’t keep raising her knees at this pace and prayed she wouldn’t get punished for it.

“Hah!” the Butler yelled and popped the whip against Angelica’s haunch.

“Eiiii!” she screamed into the gag and mindlessly tried to run faster in the restricted space of the barn breezeway.  Her poor boobs lurched up and down even more forcefully.

“Boss man, you need to get that bitch out in a proper round pen tomorrow,” the groundskeeper observed.   “You could sell tickets and really clean up.”

Angelica continued to run and listen to the taunts until, exhausted, she collapsed onto the concrete.

“It’s done in,” someone observed.

“Shit!  That was hot!” another cried.

“Cunt,” Raymond commanded while admiring the heaving chest and the wobbling tits of the exhausted woman, “since you’re down there, time to do your business.  Piss and shit away before we put you away for the night.”

“Really?” one of the men yelled in excitement.

“Do your business now, or face a real whipping with the riding crop if you have an accident later!” the Butler sternly directed.

Angelica struggled to get up but without her arms, she only shifted about on the cold concrete.  She shivered as the Butler moved behind her and lifted her rump upward, shifting her weight to her knees.  He pulled again, and she ended up kneeling back on her widespread legs.  Horrified, she looked wide-eyed at the six men studying her intently.  “Can’t pee with them watching,” she thought.

The Butler had set aside the lunging whip and approached with the riding crop in his hands.  Angelica watched helplessly as he caressed her stomach and breasts with the folded leather tip.  “Hoooo,” she whimpered.

“Yes,” the Butler responded softly.  “At least piss or I’ll have to use this.”

“Fuck yeah!” one of the crude young men muttered.

Finally, after long moments trying, and trying to ignore the Butler’s hand soothingly caressing her lower stomach, Angelica felt her bladder relax and she peed right there in front of six men.  The hot, smelly urine pooled under her and soon soaked the parts of her shins and feet in contact with the concrete.  “Hoooo,” she again whimpered at the humiliation.

“Who wants to do the honors?” the Butler asked.

Angelica tensed as she sensed a gang bang was to follow.  “Hoooo,” she cried in anguish.

Instead, the Butler held out a wad of toilet paper.  Eagerly, one of the men bounded over and took the paper.  He knelt down behind Angelica’s splayed open legs and observed her red swollen labia and rectum.  “Guys, look!  Her cunt is drooling something fierce.  There’s wet stuff all the way down her thighs and it sure ain’t pee.”

Angelica whimpered as the groundskeeper and the four young men crowded around to closely examine her now wildly itching sex.  “Hoooo!” she moaned to get the men to stop.  “Hep!” she grunted as a wave of more intensive itching focused between her legs.  She tried to rub her sensitive nipples on the coarse concrete.  “Hessss,” she moaned as that generated some relief for her titties.

“Alright, gents!” the Butler commanded after the man finished wiping her piss-covered pussy.  He saw with pleasure that the Slavegirl had moaned and wriggled her hips at the touch of the toilet paper on her clit.  “The show’s over.  Time for you all to head out and for me to put this little cunt to bed.”  He helped Angelica up onto shaky legs.

The five men shuffled away reluctantly.  Most kept glancing back for final views of the beautiful naked woman.

Still focused on the horrible, unrelenting itch and the fleeting, momentary pleasure as the man had wiped across her pussy, Angelica mindlessly shuffled after the tug on her collar.  Then, she tripped over the edge of a hay bale and fell down face-first atop the comforter just used by two of the men.

The Butler momentarily ogled the perfect ass of the young woman and the exposed asshole and inflamed labia.  He knelt down to look closer and set his left hand down on the small of Angelica’s back to hold her in place.  Following his instructions, the Butler reached out to palm the woman’s wet junction between her legs.  “Precious is gushing juices,” he whispered.  He used his middle fingers to rub hard against her puffy labia and then squeezed her clit.

“Ahhhh!” Angelica orgasmed.  The shift from trying to ignore her now overwhelming itching instantly ceased and then became extreme pleasure.  “Eiiii,” Angelica cried softly as his fingers easily triggered an orgasm.  Her brain simply overloaded at the instant switch from horrid itching to pleasure.

“Bitch just got off by simply being touched,” he said with wonder as the woman under him shivered in ecstasy.

Angelica tried to wriggle her ass around to continue the pressure on her pussy.  “Hoooo!” she complained when he stopped.  After just a few seconds, the itching began to resume.  “Fuck!” she screamed inwardly.  “Angel was right in that this is some insidious cream!  Domestication Agent indeed.”

“Hutch he!” she yelled into the gag.

“Touch you?” the Butler translated in amusement.  “You want me to touch you?”

“Hess!” she answered, forgetting that the cameras were also recording this scene.

The Butler grinned as he returned to rubbing her pussy and slipping his fingers past her slimy labia to her equally soaked vaginal channel.

“Hessss!  Ho hi hod, hessss!” Angelica screamed as she orgasmed again, in a long continuous stream of orgasms.

Experienced from a kinky girlfriend years ago that liked to be in gagged bondage, the Butler grinned as he translated her gagspeak into, “Yesss!  Oh, my god, yesss!”  The Butler chuckled and kept up his skilled attack on the vulnerable pussy and asshole.  He loved that the bitch’s orgasm seemed to intensify when he jammed three fingers into her tight, slippery asshole.

Finally, after triggering an unknown number of orgasms, the Butler stopped and stood back.  He left Precious exhausted on the hay bales to walk outside for a piss himself but carefully washed his hands first with soap and hot water to remove any of the Domestication Agent from his fingers.  Sergei had warned him about the evil oil-based cream.  While peeing outside, he kept admiring the woman’s nakedness and helplessness.  “Life is great!” he muttered as he zipped up and walked back into the barn.

By now, Angelica had recovered from the orgasms and the relentless itching had returned.  Remembering the pleasure, Angelica whimpered as the itching demanded touching.  “Hep he!” she asked loudly as what she hoped were the Butler’s footsteps coming up from behind.  “Hi heed hep,” she added.

“What kind of help do you want?” he asked with a smirk.  “I’m kinda tired of touching you without any relief myself.  And, a blowjob is out of the question with that gag locked in place.”

Angelica moaned in despair.  Finally, after long minutes of silence while the Butler patiently waited behind her, she moaned quietly, “Huck!  Huck!  Huck!  Hiem hucked!”

Again, the Butler grinned as he easily translated yet another gagspeak series of comments to, “Fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck!  I’m fucked!”

“Are you just saying you’re fucked because of this situation?  Or, do you really want relief?  In that case, I’ll indeed fuck you until that itch is gone for the night.  But face up into the camera when you answer in a complete sentence.”

Angelica looked up in horror to see yet another camera focused on her face from just 5 feet away.  “He planned this out,” she told herself in horror.  “Sergei planned this just like he did in the limo.  Fuck!”

Crying, Angelica left her face up and pointed at the camera.  “Hessss!  Hease, huck he.  Hease, huck he.”

“So, you are saying, “Yes! Please fuck me!  Please fuck me?  If, so, nod to the camera and say, ‘yes’.”

Angelica thumped her head down on the comforter in humiliation; but, the itching won out.  She raised her head and nodded the best she could and hissed, “Hess!”

“And you’re my bitch, my cunt for the night?”

“Hess,” Angelica reluctantly added, “Heim houre hitch, houre hunt.”

While Angelica was distracted with pondering whether to give in and ask the Butler to fuck away her itching pain, the Butler had set the horse blanket from the opposite side of the breezeway down behind Angelica, dropped his pants and underwear down to his ankles, shuffled up behind her down-hanging legs, and fisted his cock.  At her declaration of, “I’m your bitch, your cunt,” he nestled his condom-covered dick head between her labia and thrust deeply inward with all his strength.

“Eiiii,” Angelica shrieked in wondrous enjoyment as his cock sliced fully into her needy fuck hole and pushed her belly hard into the comforter.  The plunge of the cock immediately counteracted the itching effects of the Domestication Agent.  “Hesss!” she urged him on.  “Huck heee!”

The Butler took her advice and began a blistering, pussy thumping cunt pounding.  Already aroused from playing with the bitch, Raymond tried distracting himself from the slippery perfection of her hot, tight, clasping pussy.  Finally, he ground his fuck stick around in a circle and gasped as he shot his wad.  “What a cunt!” he praised as he fell, breathless, atop the sweaty woman.

Much later, he recovered and dragged her over to a recess in the breezeway where there was a horse wash rack.  He snapped the tie-downs from the sides to the ring attached to her collar.  Then, to Angelica’s horror and pleasure, he stuck the spout of a vaginal douche first into her cunt and then a second one into her asshole.  He thoroughly cleaned each of the sex holes to get rid of the Domestication Agent.  She shivered in renewed lust when he hosed her off with warm soapy water and then dried her off with a soft towel.

Almost content from the sexual relief, she followed in a daze through the chilling air of the night; obediently following around the barn to the rear servants’ entrance of the mansion.  Still wrist cuff chained and gagged, she fell into a soft bed and was asleep before the Butler could strip down naked and slide in beside her.  Angelica slept hard the night through. 


13.  First Livestock Arrives at NLEC

After leaving Master Sergei Kozlov at the BWI airport, 18-old blonde Brandy quickly began having trouble concentrating on the highway.  Fifteen-year-old Suzi almost immediately began bouncing excitedly to her right on the bench seat.  “Fuck, … Suzy, … calm down please!” she hissed over to the slim black-haired girl.  “You’re gonna piss yourself or cause me to have a wreck.”

Suzy pretended immaturity by sticking her tongue out at her older friend and blowing a raspberry.  “I just can’t believe that we were given so much responsibility on our first real day at work,” She said excitedly.  She paused and added, “Training was cool but these are the first real slaves we’ve had for hands on experience in control, domination, and proper slave training.” 

Brandy chanced a glance at the 4H Junior Girl.  “Remember, when we get to NLEC, we talk through every move and safety is paramount,” she reminded her younger co-worker.  “No slip-ups and no escaped slaves.  Mistress Star promised painful canings for that kind of fuck up.” 

“Of course!” Suzy responded happily.  She bounced again in her seat.  Suzy’s lithe and muscular form didn’t jiggle up and down with the movements, but her B cup breasts did fight against her bra each time her ass hit the seat.

In the back of the van, Georgi Shishkin, now Tiger, hung by his cuffed wrists from a trolley rail the same as the female slaves.  Like the others, his slave smock was made of thin material and loose enough that he could feel the bodies of slaves before, behind, and beside him.  None of the slaves wore any other clothing than the ugly smock and hospital style slippers.  His cock had become engorged almost immediately after being slid into the van and it stuck up from under the short smock.  He grunted and twisted about but was unable to do more than occasionally bump his pelvis against a belly or back.  Because of his height, he had no chance of bumping his throbbing penis against a rump or crotch.  Georgi was truly as horny as a goat.  He grunted in frustration.

After experiencing their subjugation at his hands in Moscow and seeing or hearing the events on the flight from Moscow, all the women knew personally how much stamina and control that the muscular man wielded with his weapon of a cock. Despite hanging from their wrists and ankles locked to the steel floor, they wriggled about as much as possible to keep from bumping into the perpetually horny man turned slave stud.

Sophia was miserable in another way.  Despite her unwilling orgasms at his hand, she didn’t want to continue getting fucked or dominated by her brother, … instead, she wanted out of her current nightmare.  “It was a somewhat pleasant surprise when Sergei exchanged our Black Collars for Red Collars about an hour out of Baltimore,” she told herself.  “But, Georgi did fuck me three times on the flight.  Finally, Sergei took us out of the slave transport racks, took off those horrid adult diapers, and let us shower.”   She sighed and thought about his volunteered position on renegotiation, “In Moscow, he kept Yelena and I as slaves, took possession of the Ryabov twin slaves, got all our cash, and stole all the merchandise we had in inventory.”  Again she paused in remembrance, “But, the bastard kept us naked in Moscow right up until we pulled up to the gate when he forced us to wear these horrid smocks.”  She blushed, partly at replaying his explanation that only the best slave behavior would result in freedom of the Shishkin twins in 6 months instead of the 12 months indicated on the faked enslavement paperwork.  The remainder of the blush of humiliation was from replaying the way she had swayed her ass as the crawled nakedly down the aisle of the airplane to lovingly give Sergei her absolute best possible blowjob.  “Like a good slave, … I swallowed everything and then licked his cock and balls clean.  Just like we have Georgi do in forcing the new bitches to immediately learn cocksucking skills.”

Accepting that she was now Blaze, a slave, she grunted in exasperation at her inability to change her status.  “Red Collar slaves for a year unless we show exemplary behavior as Ponygirls.  Fucking Ponygirls!  That’s a minimum 6 months of slavery.  Fuck!”  It seemed like the golden bells were still ringing from her swaying breasts, taunting her with a reminder of Georgi’s hard driving, cunt-busting cock thrusts, that destroyed her mind with uncontrollable orgasms.  “A belled, bald-headed, titty-bouncing Ponygirl!” she thought with misery.  “Oh, … I’m so fucked!”

**********

At NLEC, Brandy pulled around the main building to the side with the equestrian services, the petting zoo, and the race track.  Brandy parked in front of the entrance to the Ponygirl Stalls.  “Hold on, Suzy,” Brandy cautioned the overly eager teen.  “We need to review the documentation on these livestock before we get them unloaded.”

Brandy read each of the women’s files and handed them one at a time for Suzy to read.  “Suzy,” she announced, “did you see that two matched sets of the slaves are to be housed in the Ponygirl section, the male goes into something we need to configure as a VIP stall, and the last slave will be our first general use slut slave?”

Suzy nodded.  “With new slaves and with the pure livestock, Ponygirls, we have to use the higher level security protocols,” she added. 

“Yep,” Brandy answered and then gestured for them to head back to the rear of the van.

Sophia heard the van rear doors open and then someone fumbled with the trolley over her head.  The tension strap that had held her on the balls of her feet loosened.  Blindly, she followed the hands guiding her out of the truck and down a ramp.  She felt a chain being clipped around her waist and then her cuffed hands were drawn to one side.  Her left hand was cuffed to the waist chain, the cuff holding her wrists together loosened and her now free hand was drawn to her right side to be secured to the chain on that side of her body.  She realized that even blinded by the hood, the two young women handling her body gave her no chance of escape.

“Stay!” someone gruffly commanded. 

“Don’t move or face severe punishment!” another female voice commanded.

Something was clipped to her Red Slave Collar.  She shivered as velcro catches on the shoulders of her slave smock were ripped apart and the ugly grey slave smock slipped downward off her torso  Now topless and unable to see anything about her new location, Blaze could only wait patiently as her smock was tugged down around her belly chain to her ankles.  She forced herself to school her thoughts to that of a slave.  “Wait and obey,” she told herself.

A few long minutes later she was commanded to, “Heel!” and she blindly began to shuffle forward as the leash on her collar directed.  She thought she entered a building and was led down a long hallway.  A heavy sounding door opened, she moved forward, and the door clanged shut behind her.  When the hood was pulled upward, she found herself alone with a young teenage girl she heard addressed by the name of Brandy by the woman that met them in the airport.

“She said the blonde is named Brandy,” she reminded herself.  “Brandy is supposed to be 18 and fully trained to handle Ponygirls.”  The young girls scrutiny brought back awareness of her status; she again moaned, “I’m a Ponygirl, … sis and I are fucking Ponygirls!”   Brandy looked critically at the girl and instantly keyed in on the riding crop hanging from a loop on the girl’s waist.  “She’s wearing black glossy knee-high boots, a black pleated miniskirt, and a black leather-looking bustier that pushes up her breasts but demurely covers them.”

The other younger teen she heard named Suzy stood outside their room observing them through a wall of heavy steel bars.  Suzy was clearly providing security oversight to ensure Brandy got the first pair of new slaves safely released into their stall.  She held a fully charged taser in hand in case it was needed.

Brandy hung her leash over a hook about a foot higher than her head on one wall.  Blaze, Sophia, had no choice but to wait patiently.  She watched Brandy pull the hood off the other woman and was relieved that it was her sister, Yelena.  “No, … it’s Biscuit now,” she thought sadly.  Biscuit was soon just as naked as Sophia and her leash secured on a hook on the opposite wall.

“Okay!  Girls!  Listen up!” Brandy snapped while stroking her riding crop against the concrete walls of the stall.  “No speaking, … ever, unless asked a question.  Now, this is your home, Stall Two.  Treat it with respect or you’ll be sleeping in a real pony stall with high wooden walls, no toilet or water, and straw to sleep on and use as a toilet.  If you understand, nod your heads.”

Sophia gulped and nodded.  She saw that her sister, Yelena did the same.  “She looks dazed and scared,” Blaze thought.  “Am I looking the same?”

“Okay, … this stall is actually your cell,” Brandy’s explanation interrupted her musing.  “It is roomy at 20 feet by 20 feet, has one single king-size bed, a sink, a toilet, a corner shower, a stainless-steel mirror, a whiteboard, and a television with remote control.” Brandy paused and added, “This level of comfort is only yours by right of obedience and excellent performance.  Disappoint me, or any 4H girl, Senior or Junior, has the authority to take away privileges.”

Sophia looked to the whiteboard. 

Keep it neat and clean
Everything is a privilege earned based on behavior
The alternative is a straw bed in a barn stall

It confirmed what Brandy just told them.

“Next door in Stall One are another pair of Ponygirls named Pixie and Misty,” Brandy explained.  “Further away, in the other direction, is Stall Five housing the Stud named Tiger.  Every stall is the same.” She smirked and added, “I’ve been told that the Stud has been allowed the overnight use of up to two slaves and the right to exert his love of bondage on his nightly ‘guests’.  I’ve been told he has the attitude of a horny goat and the sexual stamina of a god.  Expect to spend many nights in his king-size bed.”

Both Sophia and Yelena grunted in displeasure.

Brandy’s gaze hardened.  “While that wasn’t actually true speech, I’ll ignore that outburst since you’re new.  Don’t count on my excusing your failings.  Tomorrow, you’ll get your NLEC logo tattoo and American slave registration numbers followed by a ritual punishment to remind you of your new Mistresses.”

With that, Brandy took the leashes off both Ponygirls and walked to the heavy steel cell door with its criss-crossed steel bars.  “Stay in place!” she commanded.  Then, taser in hand, Suzy let her fellow handler out of the stall/cell into the tiny entry vestibule and locked the door with a clang. 

Brandy stepped back and Suzy opened a small access inset in the bars on the hallway side of the cell.  “Blaze stay by the toilet, Biscuit approach and stick one of your waist sides to this opening for me to take off your cuffs.  The waist chain stays in place.”

Each new Ponygirl silently followed the directions and finally, Suzy explained, “Blaze, Biscuit, daily routine starts at 6:00 AM when your alarm goes off.  You will immediately shower and be ready for breakfast at 6:30.  Tomorrow’s menu is scrambled eggs, sausage, toast, milk, juice, and coffee.  You can see the meal plan on the monitor calendar.”

Both Blaze and Biscuit looked at her with open mouths; shocked at not only the superior accommodations for a slave, but also the luxurious sounding meals.  Each thought with disgust about the cheap Russian slave kibble they fed their slaves.

“At 6:30 your stall will be inspected for cleanliness.  Need I say that we expect spick and span cleanliness or you face punishment and maybe loss of privileges.”  Suzy paused a moment and added, “Each day you will leave the stall area soon after that for training, exercise, and Petting Zoo preparation if that is on the schedule.  You’ll figure out all that yourself.”

Suzy and Brandy left and closed the bulletproof laminated polycarbonate glass door to the small vestibule.  Like the barred door on the other side of the vestibule, the transparent door electronically latched to a locked position.  Inside the cell / stall, the sisters looked at each other and tearfully ran together desperate for reassuring hugs.  Sniffling, Yelena whispered, “Sophia, thank you for not abandoning me!  I was so afraid!”

Sophia tightened her hold on her twin and whispered back, “We would never do that to each other.  I love you!”  After a few sobs, she added much more quietly, “Better call me Blaze from now on.  If we can trust Sergei to free us in six months, then assume he’s checking to see that we’re actually the best Ponygirls and slaves among the stock that he owns.”

Yelena sobbed and whispered back while sniffling from her tears, “Then, … I’m Biscuit.”

The two women stood for long minutes hugging before reluctantly crawling into bed.  With no movement in the stall, motion sensors turned off the hallway and stall lights.  Under the covers, Blaze slipped behind her twin, put her arms around Biscuit, and grabbed a breast to reassure herself that they were together.  Absolutely worn out, they were deeply asleep in moments.


14.  The First American Women Judicially Enslaved

Jennie Floyd groaned when a guard banging on her cell bars woke her from an uneasy sleep.  The blonde 26-year-old former accountant, lover, and money launderer for the kingpin leader of a major northeast corridor drug distribution network of cocaine, heroin, and fentanyl had recently been found guilty on all counts.  The 26-year-old was expecting to be transferred to a federal prison to begin serving her life sentence without the possibility of parole.  The prosecution had iron-clad proof of her role and that of her boss that ran the network.  No plea deal had been offered to either of them.

“Get your ass up!” Federal Marshal Kathi Vincent shouted.  The Marshal had been looking forward to moving several prisoners to federal prison.  It was normally one of her favorite missions.  However, her unexpectedly changed orders this morning had her in a foul mood because her driving time had increased, cutting into her hoped for ‘recreational’ time.  Marshal Vincent sighed, knowing she might not have time for tormenting a prisoner or two.  “The President just signed the Judicial Enslavement Act and your sorry ass is so fucked!” the Federal Marshal shouted again.

“What the fuck!” Jennie grunted sleepily.  “It’s like three in the morning.”  The guard’s comment about the President signing some stupid law went by unnoticed.  Reluctantly, Jennie obeyed and soon was shuffling through the prison facility under the Federal Courthouse.  She was wearing her regular orange one-piece prison suit and slippers.  The Federal Marshal had watched carefully as female prison guards added chains to Jennie as though she was a violent prisoner rather than a convicted drug kingpin.  A chain connected an ankle hobble chain to her waist chain and her wrists were cuffed to the waist chain.

Cowed at being so tightly secured, Jennie nonetheless remained watchful for any chance to escape.  “Once I’m in federal lockup,” she told herself miserably, “I’m stuck without a chance of escape.  No way that I want to die an old woman in some federal prison.

In the garage, Jennie saw one other similarly chained convict waiting by a black, fat-assed, female Federal Marshall.  An armored prison transport van waited with the back doors open.

“You all set with your cunt, Cindy?” Marshall Vincent asked her friend Federal Marshall Cindy Lowery.

“Almost,” she answered with a grin, “we still need to add the finishing touches.”

Marshall Kathi Vincent grinned and walked over to a shelf.  “Here, I’ll help you get your convict outfitted and then you can help me.

Jennie watched in anger as the two Marshalls grabbed the black prisoner and struggled to get her mouth open to shove a fat, black ballgag into her mouth.  The resisting prisoner collapsed as the white Marshal drew her baton and struck the woman in the belly.  They then expertly gagged the woman and tightened a black leather head harness over her head.  Lastly, they drew a black cloth hood over the woman’s head and tightened the drawstring around her neck. 

The black Marshal then fisted the side of the prisoner’s head, forcing her down to her knees.  “Stay, down bitch!” she spit out to the black prisoner.

The two Marshals then turned to Jennie.

“I’m so gonna fuck you up, bitches!” Jennie hissed to the Marshals as they approached.

Black Marshal Cindy Lowery hissed back, “We’ll see who gets the fucking, you low life loser!”

White Marshall Kathi Vincent swung her baton again and Jennie gasped and sunk down limply to her knees.  Before she could get her breath back, her chin was yanked up, and a gag was jammed into her mouth, the harness that held it in her mouth tightened, and then the hood was yanked over her head.

“Yep, we’ll see who gets fucked up,” the white Federal Marshal taunted her as the hood was severely tightened around her neck.

One of the male prison guards came over to look at the two hooded prisoners.  He held out a clipboard.   “Sign the receipts to take charge of these two.  The delivery instructions and paperwork are under your copy of the receipt affidavit.”  Then he looked pointedly at the two female Marshals.  “Be sure and tell me about any fun you extract from the little evil bitches,” he whispered. “I’ll be glad to see the cocky cunts taken down a bit.”

Marshal Vincent whispered back, “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” with a big grin.  She winked at the male friend and added, “I’m not much for cock but Cindy sometimes swings that way.” 

Both Marshals laughed and dragged the two hooded prisoners to the back of the van.  Jennie was shoved down on a metal bench and a seat belt was tightened around her waist.  Next, her hobble chain was padlocked to a chain running under the bench.  Jennie tried to move and quickly realized that her movement was very restricted.  She was getting a bad feeling about her chances of escape.  She heard them bringing up the black prisoner she’d seen and then felt her locked down on the bench opposite her.

After a few minutes, Jennie heard other guards and prisoners approaching.  She wasn’t sure, but she thought that about four other prisoners were being transported along with her and the black prisoner.

The van engine fired up.  The rear doors clanged shut, were latched, and padlocked.  With a jolt, the vehicle headed out with the six prisoners.

Jennie was now getting very worried that she’ll not have a chance to escape.  The gag was torturing her jaw and sweat under the hot hood had drenched her face and hair.  The sweat stung her eyes.  “Bitches!” she complained.  The gag makes her complaint sound like, “Hihes!”

At least two hours later, Jennie felt the van slow down.  “It’s pulling off an interstate or fast road onto an exit ramp,” she tells herself.  She felt the centrifugal force of the long sweeping turn.  More than five minutes later she heard the clang of steel gates and tensed.  “No escape if its inside a prison,” she moaned in dispair.

The van stopped and the doors opened with a clang.  When the rear doors opened, Jennie felt the rush of fresh air.  But she slumped in disappointment at the sound of numerous voices echoing in what must be a secure unloading area.  It’s hard to tell, but she thinks the last four prisoners are taken off the van. 

She has a glimmer of hope when she realized that this wasn’t her stop.  Then, a hand yanked back hard on her hooded head.  “Oww!” Jennie groans inwardly.  She stiffened when the first marshal, the white cunt named Kathi Vincent hissed in her ear, “On the way to our last stop, we’re gonna see who gets fucked up!”

Jennie used her torso to thrust back at the woman.  “Huck hu!” she screamed into the gag.

Marshal Vincent chuckled.  “Cindy, you drive! Pull off behind that gas station we used last time.  I’m staying back here for a little fun.”

Jennie couldn’t hear Cindy’s response through the heavy, stifling hood.  But she tried to physically and mentally prepare herself for whatever is coming.

Jennie felt the chains around her feet loosen and then her seat belt was removed.  Kathi threw her head back hard against the steel side of the van.  Jennie’s head bounced off the steel side and she immediately felt dazed and confused.  As the van lurched forward, a gloved fist hit her in the stomach.  Then, crouched over in pain, she couldn’t resist as hands unzipped her orange jumpsuit all the way to her crotch.  Kathi’s hands grabbed ahold of her breasts and squeezed and twisted. 

Howling in pain at the cruel treatment of her breasts, Jennie slammed her forehead forward as hard as she could and heard a satisfactory crunch from her opponent’s nose.

Quickly moving her torso to the side, Jennie desperately shifted her hands along the waist chain to search for the woman’s stun gun.  Her hands had little movement since her wrists were chained to her waist chain.  But, … finally, after fumbling for what seemed like forever, her fingers found the Taser holster snap.  It popped out of the holster and somehow, Jennie’s fingers clasped the grip correctly.  She fired it into her attacker’s body.

Jennie laughed manically into the gag when Marshal Vincent began to jerk and quiver from the Taser shocks.  In renewed hope, she continued digging around the woman’s utility belt and pockets for the cuff keys.

It seems like years passed before Jennie finally found the key and wrestled about to unlock a single wrist.  That hand free, Jennie easily picked up the abandoned Taser and fired it again into the body below her.

With a second hand free, it was easy for Jennie to undo the strap holding her hood in place.  The gag quickly followed after the hood and Jennie gasped in deep breaths for the first time in hours.  Grinning down at her blonde, drooling prize, Jennie quickly decided to strip the guard and take her clothing.

Jennie Floyd stripped off the Marshal’s clothing.  “Fucking bitch is a true blonde,” she muttered in annoyance.  Her own blonde hair came from a bottle; as evidenced by her brown pubic hair.  She mashed the gag into the Marshal’s mouth, tightened up the head harness, and hooded the naked woman to be sure she would be totally disoriented in case she recovered too quickly.

“The van is still moving to wherever that gas station is,” she muttered as she awkwardly slipped the jumpsuit onto the insensate woman.  She dragged the woman up onto the bench and replaced the belly chain, cuffs, and hobble.  Leaving the jumpsuit unzipped to the woman’s blonde crotch, she secured the marshal’s legs to the van’s built-in floor chain.

Jennie finally sat down wheezing from the workout and the aftermath of the adrenaline surge. 

About 15 minutes later, the van slowed and lurched off the road.  Jennie knew this was the point where the two marshals planned to stop and fuck up the prisoners.  She was just tightening up the laces on the marshal’s boots when the van stopped and Jennie heard the front door open.  Quickly, she turned to Marshal Vincent’s grunting and wriggling form.  Jennie yanked the jumpsuit wide open and began to maul the woman’s pale white titties. 

Marshal Vincent was now screaming into her gag.  Jennie grinned at the turnaround in their lives.  She left one hand squeezing and pinching the big soft breasts while the other held the Taser at the ready, hidden by her belly.

“Kathi, I hope you Tased that bitch!” Cindy asserted as she climbed into the van, turned, and closed the van’s rear door behind her.  Her back still turned, she added, “I ain’t waiting, it’s definitely time to bruise up that mouthy cunt’s big floppy tits!”

Jennie fired the Taser into the back of the unsuspecting guard.  The sharp prongs plunged through the uniform exposed below her body armor and stabbed into her bare spine.  Cindy quivered and shook before slumping down to continue the spastic Tase dance.

Cindy was also quickly stripped naked and secured in a hogtie using both Marshal’s handcuffs.  Sitting down, gasping in relief, Jennie calmly took the hood off the black prisoner and removed her gag and head harness.  Moments later, Jennie sat in relief with one marshal on the floor with handcuffed wrists and ankles in her uniform in a tight hogtie, the other marshal secured like a prisoner, gagged, hooded, and abused breasts hanging out of Jennie’s prison overalls, and the black prisoner working the strain out of her jaw from the overly large ballgag.

“I’m Sharon Waller,” the black prisoner grunted out in a hoarse voice.  “Them cunts was gonna really fuck us up.  I heard about it from some other prisoners.  They say this Cindy and Kathi be some bad bitches.”

Jennie looked from black Sharon to the black Federal Marshal.  “You’re both black and got big asses,” she observed.

“What da fuck that supposed ta mean?” Sharon demanded in a tight, offended voice.

Jennie held her hand up.  “Just you hold on, I’m thinking.”  She turned to the still chained prisoner.  “You wait here while I go check out where we’re parked and look over the paperwork.”

“Like where da fuck I’m gonna go!” Sharon hissed as she meaningfully rattled her chains.

Jennie checked the utility belt for the handgun and Taser.  Drawing the handgun, she swung open one of the back doors, slipped out, carefully latched the door shut, and locked it.  Breathing hard, she forced herself to move casually to the driver’s door, service weapon held at the ready.  It appeared that they were parked behind an abandoned service station on a quiet side road.  Inside the cab, she discovered two purses and their transport paperwork.

“A Judicial Enslavement Notice?  What the fuck! … Transfer paperwork to a fucking Ponygirl ranch, some place called the NLEC!” she cried in horror.  “Both of us were going to be fucking lifetime Ponygirls!”  She sat astounded.  She didn’t even know that The Act had passed.  “Maybe that’s what that bitch marshal was yelling at me earlier?” she thought.  Slumped back in the seat, Jennie idly examined her guard’s ID and recognized from the picture that they both were blonde, with about the same build. 

She looked back to the paperwork and was once again horrified by the details of her enslavement.  With lifetime enslavement sentences, they were being transferred to an Enslavement Agent at a livestock center where both were to have the standard slave collars, tattoos, and RFID seed chips implanted.  The paperwork showed that the purchaser had a livestock vet already licensed on site to do the work.  “Holy shit!” she whispered with an evil glint in her eye.  “And we have to confirm that the work is done properly to the court’s satisfaction.”

“The white cunt is a true blonde, and my paperwork describes me as blonde even though it ain’t natural,” she muses.  “Kathi and I are the same age, 26.  Hmmm, my hair is shoulder length and hers is long.  Gonna hafta cut that shit.”  She grinned.  “This could be fucking poetic justice,” she chuckled.

She compared the transfer paperwork for Sharon with the marshal named Cindy.  “Hmmm, Sharon’s black and 33, the cunt guard is black and 35.  Close enough.  Both are kinda slim with big breasts and fat asses.” Grinning at the plan, she headed back out to the rear of the van.

Jennie opened the back door and immediately Tased the naked black marshal once again just for the hell of it.

Soon, both marshals were wriggling and grunting protests in the orange jumpsuits and Sharon was struggling to get into the black guard’s uniform.  Jennie grinned at her efforts and whispered, “Jamb your big fat titties into that skinny bitch’s bra and let’s get this show on the road.”

Kathi woke to disorientation and a splitting headache.  The van was moving; softly swaying about.  Dimly she realized something was very wrong and she first discovered her numb jaw and the hood on her head.  Scared, she struggled and realized her wrists were cuffed to a chain around her waist.  She burst into tears at the realization that she let her prisoner escape and she had switched places with her.

“Oh, fuck!” she told herself.  “They may fire me for incompetence over this.  Shit! I’ll never be able to work in law enforcement again with this story haunting me wherever I work.”

The van lurched, slowed, turned, and backed up to the sound of loud warning beeps.  The bumper thumped against something.  “A loading dock?” she wondered.

Jennie turned the van’s ignition off and turned to her new friend.  “Well Marshal Lowery, are you ready to get this show started?”

Sharon Waller grinned back at the blonde, “Marshal Vincent, it’ll be a pleasure to give those two cunts a reorientation on life.”

**********

Georgi Shishkin was restless and more than a bit uncomfortable at being alone in a new place.  Despite the long flight and his lack of sleep, he just couldn’t relax.  White sitting awkwardly on the king-size bed, he played back in his head the promises that Sergei Kozlov made to him.  “He was my father’s friend,” he remembered and grinned at the fun he had preparing and fucking the few captured bitches that Sergei purchased from his father.

Intrigued with the thought of exploring for a bit and then finding something to fuck, he set his feet down on the chilly tile floor of his stall and put his feet back into his slippers.   Topless and wearing only his pajama bottoms, the slippers, and the heavy weight of the Black Slave Collar, Georgi moved toward the heavy door with its thick steel bars and waved the temporary bracelet on his right wrist toward the door.  It clicked loudly and slid sideways to open access to the small vestibule which served as a security trap.  He grinned and waved his wrist toward the bulletproof glass door.  The steel door behind him slid shut and the clear glass door slid open.

Still widely smiling, he stood in the wide hallway for a few moments and turned to walk down the row of cells, stopping at the first one that was occupied.  He paused and read aloud the sign on the wall beside the entry.

‘Stall Two: Ponygirls Blaze and Biscuit’

Georgi’s nearly perfect memory let him play back the memory of the blonde twins with the huge D cup breasts that he’d processed back in Moscow.  He easily imagined the buzzing vibration of the clippers as the first 31-year-old’s long blonde tresses almost magically fell away to reveal the gleaming white smoothness of the skin on her skull.  Georgi scowled in remembering that his uncle was the one that shaved the two big-titted blondes hair off their heads.  But, his cock did twitch in remembrance of the sweet pleasure his cock head felt as it slipped into the slippery gash of that hot bitch and how she tried so hard to resist getting fucked and then how she limply accepted the sting of the tattoo needle.  He groaned as his cock re-experienced the tightness of her cunt as he sliced deeply on his very first thrust.  “The sister was just as special,” he told himself.

He shook his head at the pleasure of dominating the pair in Moscow and then the further fun he had using them on the flight to the United States.  Grinning, he continued past that Ponygirl Stall to the one at the end and read that sign.

‘Stall One: Ponygirls Pixie and Misty”

“I did shave these two cunts,” he thought happily.  “They squirmed so nicely in denial, humiliation, and pain when I inked our logo, their slave registration numbers, and their new names on their flawless skin.”  Now, he was very eager to once again dominate the two 20-year-olds.  He peered through the heavy bullet-proof  outer door and through the steel bars of the inner door into the dimly lit interior of stall two.  The lights were dimmed for sleep but he could still make out the two mounds sleeping under the bed’s thin comforter.   

Georgi swept his wrist near the outer door sensor and grunted when the small screen lit up and asked for his PIN number.  He grumbled but quickly typed in ‘9573’ which was his assigned PIN needed to enter secure areas.  The 6’4” 250 lb man entered the man trap and again used his wrist RFID chip and PIN to enter the room.  To his right was a television monitor mounted on the wall with the screen turned off and dark.  Beside it was a smaller LED screen with the current time and next morning’s schedule glowing softly.  Georgi ignored the screens and focused on the bed.

He yanked the comforter off the bed and growled, “Bitches!  Get up on all fours with your asses toward me at the foot of the bed!”

Oksana Ryabov woke with her heart beating wildly in fear.  She looked about and groggily realized she was in the cell she shared with her sister.  In the dim nighttime light setting she saw a tall muscular man that was shouting at them in Russian.  The bed shook as her sister, Marina Ryabov woke beside her and scrambled to get up on her hands and knees.  Oksana mirrored her sister’s moves until their hips lightly brushed together as they knelt as commanded.

“Hands back toward your knees and your chins down to the mattress!” was his next command.

Georgi stood at the base of the bed and admired the perfect globes of the new slaves’ asses.  Their right haunches were adorned with the tattoos he placed there in Moscow.  “Tomorrow they get the American slavery logos,” he told himself.  He kicked off his slippers and let his pajama bottoms flutter down to the floor of the cell.

Oksana grunted as a hand explored her ass and then whimpered as its fingers slipped down to cover her sex.  The fingers caressed her sex’s outer lips and the recently collared slave resigned herself to the certain sex that would follow.  She and her sister had led active sex lives as Moscow college students, routinely linking up with strange men in clubs where they enjoyed the raucous music of the club scene while accepting alcohol and drugs from men they met.  Their weekends had been filled with wild sex.  She whimpered again as the fingers diddled her clit and then delved into her already lubricated sex.

“Such a pair of whores,” Georgi muttered in Russian as his fingers squelched their way into the young women’s already sloppy wet gashes.  He slipped a thumb from each hand into one of the slimy holes and scooped out enough lubrication to drill that thumb deep into a tight, dry asshole.

“Eiii!” Oksana whimpered aloud as a large thumb pushed its way into her ass and fat fingers plunged into her sex.  The man’s fingers and thumb took full possession of her body’s lower sex holes.  Unconsciously, her ass wriggled in the beginnings of the oldest dance known to man in order to maximize the pleasure from her stimulated nerves.  She couldn’t help but sigh in appreciation when her rapist began to sink his cock into mans favorite pleasure hole.  Again her hips wriggled about; this time to help her sex adjust to his oversize cock.  Its head thumped against her cervix.  Despite the many cocks she’d experienced, she knew this man’s tool was the largest and most powerful fucking tool of her life.

Oksana relaxed and experienced the first orgasm of her new life as an American sex slave.

Georgi stroked into the tight, silky sheath of the slave named Pixie.  “All night,” he mused as his cock was massaged by the quivering muscles of the woman’s orgasm.  “I’m gonna fuck these two brainless all night long.”  He grinned in realization that the Russian Slave Master had followed through with his promise to let Georgi have access to all the cunt he wanted.


15.  Contracts Finalized – Livestock is Delivered

Angelica woke to someone behind her with a hard cock poking against her pussy.  “Hmmm,” she moaned and wriggled just a bit.  She was pleased that even though her mask remained in place, that all the other restricting bondage had been removed; especially the hated gag.  Angelica ignored the padded wrist and ankle cuffs that remained because they didn’t cause any discomfort since they weren’t linked together.  She wriggled slightly again and felt the Butler’s fat cock slip across her moistened labia.  She sighed in pleasure and continued her slow wriggling until she felt the stiffened cock’s head nestle in the sunken area between her pussy lips.  A bit more careful wriggling and the cock head popped through the resistance of her tight outer labia.  She fully remembered the events of the day and night before and was content to feel the Butler’s arousal.  Emboldened by her identity’s anonymity behind the concealment of the mask, Angelica slowly rolled to her belly with a sigh of disappointment as the stiff cock popped out of her pussy.  She pushed her rump upward while her arms cradled her head. 

“Fuck me like a little bitch,” she whispered as her masked face focused on the man she was in bed with.  “Fuck me like you own my sexy body.”  She felt free and safe knowing that her identity was protected behind the mask.  “After all,” she mused as the Butler stirred beside her, “he did give me my best, … most amazing, … earth-shattering orgasms last night.”  Despite never having had a single thought of whether she was sexually a submissive, Angelica decided the masterful Butler and his big cock could dominate her anytime.

Raymond Baxter happily crept up behind the luscious ass of the blonde.  He ran a teasing hand across the very soft skin of both round cheeks of her ass.  “Precious has a nice ass,” he mused aloud, “a very nice ass.”

Angelica nearly purred in happiness as the Butler approved of her upward ass.  “I do kind of like that name,” she sighed.  The soft touch was electrifying and she seemed to feel electric currents running up along her spine.  “I should be embarrassed,” she chastised herself.  “He’s a stranger and I’m lusting for his touch, … his masterful cock.”

Remembering a kinky girlfriend from his long-ago college days, Raymond gently took Angelica’s right wrist and slid it across the bed’s sheet toward her right ankle.  He clipped the two together.

Angelica grunted as her face was dragged backward along with her shoulders when her wrist was pulled back to her ankle.

Raymond grinned and connected the left wrist cuff to the left ankle cuff.  “Precious, now your slutty cunt is ready for use,” he observed to the bitch.  He leaned down and zoomed straight toward her glistening pussy.

Angelica wailed like a cat in heat when his tongue rasped across her tender vaginal lips and clit.  “Oh, yesss!  That’s it, lick my pussy!”

“Twat,” Raymond corrected with a swat to Angelica’s ass.  “Precious, slaves have twats, or cunts, pleasure caves, or cock pockets.  Free women have pussies, or vaginas.”  He gave her ass another half-hearted swat.  “Address me as Master.”

“Well then, lick my twat, Master!  Eeeiiii! Yessss!”

Raymond felt the woman before him quickly begin to shiver in long orgasms that his tongue kept forcing out of the tasty twat he was licking, sucking, chewing, and kissing.  He sat upright, stroked his cock’s length to be sure it was throbbing erect, and set his cockhead against her core.

“Precious, are you ready my little slutling for a good hard fuck?  I’m ready to breed you like a bitch!” he taunted.  He didn’t get an answer from the orgasm-short-circuited brain.  So, … he drove all the way into her hot core in one lunge. 

Angelica snorted and garbled something incoherent.  Her head rose upward as far as it could.  She screamed more incoherent nonsense.

Raymond took hold of her hips and began driving downward as hard as he could.  After a dozen brutal strokes, he started panting at the exertion.  Determined to fuck the shit out of the sexy blonde, he continued with a little hip twist to stir his dick around her twat each time he bottomed out.

“Oh, yesss!” the blonde screeched.  “Fuck me with your fat cock!  Fuck meee, Master!”

He fucked like a mad man until he gave his own sigh of relief as his cock pulsed in her hot, tight hole.  He hissed, “Fuck yess, … what a hot bitch!”  He left his dick in her pulsating hole until he was completely soft.  “My god!” he told himself.  “It’s been too long since I had a sub under me and got such a great fuck.”

Reluctantly, he rolled out of bed with a groan.  He covered the still bound woman and gave her a kiss. 

Angelica Crosby, Precious in her faux slave persona was already softly snoring.

About a half hour later, 14-year-old Heather knocked softly on the Butler’s door.

Don’t be blonde, Heather,” her best friend 15-year-old Suzy hissed.  “We know he’s gone because he called Mistress Star.  She told us to go right in and clean up the slut and get her on her way.”

Heather grimaced at her friend and opened the unlocked door.  The two 4H Junior girls crept into the small apartment and headed to the bedroom.

“Shit! This place smells like sex,” Heather whispered.

“This must be what cathouse whores smell like after taking on a platoon of army grunts,” Suzy whispered back as if she knew what she was talking about.

They both stopped in the doorway and peered into the room.  Angelica’s blonde hair was sticking out of the back of the mask.

“That’s the one,” Suzy whispered.  “She’s still cuffed but let’s get the gag on the bitch before she knows we’re here.

Both teens sprinted into the room and jumped on the sleeping form in the bed.  They quickly wrestled Angelica’s torso and head into position.  Heather jammed the red ball into the groggy woman’s mouth.  Suzy had the head harness tightened within a second or two.

Suzy saw the black cloth hood lying on the bed and wrestled that onto the blonde’s head.

“I don’t get it,” Heather questioned.

“What?” Suzy answered as they jointly controlled the woman’s right wrist and drew it back to the small of her back.

“The first two federally enslaved livestock aren’t due here for hours.  Who is this bimbo?” Heather asked.

Suzy clipped the left wrist to the right cuff behind her back and rolled over in relief.  She looked at her best friend.  “Well,” she said with a grin, “according to the directions that Mistress Angel just gave me, this well-fucked, two-legged blonde bimbo is Precious.”

“No, I mean where did she come from?” Heather asked.  “Our first shipment of livestock hasn’t yet arrived.”

Suzy looked toward her too inquisitive friend, shook her head, and focused her attention back on the blonde slut.  She snapped the leash onto the Green Collar and dragged the blonde off the bed and onto her feet.  She pulled out her riding crop and swatted the just-fucked woman.  “Precious, stay calm and follow our lead!” she demanded

Angelica, gurgled her annoyance into the gag.

“Remember, don’t strike the right haunch, bruising impacts the quality of the tattoo.”

Angelica gasped and struggled to get free at the mention of tattoos. 

Suzy swatted Precious three times on the underside of her DDs with her crop. 

“Eeeiiii,” Angelica shrieked into the gag.

“That got Precious’ attention,” Heather observed.  “Now, Precious, focus and obey our cues!” she demanded.

“This is probably one of Master Sergei’s imported European stock,” Suzy told her friend with authority as they dragged the hooded, completely naked, and disoriented woman after them.  You know, like Mistress Star and Mistress Angel.  They’ve been slaves for years.”

“Oh, I guess,” Heather said still uncertain where the slave came from.  Her face brightened in a smile.  “Hey, or maybe this is some housewife looking for a bit of a wild-side experience?”

Suzy shrugged.  “It could be just about anyone; even some crazy bitch he just met since arriving in the U. S.”

“It’s awful interesting,” Suzy teased her friend, “if you notice Mistress Star, Mistress Angel, Precious here, and even you are all blondes.  If you ask me, … blonde bimbos and big tits make natural-born slaves, just itching to be livestock.”

“Itching, haha, you bitch!” Heather laughed with her friend.  “If you ask me, I’ll bet she was itching to have a stiff cock stuffed up her twat.”

“Yeah,” Suzy laughed.  “Too bad they won’t let us see or help getting the stock serviced.  I’d like to see a free woman in a self-enslavement frenzy as the Domestication Agent kicks in and she’s desperate for relief.  Itching, indeed!”

“I know,” Heather complained.  “I’m 14 and haven’t even seen a real live cock yet.”

Angelica realized that the laughing young teens, almost babies in her mind had her helplessly gagged, hooded, cuffed, and leashed.  “Surely they know I’m not a real slave?” she wondered in fear.

At some point, they entered an elevator and then walked down long hallways.  Angelica shivered in mortification when they passed chuckling voices.  “They see me naked,” she cried to herself.

Angelica’s hips and lower belly bumped into something soft.  “Leather,” she thought.  Then, her body was forced forward and a strap around her neck held her torso horizontal and her chin in a padded recess.

An icy cold cloth rubbed vigorously over her entire right butt cheek. “Alcohol?” she thought with uncertainty about what the teens were doing.

“I’ve only done this once,” Heather complained.

“Don’t be blonde, … we can’t fuck this up, … its only the henna dye, not the tattoo needle.”

“Hhooo!” Angelica wailed at hearing the words tattoo and needle.”

Suzy and Heather looked at each other as they knelt behind the woman having just secured her ankles under the processing station.  Unconsciously, they each looked up between the woman’s legs at the puffy, red swollen labia.

“That’s what it looks like after sex?” Heather asked.

“What’s all that slimy shit dripping down the slut’s thighs from her pussy?”

“That’s boy and girl cum,” Heather offered authoritatively.  “It looks nasty.”

“Oh, well, lets get the templates in place and get the dye on.  We can’t put this slave in her cell until the henna dries.”

Heather and Suzy quickly smoothed the stretchy and sticky template over the woman’s right ass cheek.  The cutouts spelled ‘SLUT’ above the NLEC logo and the with the slave registration, ‘01-07-25-84923TS’ below.  The numbers didn’t yet mean anything to the girls.  Had Angelica been a Ponygirl candidate, the girls would have smoothed out a sticky template across her upper shoulders with 2-inch cutout letters spelling ‘PRECIOUS’ so her driver would know her name during while driving her pulling a cart or surrey..

Quickly finished, the two girls flipped the helpless woman over onto her back.  They reattached the woman’s ankles below the padded top.  Suzy smeared slippery gel across Precious’ scant blonde pubic hair.  With a bit of hesitation, she started shaving her first cunt, leaving only a narrow vertical landing strip.  After washing the area with another alcohol drenched cloth to remove any oils, Suzy placed a template with 1/2-inch-high letters spelling Precious.  Grinning wildly at her friend, Suzy charged the tattoo gun with jet black ink and carefully began outlining the letters spelling ‘PRECIOUS’ on her fleshy mons pubis.

Angelica shivered as the tattoo gun began buzzing and cried when the needle began digging into her sensitive mons.  “What are they doing,” she cried helplessly.  She was so tightly bound that her physical attempts at resisting Suzy’s tattooing had no impact on the process.  The newly inked lines remained smooth and perfect as Suzy followed the letters from the template.

Following Angel’s written instructions, 15-year-old Suzy unlocked the locker labeled ‘PRECIOUS’ and stepped back to watch her friend Heather.

Fourteen-year-old Heather unlocked Precious’ ankles, wrists, and the wide straps holding her on the processing station.  She put a single key in the slave’s hand.  “In your hand is a key.  It will fit everything you are to remove.  Then, shower and go to the only unlocked locker.  Your clothing and instructions are within.”

She paused, ran her hands somewhat jealously over the big-breasted blonde.  “Slave, welcome to the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.”

As the girls left her alone, Angelica whispered, “Thanks a fucking lot.  Welcome my ass.”

Long minutes of struggling later, Angelica unlocked the chin strap holding the disguising mask in place.  The stretchy portion of the mask brought a wave of refreshing air to her skin.  Gratefully, Angelica crept into the shower room.

Just moments minutes later, a resounding, “What the fuck!” resounded through the room.  “You’ve gotta be kidding me!”  She’d discovered both her newly ringed nipples and the tattoo above her pussy pronouncing her name as Precious.

**********

Sergei checked the security settings for his National Livestock and Equestrian Center Corporation app on his phone.  The app had been specially designed as a work project by a group of college students supervised by the computer science department at the local community college.  He’d paid a generous bonus to each of the kids responsible for the work and made a donation to the community college.  Before launching the app on his phone, Sergei had one of his trusted Russian hacker friends check for malicious code or hidden back doors.  There were no issues with the application. 

“Angel, is everyone here as I requested?” he asked.

Angel glanced at her Master and her sister standing beside him.  The blonde, older sister was dressed in her standard Mistress outfit despite being a slave.

Angel carefully examined the two groups of youngest women present.  She critically evaluated each one’s appearance as they stood lined up for inspection.  The youngest group of girls were the four recently hired, part-time 4H Junior Girls trained in livestock and office support roles.  They were redhead Ann [16]; brunette Cathi [15]; blonde Heather [14]; and black-haired Suzy [15].  The Judicial Enslavement Act prohibited anyone under 18 from working directly with livestock sex acts or debasement of livestock.  Debasement was a very loose, undefined term under The Law.

Sergei was paying the youngest staff members a generous starting wage of $20 an hour with bonuses for each earned specialty.  The state underage working laws prohibited more than 20 hours work per week.  The girls were spilt between working early and returning to school for afternoon classes or starting after the end of morning classes.  The girls received credit hours for the work in a vocational off campus work program.  Each girl had already completed a one-week orientation class in Ponygirl and Livestock regulations of the Judicial Enslavement Act.  The young girls wore safari-style khaki uniforms and a safari hat with their true first name stitched across the back of the khaki top, the National Livestock and Equestrian Center logo on a patch over their left front pocket with a smaller name tag above it, and smaller patches below that reflecting additional earned certificates.  Each wore identical, and comfortable, khaki hiking boots.

Angel confirmed with a smile that each of the young teens had clean, starched uniforms and had appropriate smiles on their faces.

The next group of young women were the six 4H Senior Girls trained and legally certified as Livestock Sex Support Staff and as Ponygirl Handlers.  These girls were blonde Amber [20]; blonde Brandy [18]: brunette Candy [18]: black-haired Crystal [19]; redhead Ginger [21]; and redhead Tiffany [18].  Because these girls interacted fully with customers, members, and livestock while unmasked, their identity was hidden by their chosen alternate name; similar to stage names of dancers or prostitutes.  Some of the girls were in high school and others in college. 

Sergei set the starting wages for this group of staff members starting at $25 an hour also with bonuses for earning additional slave handling certificates.  He carefully monitored their college course schedule and grades to be certain their mandatory educational plans were achieved. 

Unlike the younger girls, the 4H Senior Girls focused on every aspect of the daily physical handling of the Ponygirls including full client interface, equipping the Ponygirls for round pen exercise, carriage and surrey use, and sexual use.  These girls wore glossy black leather knee-high boots, a loose black miniskirt low on their hips similar to what a cheerleader would wear, a black bustier which began two inches above their belly buttons and extended upward to fully cover their breasts.  The girls’ shoulders and arms were bare.  While working at the ranch, each of these girls was eligible for a faux copy of the ranch tattoo done in henna dye on their right ass cheek with the words Livestock Staff above the logo along with their work name in henna dye across their exposed upper back shoulders.  The 4H Seniors could sexually interact with the livestock but only in their roles as Slave Mistresses.  It was highly illegal for a normal person to be paid for sex whether in goods or money. 

Sergei’s slave and lover, Angel, smiled in approval at these girls.

Next, she looked to the two women dressed in power suits.  Mrs. Mariana Powers, the 36-year-old key benefactor and financial backer to Master Sergei Kozlov’s and their jointly owned National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  She wore an exquisitely tailored charcoal suit jacket with thin black stripes over a white high-collared blouse with discrete ruffles.  A red and black scarf adorned her neck.  Mrs. Powers’ high-waisted slacks and sensible two-inch heels perfectly matched her jacket.  The outfit discreetly presented her busty chest.  Mariana’s jewel-encrusted gold watch was worth over $100,000.

Standing almost hip-to-hip to Mrs. Powers was Miss. Alaya Farrington, a 43-year-old blonde divorcee from the law firm that had represented Mrs. Powers’ deceased husband’s family for several generations.  Miss. Farrington had been a partner in the law firm for only one year and scored the Powers contract due to having met Mrs. Powers previously as an associate attorney.  Like most of Mariana’s closest friends, she was a vocal supporter of lesbian rights and not a supporter of the Judicial Enslavement Act as it applied to women.  Her impressively tailored suit was black with charcoal accents.  Her blouse was peach colored with a simple gold chain and diamond pendant around her neck.  Alaya’s suit and slacks were well tailored to conceal her plumpness.  She was somewhere around 160 pounds and continuously promised herself that she would start going back to the gym.  Her two-inch heels also perfectly matched her suit.

Both Mariana and Alaya were glaring at Angel.  Angel visibly smirked back at the two women.  She told herself, “They had a hissy fit when I gave them white plastic wristbands with, ‘VISITOR - ESCORT ONLY’  in bold yellow letters.”  She laughed again.  “They tried to assert that they were owners and had unlimited access to the center.  Mrs. Powers almost shit herself when a lowly slave corrected her with a reminder that she had relegated all operational control to my Master in order to fully indemnify themselves from any legal actions against the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  Thus, … they were only visitors.”  She smirked again and reminded herself that she hadn’t told the women that the RFID chips in the wristbands were coded in the center computer system for that day only.

Angel could tell that each woman was also ill at ease and she actually chuckled when she looked at the cause of most of that distress; standing just two paces from the women.  Mariana and Alaya once again glanced askance at Miss. Angelica Crosby, an associate attorney in Miss. Farrington’s law firm.  “They’re wondering what’s going on with her outfit,” Angel thought with amusement.

Angelica was dressed in a sexier version of the safari-style uniforms of the youngest 4H girls.  That alone would have been enough humiliation; to be dressed like the 14-to-17-year-olds.  Her hair was braided in a tight ponytail under a khaki safari hat.  Her khaki shirt was especially tailored to be too tight across her breasts and belly.  Two buttons across her chest appeared to the strained to the breaking point and exposed a bit of her pale rose-colored bra.  Fortunately for Angelica, the top ended well below the waist of her miniskirt made of a pleated khaki material matching her shirt.  Her legs were bare from high in her thighs down to her bare feet in 4-inch heels exactly matching the khaki color of her outfit.

Angelica looked the part of a sexy, slutty den mother to the young teens who wore a much more appropriate version of the safari wear including long-legged khaki pants rather than Angelica’s too-short pleated khaki miniskirt.  She carefully looked to the side and identified two of the young women identified as 4H Junior Girls, blonde Heather and black-haired Suzy.  “Holy fuck!” she told herself, “I can only hope that the hood they threw over my head will keep the girls from remembering me.  Hopefully they don’t recognize the clothes someone left in the locker for me to wear.”

In fact, neither Heather or Suzy recognized that the oddly dressed older woman beside them was Precious.  They simply didn’t look in the locker to see what clothes were left for the collared slut to wear.

Finally, attorney Alaya Farrington strode furiously over to her firm’s associate attorney.  Before she could chastise the improperly dressed woman, Angelica grabbed her suit jacket in desperation.

“Boss, I’m warning you to be very careful here,” Angelica hissed softly.  “As Dorothy said, ‘Toto, I don’t think we are in Kansas anymore?’  These guys are slavers.”

“Well, duh, stupid,” her boss hissed back in annoyance.  “Of course they’re slavers.  We plan to make a lot of money from this slavery operation.  And, what’s the deal with the slutty outfit, you look like some randy man’s sexy wet dream Brownie Den Mother come to life.”

Angelica blushed and answered in exasperation, “A trick that Sergei’s two bimbos played on me.” Then she leaned in even closer to Miss. Farrington.  “Boss, these guys have been slavers for years, and human traffickers, years before anyone even thought of judicial enslavement.”  She locked eyes with Alaya, “Think of it in these terms; you are blonde, you have huge DDs, and you have a gold mine between your legs.  I’m saying you are prime enslavement stock and if you don’t want your gold mine to go public while unwillingly building up those precious profits you’re talking about when they sell access to your pussy, … you better watch your step.”

Angelica turned to leave her flabbergasted boss and then spun back.  “Also, don’t forget Sergei and his minions consider you have two other potential big money makers, … your mouth and your ass.”  With that, Angelica spun away to stand next to the 4H Junior girls.

Miss. Alaya Farrington stood transfixed in shock.  “Did she confront me just to offset criticism of her slutty outfit?”  She turned to look at the confident manner in which Sergei stood, and the easy way he ran the meeting.  “Or, … maybe it’s a real warning.  I’ll talk with Mariana about this.  No, … No, I’m sure it’s just Angelica’s runaway imagination.”

Angel smirked after watching the interplay between Angelica and her boss.  “Only Star and I know that the associate attorney has been shaken by her experience and her nearly fully transparent set of rose-colored bra and panties on under her too-tight khaki top and too-short miniskirt don’t help restore any confidence.”  She remembered that the bra provided full cup coverage but the skimpy piece of lingerie gave so little support that she might as well have been braless.  Angel had already witnessed the bobbling meaty breasts shifting under the tight shirt when Angelica moved.  Her panties were a traditional high-waisted set with full coverage of her butt.  But again, the flimsy, nearly fully transparent material did not hide her black tattooed name of ‘PRECIOUS’ above her easily seen vaginal cleft.  Likewise, her ass crease was fully visible from the back through the material and her black henna dyed facility logo on her right ass cheek with the visible words above of ‘STAFF’ and under them, the word ‘SLUT’ showed through clearly. 

On the opposite side of the two best-dressed women, was 37-year-old Lori Neville.  The plump blonde was Mariana Powers’ best friend and college roommate.  Lori kept her rabid anti-slavery stance strictly between herself and Mariana.  Lori never spoke politics with the uptight Miss. Alaya Farrington without realizing that Mariana had also recruited Alaya to her cause and they shared their own secrets about the terrorist teams Mariana supported.  Lori was dressed in cream pants and a green top that unfortunately clashed with more than just her skin tone.

Their lawyer, Alaya, had no inkling of the depth of Lori and Mariana’s hatred and activism against The Act.

Despite her earlier disagreement with the woman, Angel nodded in respect to Widow Powers.  The last attendants to the meeting were the head groundskeeper and five of his staff, four men and one woman.  Their responsibility had been Mrs. Powers’ entire 4,000-acre estate.  Now they would split their time between the mansion on 3,000 acres and the extensive trail system and immediate grounds of the 1,000-acre National Livestock and Equestrian Center.

With a nod of respect to the slim groundskeepers in their neat forest green shirts and matching caps, clean blue jeans, and identical lace-up steel-toed work boots, Angel turned back to her Master.  “Master Sergei, all are present and accounted for.”

Sergei turned to the group.  “We’re all here this morning to meet the very first women to be judicially enslaved under the Judicial Enslavement Act signed by the president just a few hours ago.  As a staunch supporter of the bill, the President had his attorney general and legal staff present at the signing ceremony.  He felt strongly that the captured anti-slavery terrorists should not gain notoriety by being enslaved first.  Thus, the first two judicially enslaved livestock will be here in a few minutes from a federal prison in Baltimore, Maryland.  Neither of them is a terrorist.”

His eyes swept across the group.  “Livestock are not people and have no Human Rights.  Nonetheless, we have specific guidelines to follow in their processing and treatment.  Everyone better understand that what happens here isn’t cruelty based on your familiar humanitarian mindset.  Does everyone here understand that the primary purpose of this facility is to make money?  Money that pays your salary and pays off our substantial loan from Mrs. Powers.  Please nod your understanding.”

The men and women of the group nodded, although most didn’t yet fully understand the scope of what livestock handling meant.

“Good!” Sergei said.  “Everyone is to witness the entire intake process.  Afterwards, if there are moral objections, I will work with Mrs. Powers to restrict your work to her property away from any livestock operations.  No shame or retribution folks.  Everyone here must understand the scope and seriousness of the operation.

Sergei’s phone chirped.  “The Federal Marshals are here with our prisoners.”

The wide garage door of the bay hummed upon.

Blonde Jeannie Floyd opened the driver’s door and walked toward the group.  Federal Marshal Kathi Vincent’s uniform that she wore was a perfect fit.  She clearly looked the part of a law enforcement agent.

“Mr. Sergei Kozlov?” Jennie asked.  “I’m Federal Marshal Kathi Vincent.  It looks like you are getting some fine new stock today from the federal lockup in Baltimore, Maryland.  I have your acceptance paperwork here.  We have to wait around for their initial processing.  The court wants us to verify transfer is complete and they are collared, RFID chipped, etc.”

While Jennie was talking, Sharon Waller had opened her passenger door, unlocked the rear doors, and opened them to reveal two females in orange prison jump suits and black hoods.

On hearing Jennie’s voice talking with a slaver about her being livestock, Kathi went berserk struggling with all her might and screaming into the gag.

Sergei looked into the van.  “Angel, Star! Get two B-52 shots.  These are two wild bitches!”

Jennie watched the captive Federal Marshal sag down almost instantly from the shot.  “As I said, I’m Marshal Vincent and my partner is Marshal Lowery.  We’re required to watch the processing to confirm the sentencing is carried out.  Plus, we’re big fans.  These two cunts have been a handful and we can’t wait to see them as livestock.”

The last thing that the real Kathi heard before she lost track of reality was her captor saying, “I’m especially curious if you can silence the vocal cord on these two hardcore lifetime enslavements.”

“Well Marshals,” Sergei said in a business-like tone, “I appreciate you dropping off these two fillies so early this morning because we have more stock to pick up later this afternoon all the way over in Philadelphia.  Come on, I’ll introduce you to our staff who are observing the arrival of our first livestock.”

Jennie nodded politely when she was introduced to the teams waiting by the loading dock.  From the loading dock, fake Kathi and fake Cindy followed the two padded gurneys containing the real, nearly comatose, Federal Marshals. 

“Marshals,” Sergei explains as they walk, “my two helpers this morning are Candy and Crystal.  They are two of my 4H Senior Girls, licensed and certified in livestock handling.”

“Hi, Candy,” Jennie responded to the young 18-year-old brunette.  She looked toward the other girl, 19-year-old black-haired Crystal and added, “Nice to meet you as well, Crystal.”

Black Sharon Waller, as Marshal Lowery, critically examined the two young girls dressed identically in black knee-high boots, black miniskirts, and a stiff black leather bustier.  On the girls’ bare shoulders, she saw that each had their name dyed or tattooed below their necks; she couldn’t tell which, dye or tattoo. 

Eighteen-year-old brunette Candy noted the critical examination of them by the black Federal Agent.  Smirking, Candy skipped, flounced, and swung her ass over towards the prisoners such that her miniskirt slipped up above her ass. 

Sharon instantly noted the logo that was seemingly tattooed on her ass with the words ‘Ponygirl Staff’ above the ranch logo.  “Hmmm,” little fucking tease,” she told herself.  Outwardly, she said, “girls, what’s with the uniform and names?”

Sergei laughed.  “Marshal Lowery, unlike our younger 4H Girls, these two are fully licensed to assist in all kinds of slave handling.  Often that means watching or assisting sexual acts which are recorded on high quality digital media.  To protect their identify from stalkers, or anti-slavery minions, they pick a ‘stage’ name.  They have also agreed to minimize their presence on social media.  Since so much of this revolves around sex, the available names you see are often what you’d expect exotic dancers to use.”

“And our costumes,” Candy interjected, “are based on female dominatrix costumes.  Again, because we sexually dominate the female and male livestock.”

“You have male livestock?” Jennie asked with real interest.”

“Yes, I brought a stud here from Russia but; no, we don’t have any American male livestock yet,” Sergei answered.  “These two bitches are actually the first livestock enslaved in the United States.  Naturally, they’re our first slaves from U. S. stock since the law only entered into force early this morning.”

“They are the two first ever Judicially Enslaved Persons to be processed into livestock?” Jennie asks.

“Yes,” both Sergei and Candy answered at once.  They looked quickly at each other and grinned.

In a brightly lit, sterile room with stainless steel walls and tile floors, the two gurneys were locked in place just a few feet apart.  The two fake Federal Marshals watched in fascination as the slaver stepped back to let the very young girls deftly begin to strip the real, captive Federal Marshals.

Both girls worked in tandem, grabbing wrists or ankles together to unclip the cuff from a heavy steel ring welded on the side of the gurney in order to slip the arms through the orange prison coveralls.  Slippers and lingerie were stripped off and thrown in a garbage bin.  The hoods are removed last, leaving the gags and head harness in place.  Ex-Federal Marshal Kathi Vincent is the first to resume quasi-consciousness.  She could’t move and her foggy brain fuzzily observed without understanding.

Only after both federal prisoners were safely naked and secured did the actual processing begin.

Sergei stepped forward with the acceptance paperwork.  He pulled out a sealed envelope and ripped it open.  “Prisoner 01-07-25-18475LS is a 26-year-old blonde female weighing 126 pounds.”  Sergei finished reading the prisoner’s description and he looked around the woman’s nude body quizzically.  “Where is the ear tag with the matching transfer number?”

Jennie Floyd realized he was demanding an answer from her.  “I dddon’t know,” she sputtered.  “Nobody said anything about an ear tag or some special numbers.  I know for a fact that number isn’t the prisoner number on her orange coveralls.”

Sergei sighed loudly.  He turned to the marshals and the group to explain his frustration.  “When judicially enslaved, the livestock’s previous identity is completely severed from the slave they become.  This federal prisoner has been enslaved with the following identification: 01-07-25-18475LS.  The first two digits (01) means the livestock was enslaved in America, the next two digits (07) for the state of Maryland - the seventh state to join the union, the year (25) is represented by two digits, followed by a random, five-digit slave number assigned (18475), and finally, the last two letters indicate a life sentence as livestock (LS).  Her previous identity has no connection anywhere to this number.  Her court and prison files are closed with a copy of the judge’s order simply for lifetime judicial enslavement.  That judge’s order isn’t cross-referenced back to the slave number that I see as an enslavement agent (01-07-25-18475LS). 

Sergei continued to explain, “The only place the previous identity, the prisoner number, and the court enslavement notice can be cross-referenced with the slave number is in a three-by-five manually filled out index card placed in a file box maintained under lock and key at each State’s Attorney General office.  The index file and each data card are clearly marked with a classification banner clearly stating:”

**RESTRICTED FEDERAL DATA**

**PRE-ENSLAVEMENT PERSONAL INFORMATION**

**(RFD-PEPI)**

Warning!  Access to this file without authorization carries an automatic lifetime enslavement penalty!

He continued, “Illegal access to that data carries an automatic lifetime enslavement penalty for the State Attorney General responsible for the file and anyone else involved.”

The slaver, frustrated at the government’s failure to follow specifics of the law in transferring a prisoner to an Enslavement Agent, looked back to what he thought was Marshal Kathi Vincent.  “Marshal Vincent, to prevent accidental or intentional enslavement of the wrong person, a tag with an RFID chip containing that secret number is supposed to be inserted in a tag that is ear-clipped, nose-clipped, or labia-clipped to the person to be enslaved.”

“So, we can’t just check her fingerprints?” Jennie Floyd asked.

“No!” Sergei said flatly.  “Processing fingerprint and DNA checks on enslaved persons is also illegal.  As I explained, it is classified RFD-PEPI.  There is simply no reason for anyone to know that information once it becomes livestock.  In fact, a senate panel is looking into methods of removing fingerprints from enslaved livestock.”

Jennie turned to her coconspirator, Sharon Waller, and smiled.  She turned back to Sergei.  “Master Sergei, I guess that means you have to accept the prisoner’s number on her coverall as proof of prior identity and not make notice of that number in your files because that would be illegal.”

Sergei nodded and said, “01-07-25-18475LS is the only identity that will be in our database.  I’ll have to accept this breach of procedure as this is the first enslavement and the appropriate RFID system probably hasn’t been purchased or implemented yet at every prison.”  He locked eyes with fake marshal Jennie, “But, I will stress in the acceptance paperwork that a safety check to ensure wrongful enslavement was not in place.”  Sergei rubbed his temples.  With a sigh, he added, “We are lucky that one former prisoner is white and the other one is black.  Absolutely no room for mistakes during this enslavement.”

Everyone returned their attention back to Kathi Vincent and Cindy Lowery, each fully naked, exposed helplessly on a gurney under the harsh lights.

“Both fillies got too much pussy hair,” Candy observed as she ran her hands down the pale white skin of Kathi Vincent.

“This black filly needs some extra time in a round pen to tighten up that ass,” Crystal observed critically as she examined the fat and loose muscles on the thighs and ass of Cindy Lowery.

Sergei walked over with two Black Collars.  “Candy, I’ve coded this collar for the white filly, slave 01-07-25-18475LS.  The computer-selected name for the filly is ‘BLOSSOM’ and her name is on the brass tag attached to the collar.”

Jennie and Sharon looked at each other and smirked at the appropriateness of the randomly assigned name.  “A pigs name for a pig,” Jennie chuckled inwardly.

“What’s the black cunt’s name,” Sharon asked.

“That would be slave 01-07-25-85389LS.  Its name is ‘SAPPHIRE’ and a tag with that name is also attached to the front of its Black Slave Collar.”  Sergei handed that collar to Crystal.

Each of the two escaped prisoners held their breath as the two thick Black Collars locked in place with an ominous click.  They sighed in relief.  They’d been told it was virtually impossible to remove a Black Collar and free a slave.

Candy looked askance at the two Federal Marshals as she heard them sigh loudly.  “Ladies, that shouldn’t have been seen as something traumatic.  The collars didn’t hurt them.”  She shook her head and muttered, “Sheesh,” under her breath, “wimps.”

The ex-prisoners gulped and they quickly explained it was something else, … something private between the two marshals.

Candy got distracted when Sergei moved to a different machine.  In a few moments, he returned with two RFID seed chip insertion probes.  “Candy, this probe is for Blossom and Crystal, this probe is for Sapphire.

Each girl carefully aligned the probes on the right side of the new slaves’ necks, between the collar bone and the neck.  They smoothly injected the RFID seed chip deeply into the torsos of the livestock.

While the girls were prepping the injection sites with alcohol, Sergei moved to a stencil machine.  Similar to the RFID programming in the computer, he selected ‘BLOSSOM’ from the computer screen, selected ‘In Processing’, and finally, ‘Stencils’.  The computer activated a stencil cutting machine which spit out three stencils per new livestock.  “Candy, these four stencils are for your livestock, Blossom.  This first two small tattoo templates go on the front.  The first just below the collar bone on their right side, … your left as you face their front.  The second is centered on its pubic mound.  You’ve passed your tattoo tests, … so go ahead.”

“Ladies,” Sergei offered to the two faux Federal Agents, “there are some high stools on that wall if you want to get comfortable.  This will take some time.  I expect the girls will go slowly to be certain everything is perfect.  After all, these are the first American livestock conversions and the first actual tattoos either girl has done.  After Candy tattoos Blossom’s name above her right breast, she’ll ask Crystal to help her roll the cunt over onto its belly.  Next are two major tattoos.  Because Blossom is a Ponygirl, her name will be tattooed in 2-inch letters centered across the upper back to make identification easy for any driver behind her wielding a whip or shouting out commands.  Lastly, Candy will shift down to her right ass and tattoo the Judicial Enslavement Center logo with ‘SLAVE’ tattooed above and ‘01-07-25-18475LS’ tattooed below.”

Utterly fascinated, Jennie Floyd moved to sit closely watching Candy process white Kathi Vincent and black Sharon Waller moved close to watch Crystal process black Cindy Lowery.  Two tattoo guns began to portentously buzz as black ink began to outline the slave names above the livestock’s right breasts, under their right collar bones.

Each of the escaped convicts mull over the weird sensation of watching what would have been their own fate had Marshal Kathi Vincent not decided to molest prisoner Jennie Floyd.

“Black Collars signify lifetime conversion to livestock.  Once in place, it is strictly illegal for anyone except a federally licensed Enslavement Agent to remove the collar or begin any legal proceeding to revert the livestock back to human,” Sergei explained to the two Federal Marshals.  “Our collars are thick and heavy because we have invested in the best European, high-tech collars.  Each has a GPS transmitter beacon that emits a precise location every 60 seconds.  Plus, the collar is almost impossible to remove without special tools.  And, if removal is illegally attempted, a guillotine switch will activate, cutting both carotid arteries, killing the stupid bitches.  The collars recharge at night when in close proximity to a specially designed induction coil.  There are also training collars, usually Green Collars, with built in a built in shock system and no lethal anti-removal feature.”

Jennie and Sharon looked at each other and smirked once again.

“Marshals, I see from your expressions that you are glad the enslaved fillies have no chance of escape from their lifetime sentence or from this Ponygirl facility,” Sergei observes.  “Keep in mind that we also have RFID transceivers throughout the facility and near every exit.  The RFID chip in the collar, has a continuous 100-meter range transmitter and the imbedded RFID seed in each slave has a transceiver with a 15-meter transmission range.  Our security system will also track every White Visitor Wristband’s imbedded RFID chip in real time.”

“True,” Jennie Floyd answered softly, “we do believe these two bitches deserve lifetime enslavement.”  Jennie has become cautious because she is afraid that they might slip up and reveal themselves.  “That slaver fucker is more observant than I gave him credit for,” Jennie cautioned herself.  She also looked to Candy and made the same judgement.  “Plus, that little cunt is also too smart for her own good.”  She quickly looked to Sharon and realized that if either one fucks up, then the other is equally fucked.

While they are watching, each teen finished with the small, 1-inch name tattoos on the front.  The teen duo worked in skillful unison to safely flip the livestock over onto their bellies.

“Next, they’ll use the third template for the larger livestock names for their upper backs tattooed on every Ponygirl.  Last will be the NLEC logos which are tattooed on the right ass or haunch like every single slave processed or held by the NLEC,” he explained to the two fake Federal Marshals.  “The numbers under the logo are the slave registration numbers we’ve already mentioned and they will be entered into the Federal Enslavement Database which will act as a repository used by the states to track enslaved livestock in their jurisdictions.”

“So, anyone can research the livestock’s human history using that digit/letter code?” Jennie Floyd asked in a worried tone.

“No,” Sergei responded.  “As I told you, once a writ of enslavement is generated, the prisoner’s files are closed with the simple statement of the enslavement sentence.  In this case, lifetime enslavement.  The newly generated slave registration number is never linked to the former free person.  If you look up this number, it will simply give an accurate description of the slave, its enslavement date, and length of sentence along with the RFID code.  As the Enslavement Agent, I take possession of the slave and only after processing, update the description and add photos to the record.”

“So, we are the only ones that know that this specific bitch,” she placed her hand on Kathi Vincent’s clammy skin, “was Jennie Floyd, a convicted felon guilty of drug trafficking.”

“That’s right!  Actually, I wish you hadn’t even told me that.  Now, I’ll have to sterilize the video files taken of this event.”

Both Jennie and Sharon steal guilty looks at the cameras and belatedly realize they’ve been captured in digital media. 

Sharon Waller sighed in relief.  “Wow!  Nobody on earth can ever discover I’m not Cindy Lowery, and that Sapphire isn’t really Sharon Waller,” she told herself in relief. 

Jennie Floyd also breathed a sigh.  “With a Black Collar slave’s original name hidden and her appearance as a hairless Ponygirl, nobody will ever have a reason to compare pictures of Kathi and I,” she told herself.  She turned back to the slaver.  “I really want your Vet to devoice both these fillies.  It would be dangerous and risky if they reveal sensitive information about our undercover agents that secured the convictions.”

Sergei nodded his head.  “Okay, that’s certainly doable.  But, that should have been included in the transfer paperwork.  Not that they were undercover agents whose identities were at risk; but simply that the prisoners must be devoiced.  I’ll admit that this process was more transparent in Russia and Europe.  The public followed high profile convicts from sentencing into slavery.  Since all that is classified information here in the United States, I believe devoicing in certain cases is necessary.” 

Sergei paused to consider the implication of devoiced stock.  “Candy, Crystal, change of plans on converting these two bitches.  They can be a black and white pair of Ponygirls.  So, … shave everything above their neck, ring their titties, and hang a set of the golden nipple bells from the new rings.”

He turned back to Jennie, “Marshall Vincent, I’ll speak to our contracted Vet when she arrives to do her livestock health evaluation.  I’m sure it won’t be an issue to have them devoiced.”

Behind him, black-haired Crystal and brunette Candy were arguing who had first access to a shaver.  Crystal squealed and sounded like she was having an orgasm as she ran the buzzing device across the black captives hair. 

“Bitch, hurry up,” Candy complained jokingly to her friend, “I wanna get the white cunt bald.  This is so rad!”

	Two New Ponygirls (Black Collars)
	Blossom	(26) natural blonde, very long hair in a tight bun, 125lbs
mistakenly identified as Jennie Floyd
Slave Registration: 01-07-25-18475LS	Kathi Vincent
Ponygirl
ex-US Marshal
Prisoner Transport
	Sapphire	(35) black, slim with big breasts, big ass, 160lbs
mistakenly identified as Sharon Waller
Slave Registration: 01-07-25-85389LS	Cindy Lowery
Ponygirl
ex-US Marshal
Prisoner Transport
			



16.  Picking Up More Cunt

Marshal Kathi Vincent woke slowly from her drug induced sleep.  Someone was shaking her.  They wouldn’t stop despite her feeble attempts to wave her arms about to softly push them away.  For some reason, that didn’t seem important, Kathi couldn’t get her arms to work and that also didn’t seem important.  But, … someone kept shaking her and demanding something.

“Wake up, stupid cunt!” someone was yelling.

Bleary eyed, Kathi tried to focus her eyes.  She raised her head and was surprised to feel tightness in her neck.  Someone pulled her to an upright sitting position and then held her shoulders.  Still uncertain about what was going on, Kathi felt no urgency in her situation.  It somehow seemed normal to wake up this way. 

Angelica struggled to hold one of Kathi’s shoulders while Angel took the other as they slid Blossom’s naked ass off the gurney.  “Angel, I’m worried, she’s too slow waking up from the surgery.  Master Sergei told you to tranquilize her afterwards.  How much Xanax did you give her, she’s only about 125 pounds?”

Angel looked across the naked blonde they were mostly carrying.  She got a confused look on her face.  “Pounds?” she asked, “I thought you told me kilos.  I give dose for 125-kilogram woman.”  Then, she shrugged her shoulders.  “No worry.  Very safe drug.”

“Shit!  Let’s put her down on that couch.  She’s safely cuffed.”

Marshal Cindy Lowery was becoming much more alert, but also remained in a very accepting mood.  Angel had correctly converted her 160 pounds to the correct kilograms for calculating the dose of Xanax.  A little shaky, she looked at her partner and wondered why Kathi was naked with a black steel collar around her neck.  “That bitch’s naked,” she tried to speak and added, “Kathi, what’d you do to your hair?”  Cindy realized that she couldn’t speak.  Faint alarm bells went off in the back of her mind, but she ignored them.  The remnants of the drugs left her fuzzy brained and still in a highly susceptible state.

Angelica looked back at Sapphire.  Sapphire was naked and adorned with the same gear as Blossom.  Both women were naked with a wide leather strap tightly buckled around their waists.  Clipped to ‘D’ rings on the belt were the new slaves’ wrist cuffs.  When their hands were forced into the cuffs, their hands and fingers were pushed into leather bags sewn onto the cuffs.  With the cuffs locked on, Blossom and Sapphire couldn’t use their hands as they were balled up in the small leather bags.

Each former free woman was more naked than ever in their lives.  Pussies and mons were shaved clean down to very white and very chocolaty skin with no hint remaining of a natural blonde or curly black bush.  Unfortunately for both, their heads had also been smoothly shaved to their bare scalps.  Small golden rings hung from the septums of their noses.  3/4-inch rings pierced each nipple and a gold bell hung below each tit.

“Angel, I think you had a great idea for the livestock relegated principally to Ponygirl use,” Angelica praised.  “There is no need to mask them up to protect identities like with the temporary stock.  So, if a customer wants a redhead Ponygirl, we rig them up with an abbreviated helmet with red hair flowing out from under the helmet.  Or, we can use a different helmet with tall red plumes or an upright red crest.  Plus, we can slip on different vision filters; clear, red-shaded like sunglasses, opaque to make vision difficult, etc.  The combinations are endless.”

“Thank you, Angelica,” Angel replied with a big smile.  “I was afraid you were going to make me out as some kind of blonde California bimbo with big tits just because I’m so happy to be Master Sergei’s slave.”  She glanced at Angelica.  “We love him.  Yes, he bought Star from slavers and kidnapped me.  But you must realize, he kept us safe from grubby Chechen slavers.  We were prime slave stock, unaware of our danger while we were at university.  We would have been kidnapped, drugged, whipped, and forced into giving $10 blow jobs and $25 fucks until we were worn out and discarded.”

Angelica paused and looked at the woman.  “Seriously, this is a better life for you, really?”

Angel nodded and smiled.  “Yes.  Okay, Precious, my tasty blonde bimbo slave sister with big tits like me, let’s get some socks and shoes on the livestock.  Master Sergei wants them to have at least two hours on the hot walker today and four hours tomorrow.  Each hour we’ll switch clock-wise to counter-clock-wise.”

Angelica winched at the mention of her submissive self’s slave name.  She looked around to see if anyone heard.

Angel laughed happily.  “No one can hear us, silly.  New livestock drugged up and not remembering anything.  Plus, they can’t ever talk or communicate like a human.  They are Ponygirls now, so your slave name is safe.”

Kathi slowly became aware that she was plodding along at a slow walk.  She looked down her bare legs to see that she wore walking shoes.  A jerk on her head brought her face back forward.  That’s when she realized she had some kind of lightweight helmet held tightly on her head by a chin strap.  A set of two leather lines ran from a point beside her cheeks to a steel bar five or so feet ahead of her and higher up than her head.  The steel bar was rotating like a carousel and she was following in a foot track grooved into the soft soil. 

Sapphire was more aware than her old partner.  She had resisted the tugging lines and was rewarded with hot, blistering lines of pain across her left ass cheek and the middle of her back.

“Walk on!  Walk on, you stupid slut!  Keep going or get dragged.”  Eighteen-year-old Candy trudged along behind the black Ponygirl holding her riding crop tightly in her right hand.  She looked across the hot-walker to her 19-year-old friend Crystal.  “My black Ponygirl has finally woken up now,” she yelled to Crystal.  “How’s yours?”

“My cute white filly is still pretty drugged up,” Crystal answered.  “As soon as they wake up a bit more, we need to up the speed.  This is pathetic.”

Candy grinned.  Like Crystal, each would later watch from an observation bench beside the hot-walker once things sped up.  Normally, they could leave the fillies mostly unattended while the machine rotated its six long arms like a carousel.  Up to six Ponygirls could exercise at a time.  They had two hot-walkers at the Equestrian Park area.

Angelica and Angel watched from outside the walker.  “The girls are doing well,” Angel commented.

Angelica looked to the slaver’s love interest and slave.  “I’ll admit I find them pretty in a rather perverse sense,” she admitted to the slave. 

Angel laughed, “I meant our young 4H Senior girls.  After all, they’ve only had access to real slaves for two days.”

Angelica groaned. 

Angel grinned back at her.  “Blossom is 26 and Sapphire is 33.  They are both a bit too old to make competition or conformance champions, but they are in good enough shape and will soon be able to do about 25 runs a week.”  She shrugged, “But, for now we’ll start them at no more than two one-mile runs, three times a week and slowly build them up.”

Angelica reluctantly interjected, “Don’t forget that we now have three matched sets of Ponygirls.  Pixie & Misty, Jiggles & Lola, and Blaze & Biscuit. Sergei told me that he expects a fourth set from the slaves we’re picking up today.”  Angelica shivered at the finality of the Ponygirl names and loss of their real identities.

Angel laughed and added, “Don’t forget, we also have a Ponyboy and all around Stud, Tiger.  Wait until you see his monstrous cock servicing our Ponygirls and especially our Green Collar horny housewife slaves.  Your pussy will drool in jealousy.”

Angelica shuddered at the thought of the ‘servicing’ that Tiger would do.  “He’s mildly autistic and wholly focused on hard fucking and bondage,” she told herself.  “I’m told he fucks like a machine.”  She shivered at the thought.

Angel reached out to caress Angelica’s cheek.  “If you want, when Star gets back with the new stock, I can get her to harness us up for a short certification jog around the one-quarter-mile track.  I’d like to see video of our titties jumping up and down on our narrow tittie shelf supports.  We can both use the exercise.”

Angelica let the hand stay in place.  She blushed and felt her traitorous pussy clench at the thought of the touch and at the mental image of being helplessly forced to run  nakedly around the track.  “No,” she denied softly, “I don’t think that’s ever going to happen.”  She looked at the new slaves and wondered what they’d look like on the track or trail with heavy black leather corsets and meager breast supports instead of the sturdy exercise bras they now wore, even if large cutouts in the bra showed off nipples and areola.

Angel let her fingers linger across Angelica’s cheek as she turned away.  “Never, say never,” she taunted softly with a laugh.

Angelica watched the tight ass of Sergei’s blonde slave twitch in an alluring manner as she strode away with confidence.  “She is a sexy bitch,” she told herself while remembering how soft her breasts were and how talented her tongue was, “and dangerous as a viper too.”  She couldn’t help but remember the amazing orgasms that Star, Angel, and Raymond Baxter, Mrs. Powers’ sexy Butler, had given her.  She sighed and leaned back against the adjacent hot-walker’s rail and watched Blossom’s tight white ass and Sapphire’s wobbling black ass as the two plodded along.  The 4H Senior girls, Candy and Crystal, also had tight twitching assess in their Mistress uniforms.  “Fuck, girl,” Angelica admonished herself, “everything seems sexy now, male or female; it’s like I can’t get sex off my mind.”  Without verbalizing the underlying threat of her situation, she knew full well that Master Sergei and his two blonde minions were very committed to reaping big financial rewards from enslaved, dominated, and humiliated American women, willingly enslaved or not.

“Look how easy it was for them to get me naked, collared, and sexually performing like some mindless slut,” she thought.  “If they had wanted to charge for my services, I know full well they would have found paying customers, … a lot of paying customers.”  She sighed again and thought about Raymond Baxter’s fat, long-lasting cock fucking into her helplessly bound body.  She shivered in a mini-orgasm. 

**********

Star drove the modified F-350 super-cab transport van.  Unused to driving in the United States, she was carefully following the voice directions of the van’s built in GPS system.  She was driving from western Maryland toward the Federal Courthouse in Philadelphia.  Master Sergei relaxed next to her on the passenger seat’s captains chair.  He knew Star was a good driver and wasn’t worried as she drove exactly the speed limit on the interstate highway.  Mrs. Mariana Powers and two 4H Seniors sat together on the back bench seat.

Behind the cab was the primary part of the truck’s modification, a lightly armored, 7-foot-tall box body with locking dual rear doors.  The windowless box body had internal and external cameras that monitored both the interior and exterior views in four windows on an in-cab security screen.  The box also had a roof-mounted air conditioning system.

Thirty-six-year-old Mrs. Mariana Powers sat uncomfortably behind the front passenger while 18-year-olds Brandy and Tiffany bounced about to her left.  They were excited and continued to jabber about how cool it had been to process Blossom and Sapphire as livestock.  At one point, they blurted out, “What names are we giving the livestock that we’re picking up?”

Sergei Kozlov grinned at their youthful enthusiasm.  He pulled out his data pad and looked it up.  “Hmmm,” he said, “from youngest to oldest they are 18, 26, 32, 36, and 42.  The 26-year-old is the most sexually appealing, she’s a slim brunette with big DDs.  I think her name will be Jiggles.  The fake blonde will be Kitty.  The youngest is supposed to be a real fiery bitch so she’ll be Thumper.  That leaves Lola and Sky for the last two; I think they were married with husbands when arrested.”

The two teens bubbled excitedly about what the new livestock will look like.  “How big will those DD titties look on that brunette bitch?  Can we pierce those big titties?  Is she going to be a Ponygirl or an all-around pleasure slut?  We get to clip golden bells onto the titty rings of all the Ponygirls, right?”

At the mention of the 18-year-old, Mariana Powers stiffened and zoned out any other answers that Sergei patiently gave to the overly excited teens.  “They’re talking about my daughter, Aviana,” she thought with misery.  “So far, they only identify her as Aviana Riley.  Maybe they haven’t connected her to my maiden name which she stubbornly kept after my husband died.  Here I’m a high-value anti-slavery high-value terrorist target that’s running a slave exploitation center for profit as a cover, and we are going to buy my own daughter from the feds.  A slave.  She’ll always be a slave.”  She hung her head and wondered how she could possibly protect her daughter without giving away huge secrets.  “I know Sergei, he’d blackmail me or figure out a way to profit from this if he found out anything incriminating.”

**********

FBI Agent in Charge Kayne Lawson stood behind a one-way window looking out over the prisoner transfer bay.  Three of the four captured terrorists stood below, gagged and in transfer chains with a pair of prison guards firmly holding each by an elbow.  He grinned at the day-glow yellow color of the livestock tag punched into their right ears.  “They’ve just been prepped to be converted from human women to female livestock; called fillies by some, and bitches by others.”

“Boss, it’s not too late to change your mind,” former undercover Supervisory Agent Alexsandra Richardson begged from behind him.  Beside her, undercover Agent Cloe Woods stood gagged and in transfer chains.  Her face was red and splotchy from crying over her predicament.

“Alex, Cloe fucked up by the numbers,” Kayne Lawson said in a flat matter of fact tone.  “An FBI informant or undercover agent being part of a group killing cops just isn’t excusable.”

Cloe whimpered in terror at his refusal to reconsider her foul fate.  She knew her fate was the result of both the FBI Director’s anger at her participation in an act that resulted in law enforcement deaths and Special Agent in Charge Lawson’s determination to break up the terrorist organization and bring the leaders to justice.  Knowing why brought no acceptance of becoming livestock.

“And you should have known better, Alex,” he added.  “You really are the one that I blame the most.  After all, it was your operation to supervise and you let it get totally out of control.”

Kayne looked at both women.  “You’re only hope of salvation is to get actionable evidence that Mrs. Mariana Powers is a terrorist, … or find the head of the terrorist network, and get it completely dismantled.”  He coldly ignored their terrified eyes and offered no further words of encouragement.

“Well, darlin,” he said with a smirk to former Undercover Supervisory Agent Aleksandra Richardson, as he unzipped his pants.  “I believe it’s time to start your training.  Get on your knees!”

Both women stared at him in astonishment.

Kayne drew a Taser from under his jacket.  “Don’t be stupid, Alex, you’ll be doing this a lot soon enough.  I’m sure I’ll be gentler than your first trainer.”

Alex cursed softly as she struggled to get down on her knees.  Her wrists locked to her waist chain threw off her balance.  She winced in as her knees thumped down on the hard tile floor.  “You really are a bast, ….”  His cock head thrust through her lips abruptly interrupted her complaints. 

He grinned the whole time she struggled to get down on her knees.  He was ready when she opened her mouth and started to complain.  The sight of his dick’s swollen head bumping through her lips was a highlight of his FBI career.  “No teeth!” he warned as he grabbed a tight handful of her blonde hair.  “Both you and Cloe will be popular among the fetish crowd at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  I wonder if you’ll be all-around pleasure sluts or specialize in something like BDSM or Ponyplay.”

Cloe cried as she watched her former boss get viciously mouth raped by the ruthless FBI agent.  “Bastard!” she thought with despair. 

“Cloe,” Kayne said as Alex choked below him as his 9-inch cock bottomed out, “I’d tap that tight ass of yours right now but it’s too hard to get you out of those prison coveralls with all your chains.”  He thought about his answer for a moment and smiled.  “Of course, when I show up to debrief you at the NLEC, that would be the perfect time to tap your tight ass.”

Undercover Agent Cloe, cursed Kayne Lawson again as she remembered one of the prison interrogators slamming his baton up her ass.  “Kayne kept up the façade of me being one of the terrorists.  Since they didn’t know I was an undercover agent; they used drugs and then beat me to find out what I knew.”  Her body was a mass of bruises and despite wanting to tell them everything, … she actually only knew her contact, the supposed cell leader, and she was dead.

Alex tried to zone out as her boss mouth-raped her.  His grip on her head was iron-tight as he rocked her back and forth on his rigid cock.  With her wrists cuffed, Alex could only relax her mouth and throat and accept the mouth raping.  Like Cloe, she knew nothing of the higher-level members of the terrorist group.  “That organization has tight security.  Only one person of a nine-person action cell or one of a three-person intelligence cell know of the link upward.  Very tight security.”

Alexsandra Richardson was standing in the corner trying to swallow away the salty taste of her boss’ cum when federal guards knocked and four of them entered the observation room.  They immediately walked up to Cloe first.

“Cloe Woods, your lifetime sentence with no possibility of parole has been changed to a lifetime sentence under the Judicial Enslavement Act.  As of this moment, you are no longer a human being. You are now livestock and you will be prepared for transfer to your new owner.  In an hour or so, a Licensed Slaver, your new owner and Master, will sign a bill of sale and you will be transferred to a Licensed Livestock Facility where you will be appropriately trained and used as livestock.”

Cloe shook with fear as they surrounded her. 

A prison guard with a clipboard stood by with a checklist.  He nodded to another guard, a woman, who grabbed her head in a tight grip, placed a scanner near the bright yellow livestock tag punched into her ear.  “RFID chip properly functioning in the livestock tag and temporary identity number confirmed, sir.” she announced.

Alex shuddered at the callous treatment of her undercover agent.

The guard with the clipboard told Kayne, “Special Agent, we did a quick study and estimated that our cost to acquire RFID ear tags, record the data into our livestock database, install the ear tags with punch taggers, and the amortized costs of RFID readers will result in a per head cost of $5.95 for the relatively small number of livestock conversions by various prison systems.”  He grinned and added, “If we processed as many head of livestock as large cattle operations, the cost would drop to well under $1.00 per head.”

Horrified, Alex listened to the dispassionate analysis of conversion costs.  By the time she looked back, Cloe was naked.  The guards had released her cuffs and chains to strip off the prison coveralls with her prisoner number on the back.  They efficiently slipped on an unmarked orange paper disposable coverall and re-secured the cuffs and chains.

At her look of horror at Chloe’s preparation for conversion, Kayne told her, “Once they read your conversion statement, any linkage to your previous life is stripped away.  Cloe Woods and her prisoner number, her social security number, etc are not linked to her new existence as livestock.  The ear tag you already wear has a unique livestock registration number which will remain secret until your new Master, who knows nothing of your human name or past, uses an RFID scanner to read the number which only serves as a temporary identity.  He will cross-check that number with one in a sealed envelope and use data in the envelope to create a new identity with an RFID seed that will be injected in your body.  All evidence of Cloe Woods and Alex Richardson’s existence ends at this point.  Nobody will ever know what happened to either of you; only that you were sentenced and then disappeared from all databases.”

**********

Star stopped at the security gate and showed the guard their pass.  She noticed the high level of security with armed guards protected behind ballistic shields ready to react to another terrorist strike.  Her pass included the names of all the van’s passengers and the van’s license number.  The guard carefully checked the license tags and demanded identification to match the pass.  Mrs. Mariana Powers showed her Maryland Driver’s License, Brandy and Brittany proudly showed their National Livestock Handling photo IDs, Sergei showed his National Livestock Slaver photo ID, and Star passed over her European Union Slave photo ID.  The guard looked quizzically at the variety of identifications.  Finally, he waved them through.

“Well, that was fun,” Mrs. Powers observed dryly.

“Remember, we’ll be picking up five slaves and I’ve already made payment,” Sergei offered.

“Cool!” Brandy squealed.  “Master Sergei, how much were they?  How was the auction conducted?”

Sergei looked pointedly at Mrs. Powers.  Then, he answered the questions.  “This first time there was no auction held because I’m currently the only Licensed Slaver that could bid on the slaves and the NLEC is the only Licensed Livestock Facility to hold, train, and exploit the slaves.  So, for all five of the slaves we’re acquiring right now, and the two we’ve already processed, I negotiated a fixed, extremely low fee per head of livestock.”  He looked back at the two teens.  “I’d rather not have you focus on the cost; all I’ll say is that we got a really good deal.  Your focus needs to be on what you’ve studied in Protocols I and II of The Act which outline the rights and limitations of free persons that engage in self-enslavement livestock activities along with limitations to actions taken by enslaving agents, that’s you two, or agencies.  This was a key focus of your certification.  Adherence to Protocol II will keep you from being censored or outright enslaved.”

That sobering thought brought quiet to the van as it entered a prisoner transfer area.  Heavy garage doors slid down as they backed the van up to a loading dock.

The transfer was quick and efficient.  A clipboard with five scan codes was presented by the lead guard.  “Sir, we apologize for any confusion with the first livestock shipment.  That site had all the equipment it needed but failed to implement the new procedures.”

“I’m sure future transfers will be smoother,” Sergei offered.

“Yes, sir!  Here,” he added, “we have a simple one-page transfer of title, or bill of sale, if you want to call it that.  Instead of names or any identifying information, there are simply numbers one through five with each followed by a stick-on UPC scan code label that matches a stick-on label on the ear tag.”  He handed the clipboard and a UPC scanner to Sergei.

Nodding his understanding, Sergei walked up to the first prisoner, saw the tag had a number three on it.  He scanned the UPC label on the tag and on the number three line of the clipboard.  They matched.  He turned to the guard and said, “Lets start over again with the prisoners in number order from my left to my right.”

“Yes, sir!  That makes sense,” the guard hurriedly agreed.  The ten guards controlling elbows of the five prisoners shuffled about in a comedic drill reminiscent of a Keystone Cops act.

Everything set, Sergei quickly matched each clipboard UPC code label to the matching ear tag UPC label.  Once verified, he signed at the bottom of the page and then signed for the five sealed envelopes which were also labeled number one through five.

With that simple action, The NLEC now owned five more slaves.  Five more formally free woman were now converted to livestock for life.

Star held up five sets of black cloth hoods and padded leather wrist cuffs linked together with only five chain links.  “Masters,” she said loudly so her voice would travel in the noisy prisoner transfer room, “I understand the restraints are normally transferred with the livestock but we don’t need most of what is here.  Please use these hoods on the livestock and exchange these cuffs for the prison-owned ones.  Hands will be cuffed to the front with all chains removed except for the ankle shackle chains.”

With two guards per livestock, the change was quickly made.

“Our livestock van has an overhead rail system,” Star asserted to the guards.  “Simply lead the livestock from the loading dock one single step into the van.  Our girls will snap the center chainlink on the padded cuffs’ to a rail trolley.  They will pull the new livestock forward until they are in the right location in the van, lock the trolley in place, and properly tension the cuffs upward.”

Brandy and Tiffany stood on opposite sides of the first livestock.  Hanging loosely down from the trolley was a nylon strap which clipped to the center chain on the padded cuffs.  Brandy tugged on her end of the tightening strap and it slid through a latching pawl under the trolley, tightening the strap from the cuffs and forcing a slave’s arms upward.  She pulled until the livestock’s heels were almost lifted off the van floor.  Grinning widely at the fun, each girl then pulled the livestock forward by the trolley and then locked it in place.  As a last measure, they snapped the hobble chain to a recessed ‘D’ ring on the floor.  The first bitch secured; the two girls turned to the next one.

Within less than two minutes, five hooded and gagged female stock in orange disposable coveralls were hanging from the rail.  Finished, Star pulled the van forward to leave the transfer bay and the prison.  Brandy and Tiffany were once again bouncing on the back seat chattering away; reviewing each step of the process.”

“Oh, my God!” Tiffany screamed.  “That was so cool!”

“I can’t wait to get them processed,” Brandy shouted back.  “So, fucking radical!”  Inwardly, Brandy allowed Tiffany to enjoy her first slave processing even though Brandy had already helped put slaves in stalls and cells.  “But,” she reminded herself, “this will be the first time I’ve actually done slave processing by collaring the livestock, tattooing them, and putting RFID chips in their bodies.”

Mrs. Powers grimaced.  Her daughter had been number three and the other young-looking woman with the largest breasts was number four.

She leaned forward to talk semi-privately to Sergei.  She thought the two 4H Senior girls were making enough noise to cover her conversation.  “Sergei,” she started, “I’ve been thinking about getting one of these girls, a young one as a live-in maid.  With the huge discount we got on this group, I can easily buy that young black-haired one and maybe the other young one with the big breasts.”

Sergei looked askance at her.  “First off, Mrs. Powers, they aren’t girls, they are livestock.  So, please refer to them as slave, filly, bitch, cunt, whore, or similar non-human descriptor.”  He took a deep breath and continued to lock eyes with the woman.  “Secondly, I can’t sell her to anyone because of the Supreme Court’s stay on further implementation of The Act and since there are no other approved Slavers’ Licenses.”

Sergei paused, saw her stricken look, and thought further about her request.  He whispered back, “That bitch is going to net us, that’s the NLEC, at least five grand a week profit.  So, despite only paying 500 bucks for that high quality, prime piece of slave pussy, I have no incentive to sell her anyway.  Besides that, he added, “At the end of the day we will only have a very limited number of cunts in inventory.  We certainly won’t have enough stock to comfortably do the planned grand opening.”

He sat back and looked forward, ignoring Mrs. Powers in the back seat.  Mrs. Powers tugged on his shirt collar.  “Alright,” she said contritely, “But, I really want the two young cunts as maids in my house, at least part-time.”  She blushed, “I saw those first two being handled and prepared for transfer and something clicked, … I’d, … I’d really like to have the two youngest cunts in sexy maid costumes waiting on me hand and foot.”

Sergei chuckled.  “For a minute I thought you’d gone soft.  They would indeed be hot as naughty maids.”  His face got serious.  “But, I simply can’t let you have what may well be our best two money makers.  Both bitches are young and gorgeous.  Plus, even with the coveralls, I can tell one has huge, soft titties and the other looks tight everywhere, cunt and ass.  No, I can’t let you have them.”

“Wait,” Mrs. Powers begged, “what about I pay a lease for part time use?  Maybe four hours a day?  I’m sure I can pay $500 for the pair for a half day’s work, … that should let them meet your earnings goal for the week.”

Sergei again looked square in her face and narrowed his eyes.

Mrs. Powers quivered inwardly in fear.  “Does he suspect something? Have I pressed too soon and too stridently?”

“I’ll agree to providing you two slaves randomly selected from our stock to be your maids.  They will be available for you for four hours, two times a week,” he responded with a cold look.  “I’ll waive any fees because you are absolutely key in the envisioning, funding, and constructing of this operation.”  He hardened his voice, “But don’t expect me to roll over on too many requests, … or demands.  Remember, you wanted to be completely distanced from NLEC operations.  Don’t let your pussy be your brains and get too intertwined with the business.”

She swallowed hard.  “Deal.  I’ll try not to be a pest.”

“One other thing, it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to know that four of these bitches were part of an anti-slavery terrorist group and I don’t know anything about that last cunt.  The FBI Special Agent in Charge made a request, he doesn’t want any of those four terrorist cunts spreading anti-slavery filth.  Those four will be de-voiced as soon as possible.”

Mariana Powers made a start toward protesting but stopped when Sergei held up a hand.  “Don’t give me any more demands, Mrs. Powers.  You just made a huge one and this early in our relationship don’t you dare attempt to overly assert yourself.  A final reminder to keep in mind, … I’m a slaver, … I profit primarily off captive cunt, … and to me, … getting cunt in my stable is the goal, … willing or unwilling, … your cunt is probably just as potentially profitable as any of these five bitches, … I can profit of any bitch, young or old.  It’s key to our joint business plan.  Get my drift?”

The anti-slavery terrorist leader thumped back in the seat.  She looked away from Sergei and fully accepted the threat he’d just made.  She looked back and he was still staring angrily at her.  She sat forward and meekly offered, “Okay, … yes, … I understand.  I, … I, was distracted by the thought of domineering the young bitches.  I won’t, … I won’t let my pussy lead me into trouble anymore than you won’t let your cock lead you into trouble.  Deal?”

Sergei nodded grimly.  “Deal,” he offered.  “We both should forget this part of the conversation and focus on business.  I’ll get the cunts processed and then trained.  I’ve already made arrangements with a couple of desperate slave training establishments.  Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids will train up a couple of our general use cunts and get them to and from a couple of rich clients.  That will make us points with the feds and with at least one start-up operation.  Your four hours twice a week with a random set of livestock will be easy enough to schedule during off-peak, low demand times for our stock.  But, … all our bitches will also be scheduled for the Main Showroom, the Petting Zoo, and Equestrian Services.  I want to diversify the use of all our stock and maximize profit.  Agreed?”

Mariana nodded and forced herself to reply, “I agree.  Put all their pleasure holes and talents to use.  We do need significant income beginning with our grand opening next week.  Thanks.”  She sat back down and swallowed the bile rising up from her stomach.  “Please don’t throw up,” she begged her body.  “Fuck!  Will I be able to do anything to protect my idiot daughter?”

Sergei turned his attention to Star’s driving.  They’d already arrived back at the interstate.  Mulling over his conversation with Mariana, he started to get some doubts about her intentions. 

Back at NLEC, Master Sergei turned to the two youngest girls.  “Star will provide security and supervise, but I want you two, Brandy and Tiffany to do all the processing.”

“On all five bitches?” blonde Brandy screamed and high-fived her friend.”

“Yes!” redhead Tiffany hollered.

“Sergei, if you don’t mind, can I watch?” 36-year-old Mariana Powers asked.

Sergei looked at the slim woman critically and really for the first time imagined her with his collar.  “She’s more than fuckable,” he told himself.  “She’s slim and unless she’s padded that bra, her breasts are a nice size for her frame; probably a decent ‘C’ cup.  Naked, even at 36, she’d be busty and yes, … fuckable.”  Then he imagined a Black Collar on her throat, a look of horror and fear on her face, and decided that yes, she’d make a very attractive captive cunt.

“Go ahead, I’ve got some other things to do, we’ll meet up afterward and talk about your maids,” he answered.

Mariana Powers watched him walk away and once again wondered if his attitude toward her had changed; if he’d become too suspicious?  “I hope I didn’t play my hand too soon in my attempt to get ahold of Aviana,” she worried.

The last woman on the van, number 5, was the ex-undercover agent’s supervisor, Aleksandra Richardson, so she was first to unload.  Eighteen-year-olds Brandy and Tiffany opened the double doors on the back of the van and watched Star extending the receiving dock’s rail outward to the rail receiver at the back of the van.  When it snapped into place, Star spoke up, “Girls, after that first lot was processed, we reviewed the entire process and decided it was simpler to just sedate the new stock prior to processing.  Give me a moment and I’ll give a fast-acting sedative to this first one.”

Inside the back of the van, Alex heard the entire exchange.  She tensed to fight back.  A hand grabbed her ass and tore the disposable coverall.  She heard a hiss and a sting on her left butt cheek.

“Wow, a jet injector for the shot!” Tiffany said excitedly.

“And battery operated too,” Brandy added.

Star waved them forward.  “Unlock the hobble.  Once you get her secured, take off the hood and make sure her eyes are dilated.”

Brandy and Tiffany each took a side of the dangling ex-prisoner and simply pushed her into the processing room.  The trolley slid smoothly passed the loading dock and into the processing room.

Alex had almost immediately felt a warm, comforting sensation.  The voices she’d been intently listening to faded away.  Nothing seemed important other than the feeling of soothing relaxation.

Brandy grabbed one side of the coverall and yanked down hard with the disrobing knife.  It parted the material all the way to Alex’s crotch.  “Hey, the carpet doesn’t match the drapes!”

“Huh,” said Tiffany as she also efficiently ripped her disrobing knife down her side of the tough paper coveralls.

“Hah!  Who’s acting blonde now,” Brandy laughed, “Yah redhead bimbo, it means she’s a fake blonde.”

“Star,” Tiffany yelled, “that means we take off the carpet and leave the drapes with the fake blonde hair?”

“Yep,” Star grinned.  One of you shave her cunt and the other can prep her tattoo sites.” 

“I get to do the nipple rings today,” Brandy yelled.

“Shit!” Tiffany whined. 

“But you get to do the nose rings,” Brandy offered.

Star had watched as the two efficiently threw the cuffed, gagged, hooded, and sedated naked woman on her back and secured her in place.  She sat down and watched as they attacked the woman’s coveralls.  A tool cart was nearby with all the tools they needed.

“Do they have to enjoy this so much?” Mrs. Powers griped from beside Star.

Star looked askance at the distraught woman.  “You were the genesis for creating this business, Mistress,” she softly chided.  “Too late for second thoughts.  We take good care of our livestock.  Like the others, this cunt will be physically evaluated and put on a strict diet and exercise routine.  Then she’ll be whipped into shape for whatever use Master Sergei determines is most profitable.”

Mrs. Powers hung her head in shame for what she’d created.

“Hey girls!” Star yelled out.  “Who’s scanning the ear tag UPC label and comparing it to the labels on the bill of sale?”

“Shit! Tiffany screeched in shock.  “I’ll get it.”  She used the scanner and read the UPC tag stuck on the yellow ear tag and scanned through the bill of sale for the matching data.  “I got a match, now where’s the RFID scanner to get her slave registration number off the yellow tag?”

“It’s 01-02-25-21448-LS,” Brandy read off the RFID scanner.

“That’s a match with the livestock number in the sealed envelope for that UPC code,” Star announced.  “I’ll program our internal database to associate the bitch’s new name, Kitty, with the RFID seed chip for injection into her torso and the RFID collar data to match 01-02-25-21448-LS.  Let me snap ring her brass ID tag with ‘KITTY’ on it to the collar.”

Star turned back to Mrs. Powers.  She smirked and softly added, “Mistress, each of the new stock will be versatile moneymakers for your business.  Yeah, they’ve got a couple of instant-use cock holes for immediate profit.  But, real, focused training is what makes them truly valuable.  I won’t distress you with all that entails.”  She grinned inwardly at the woman’s look of unease at the subject.

“I want you to watch as this next one gets processed.  Mistress, it’s one of the maids you were lusting after, the big-titted brunette, her new name will be Jiggles.”  She looked askance at Mrs. Powers’s face.  “Yes, of course I know all about your demand to Master Sergei,” she added at the look of fear on the woman’s face. 

“No, that’s not right,” Mariana protested.  “It wasn’t a demand.”

Star’s voice hardened.  “I would be very careful about trying to blackmail Sergei or trying too hard to force him to achieve your entitled needs.  Take caution in what I say.  He can be cruel.”  Star hesitated and added, “You better remember what Master Sergei often says about free women.  He admits that he’s a slaver and makes no excuses for being very good at his job; taking free women and making lots of money off the three gold mines that nature gave them – the two pleasure holes between their legs and their mouths.  He can turn any female into prime enslavement stock with just a little imagination.  He’s especially successful when free women and girls let their cunts override brain function.”

Mariana huffed and demanded, “What happened to Master and Mistress, slave?”

Star smiled sweetly.  “I thought I was talking as one slave to another prospective slave, … not to a free Mistress.”  She locked eyes with the wealthy woman.  “By the way,” she added in a harsh tone, “in case you do push Master Sergei too hard and get yourself self-enslaved, your name will be Princess.  Angel and I have already created a blank file with that name.  Fitting, don’t you think.”  Without waiting for a response from the open-mouthed woman, she got up and walked away.  “Time to flip the bitch, girls,” she shouted out happily.

Mrs. Powers stood in place, shocked at Star’s insolence but inwardly very worried about how she got Sergei to agree to provide her with maid service.  The mention by his slave, Star, that they had already reserved a slave name and file for her scared her to her bones.  “I only want to protect my daughter,” she told herself with dismay.  “I have to be careful, … very careful, … not to expose my anti-slavery side and not to expose my daughter to extra harsh treatment.”

A few minutes later, Star injected Cloe and then rolled Kitty’s gurney to the side.  Brandy and Tiffany began repeating the process with the undercover agent, Cloe Woods. 

Brandy and Tiffany took tight grips on either side of Cloe’s coverall.  They yanked in unison and the suit ripped down to Cloe’s waist.

“Holy shit!” Tiffany hissed.  “Those are some huge fun bags!”

Brandy yanked her side of the bra down and pawed the exposed white breast.  Tiffany did the same on her side.

“They’re really firm,” Brandy asserted, “and some long, thick nipples, too.”

“I can hardly believe it but I think these hooters are real,” Tiffany whispered.  “I’m more than a bit jealous.  The bra label says they are DDs.”

“Holy shit!  That’s huge on this slim body.  Gonna be fun piercing these thick nipples,” Brandy giggled.

“Don’t forget,” Tiffany reminded her, “that this one is named Jiggles, and like Lola, she gets the Ponygirl treatment; shaved head, 3/4-inch nipple rings, a hog ring in the nose, and golden bells hanging from those massive titties.”

Mariana Powers stood closely by as Star recommended.  She didn’t want to draw anymore attention to herself.  Nonetheless, her face flushed and she groaned inwardly at each degrading step of the conversion process.  “Jiggles,” she thought as the girls squeezed and yanked on the big DDs, “that’s awful.”  Then, an errant thought popped into her head.  She visualized slapping those big, firm breasts and pushing the woman down to her knees.  Unwittingly, her pussy clenched at the thought of the woman’s tongue curling around her wet, erect, clit.  “Holy shit!” she whispered.  “Is this the feeling that makes owning or controlling a slave so appealing?”

She looked up and saw a black marker line down Jiggles’ throat.  “What’s that for?” she asked while pointing at the woman’s throat.”

Brandy looked up from aligning the piercing gun to the two small dots she’d carefully made on Jiggles’ fat nipples.  “Mistress, that’s so the Vet knows which ones to do the devoicing surgery on.”  She smiled, “Star taught us how to minimize mistakes here.”  She tilted her head to the side and added, “I really wanted to put some thick horizontal nipple bars on some of the stock but Star told me they all have to be 3/4- inch gold rings.  Bummer.”  Brandy turned her attention back to piercing Jiggles's second nipple.

Tiffany looked up from the tattoo gun where she was filling in the outline for ‘JIGGLES’ above Cloe’s newly shaved pussy.  “Mistress, I really wanted to pierce a few of their clits because I heard it really makes sex electrifying.”  She pouted in a practiced dramatic fashion.  “But Star says it’s too much work to keep sanitary for Ponygirls.”

“Oh,” Mariana gulped, “I see.”

Star walked up behind her and startled her when her hand settled down on her shoulder.  “There’s nothing like having a Slavegirl’s tongue dancing on your own clitty piercing.  We can do it right now for you, if you want.”

Mariana shied away.  “Nnooo, thanks,” she stammered.  Then she flushed as Star chuckled and walked away.   “Bitch,” she said under her breath.


17.  A New Reality & Bumps in the Road

Sergei called the meeting to order.

“Alright everyone, it’s been a long and busy day,” Sergei started.  He looked around the room.  “I know it’s been a strain acquiring and processing two batches of fresh cunt in one day; seven new bitches altogether.  Any unresolved issues?  All seven put away for the night?”

	Third Shipment of NLEC Slaves (Black Collars)
	Jiggles	(26) brunette, slim, nondescript, DD Cups;
full time Ponygirl, devoiced – Stable Stall Four in E. C.	Cloe Woods,
Ponygirl
ex-FBI undercover agent
	Kitty	(36) fake blonde, C+ Cups;
maid training	Aleksandra (Alex) Richardson, ex-FBI supervisory agent
	Lola	(42) married, fake blonde, big soft breasts, DD Cups;
full time Ponygirl, devoiced – Stable Stall Four in E. C.	Mrs. Nannie (Nan) Eastwood,
Ponygirl
captured terrorist
	Sky	(32) married, black hair, slim Hispanic, C Cups;
full time display at Main Visitor Center, devoiced	Mrs. Rosina Gallegos,
captured terrorist
	Thumper	(18) raven hair like her mother, small tight bust, B+ Cups
daughter to Mariana Powers; maid training, devoiced	Aviana Powers Riley,
captured terrorist
			


Candy and Crystal looked at each other.  Nineteen-year-old Crystal spoke first for the two girls, “We completely processed Blossom and Sapphire as you requested. As our second set of Ponygirls, they are each bald, they have pierced nipples and noses with 3/4-inch gold rings and a gold bell hanging from each nipple ring.”

“They did their time on the hot-walker and even with sporting bras, their titties bounced around like puppies fighting in a sack,” Candy added with a big grin.  “Clients will love them.

“In other words, no problems.  Both Ponygirls are bunked together in the Equestrian Center Stable Stall Three and sleeping soundly,” Crystal finished their update.

“Angel?” Sergei asked.

“Master, both girls did fantastic; as if they had the experience of processing dozens of slaves.”

“Star?” Sergei asked next.

“Master, Brandy and Tiffany did a wonderful job on the other five new slaves; Jiggles, Kitty, Lola, Sky, and Thumper.  We decided that Jiggles and Lola should be our fourth pair of Ponygirls in the Equestrian Center.  They’re bunked in Stable Stall Four,” Star answered.”  She paused to look at her notes.  “We did see the note that said Kitty and Thumper will go offsite tomorrow for naughty maid training.  What’s that all about?”

“That’s correct,” Sergei interjected, “I selected Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids to train those two in a specialty.  The Federal Livestock Commissioner is encouraging us to identify the two off-site venues we’re allocated as part of our overall license.  So, Mistress Mary will split all fees and tips 50-50 with NLEC.”  He paused, “We may end up long-term with a couple of cunts at her establishment if our inventory reaches the right level.”

“Umm, … Master, … that does put us in a bind for right now,” Star said with hesitation.  “From this batch of slaves, that only leaves us one new general use cunt.  Sky is 32 but looks like a college girl, … nice and curvy but slim.  Her C Cups are really firm and perky with a great look on her slim frame.”

Sergei held up his hand and nodded.  “Yeah, I get it.  Put her in with Belle.  Yes, that doesn’t give us much marketable cunt on display for basic sex exploitation.  The girls supporting the showroom can always move customers down to the Petting Zoo where we have four full-time Ponygirl teams on display.”

“Master, I guess we can get by for our opening day next week,” Star said.  “But, … long-term we need extra pussy in the showroom.  Right now for cunts we only have Belle and Sky with Tiger as our only Stud. Both Belle and Sky will be getting burnt out if they do too many twelve-hour days getting fucked and sucking nonstop.  Maybe some of our clients can take up the slack when they sign up for our slave-related sessions.”  She smiled at the thought of free women volunteering as Green Collar slaves.

“Tiger will be pretty busy ‘servicing’ the Green Collar cunt clients,” Sergei responded with a snicker, almost as if he had read her mind.

“Our male clients will be doing a lot of the fucking with Belle, Sky, and any 24-hour use Green Collar women,” Star shot back.

“Alright, you get that, girls?” Sergei asked.  “Our sales focus will have to be on getting the maximum number of free women to self-enslave long enough to fill slots for the display area at the Visitor’s Center and the Petting Zoo at the Equestrian Center.”

After everyone nodded in understanding, Sergei announced the next day’s assignments.  He looked around the room.  “Angel, Candy, and Crystal, I’d like you three to continue working the pairs of fillies at the Equestrian Center.  Rig them up and instead of the hot-walker, take them out for a long, slow walk; three miles.  Your choice of using either of the two tracks or the main loop trail; it’s three miles.  No running and only some minor jogging.  Angel will be in charge via radio and monitoring the camera system.”

“Yes, Master,” Angel grinned and looked to Candy and Crystal who nodded eagerly.

“Alright, … Star, Brandy, and Tiffany, I want you to work Sky hard.  Focus on training all her sex holes; both receiving and giving.”  He laughed, “I guess that means Star will introduce you two girls to strap-ons.”

Star looked bemused at the thought of triple teaming the 32-year-old previously married woman.

Brandy and Tiffany looked uncertain how excited they should be.  “Strap-ons?” each wondered.

“Star, Brandy, and Tiffany, that means we need to do some creative thinking on how to break in Belle,” Sergei continued.  “How about turning Tiger loose on Belle?  She’s a very experienced slave but is facing six months continuous service and might need a serious reality check.  Tiger knows how to break in cunt, … lets use him.”

Star grinned, “Master, wonderful idea.  We’re looking forward to seeing him in action.”

“That leaves Amber and Ginger,” Sergei spoke up next.  “As I said, I’ve scheduled Kitty and Thumper to get a couple weeks training at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  You two will process and transport the two maids to Mary’s establishment.  Take an overnight bag because she hasn’t been able to hire or purchase staff with the Judicial Enslavement Act on hold and no bitches in her stable.  My guess is that you will be there at least a week.”

Amber and Ginger grinned.  The blonde and redhead were best of friends with Amber, 20, and Ginger, 21.

**********

Sergei walked back to his office.  He was troubled about Mrs. Powers’ sudden interest in getting a pair of maids.  “She’s rich and has had skilled staff for years.  Why is it that she so desperately needs maids?  Why didn’t she simply hire a couple more?  What on earth is she going to tell her cook, her driver, her Butler, and her outside staff if she rents some NLEC slaves?”

The Russian opened his laptop and considered opening a web browser.  After only a brief search, he stopped and hissed, “Fuck!  Wait!  Hold on!  The Feds are certainly monitoring everything we do just to be sure the first legal facility strictly follows the rules.  Fuck!”  He closed his web browser immediately.

“Star,” Sergei said looking to the oldest of the blonde sisters that he owned.  “Who are the most trustworthy and mature of the 4H Senior Girls?”

Star sat up from her prone, position lounging on the carpet beside her Master.  She frowned, “Master, none of them have given any indication of not being trustworthy.  As for maturity, that would be Amber and Ginger; they’re 20 and 21.”

“No, not Amber or Ginger, they leave early in the morning to work for Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids,” he said shaking his head.  Who’s next?”

“Well, Master, that would be Brandy,” Star added.

“Good,” Sergei answered.  “As a slave it isn’t legal for you to drive unsupervised.  Take Brandy as your ‘free person’ and find a Wi-Fi hotspot where you can piggyback the service from the parking lot.  Do surface, soft searches for news relating to the terrorist strike and see if there are any links to Mrs. Powers.  Don’t put her name in any search engines that could create an interest by the Feds.”

Star nodded in understanding.  “And I should use a burner phone with Wi-Fi, Master?”

“Yes, of course,” Sergei answered with a smile.  “Also, don’t let Brandy know what you are searching for.  No need to have her holding dangerous secrets.”  He looked at his watch.  “It’s already after 8:00 at night so you might just try Wi-Fi hotspots outside fast-food places.”

As expected, Brandy was super excited to ‘escort’ Star.  “Does this mean that I’m your Mistress for tonight?”

Star quickly looked to the side and then back to the road.  “Look, little Miss. You senior girls nicely decided we are to act as co-workers when we’re alone.”  She looked back pointedly again at Brandy.  “The reality is that you girls are always my Mistresses just with limited command rights.  But I’m happy when you girls don’t rub it in my face.”

It was 15 minutes to town and plenty early enough for the small town’s two fast-food places to still be open.  “Can I get a milkshake?” Brandy asked.

“Let me finish a few web searches and then we can go through the other restaurant’s drive through,” Star answered with an indulgent smile.

“I know you can’t tell me what Master Sergei has you doing,” Brandy said with a grin.  “But, … I can tell he doesn’t want you caught on a security video at the same place you do your web searches.  Kinda like a detective story,” she added smugly. 

Star looked at her crossly.  “Nosey little kitties don’t always grow up to be cats.  Keep your thoughts about this to yourself.”

Brandy slumped down in her seat.  “Jeepers!  Don’t get your whiskers tangled.  Put away the claws, geez.  I was only saying,” she said softly.  “No need to get your claws out!”

Star grinned over at the girl to take the sting out of her words.  “Milkshakes for all in just a few minutes.”

**********

That next morning, an alarm began to buzz and the room lights blinked off and on in synchronization with the wake-up alarm.  It seemed to be endless. 

“What the fuck,” ex-FBI Supervisory Agent Aleksandra Richardson moaned as she rolled over and pulled the blanket over her head. 

The alarm blessedly quit and Alex sighed in relief and settled down for more sleep.  Her cover was yanked off abruptly and the ex-agent sat up in anger.  Her, “What, the fuck!” ran down into silence as she saw a totally naked Aviana Powers Riley standing in front of her and gesturing toward a whiteboard on the wall.”

Realization swept in even before she read the whiteboard.

05:30 AM: Wake up, morning routine, and shower
06:00 AM: Breakfast
06:15 AM: Make bed, put away towels
06:30 AM: Prepare for transport to Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids

“Oh, shit!” she moaned.  Even without voicing the words, she knew today was her first day as a Judicially Enslaved non-person at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  She glared up at Aviana and saw her slave collar had a brass tag with ‘THUMPER’ engraved upon it in red enamel letters.  She couldn’t help but mutter, “Thumper?” out loud.

Thumper winced at the name and stomped her foot in anger.  She already knew her voice was broken but she didn’t realize the enticing way her perky B+ breasts bobbled about at her display of anger.  Her nipples were also hard.

That was Alex’s only pleasant sight of the day.  “Nice nipples, Thumper,” she said softly.

“Oh, … that’s right, you can’t speak,” Alex muttered a couple of moments later.  She got up and hobbled over to the stainless-steel toilet.  She groaned at the icy feeling of the stainless steel on her bare ass.  “Blessedly, Thumper, we have a fairly comfortable cell,” she observed.  She judged that the room was probably about 20-by-20-feet square with one king-size bed, a sink, a toilet, a corner shower with no curtains, a stainless-steel mirror, a whiteboard, and a wall-mounted television that looked to be about 80” in size.  The beds, sink, and toilet were all stainless steel.  The floor was a soft, rubbery waterproof tile.  Beside the whiteboard was a sign that said:

Keep it neat and clean
Everything is a privilege earned based on behavior
The alternative is a straw bed in a barn stall

Shaking her head in disgust at the traitorous Kayne Lawson, “Protected his ass, he did,” she muttered as she stepped under the hot, soothing jet of water from the shower.  Her nipples and nose were still sensitive from the new piercings.  “A prison with semi-private showers and soft, fluffy towels?” she wondered.  Alex wasn’t really expecting to see a hair dryer, and she didn’t find one.  Her final reality check was looking back at her from the polished stainless-steel mirror.  A disheveled blonde stared back at her with puffy red areola around freshly pierced nipples.  The gold rings at nipples and one dangling on her upper lip from a pierced septum were jarringly out of synch with her normal businesswoman chic attire.  She sighed at the brass tag, a shoulder tattoo, and a smaller tattoo on her mons that declared her new identity, ‘KITTY’ a slave’s name.  “Fucking Kayne!” she hissed. 

Exactly at 06:00, Amber and Ginger stopped outside a cell under the Visitor’s Center with two new placards on the door; ‘KITTY’ and ‘THUMPER’.  “The room alarm should have gone off 30 minutes ago,” Amber told her best friend.

Ginger grinned back and said, “I can’t believe we get paid to have so much fun.  It makes me so horny.”

“Hmmm,” Amber whispered as she leaned in to softly kiss her friend.  She grinned at her friend’s moan and she darted her tongue inside Ginger’s mouth.  The two broke apart with a look of regret.  “I’m so going to rock your world tonight, baby.”

“I can’t wait to get you on your knees, obeying my every command, my little slutling,” Ginger hissed seductively to her blonde friend as she grabbed her tight little ass.

Amber sighed in arousal and frustration for the forced delay of sexual relief.  She sighed again and turned back to business.  She slid aside a steel plate blocking a glass viewing window.  “Kneel on the floor beside your beds,” Amber commanded into the wall microphone.

At Amber’s, “They’re ready,” Ginger opened another slide just above the floor and she slid in a breakfast tray.

“See you bitches in 30 minutes and that cell better be clean and ready for inspection,” Amber commanded.

Both Kitty and Thumper stared at the breakfast.  Expecting something like kibbled chow or a nasty mush of gruel, the heated tray held two plates with scrambled eggs, sausage, toast, milk, juice, and coffee as well as a set of plastic utensils and a cloth napkin.  “Oh my god!” Alex moaned at the first bite of perfectly scrambled eggs.  Each ate with a hearty appetite, their only meal the day before had been a runny, lukewarm cereal gruel of some type at the federal lockup in Philly.

At about that same time, Angel, Brandy, Candy, Crystal, and Tiffany strode through the Equestrian Center and took the elevator down one level to the ‘stable’ area.  Their Ponygirl Team Training for the day, Pixie/Misty in Stable Stall One, Blaze/Biscuit in Stable Stall Two, Blossom/Sapphire in Stable Stall Three, and Jiggles/Lola in Stable Stall Four.  All four Ponygirl Teams had eaten and were ready for the day’s training.

	NLEC Ponygirl Handlers at the Equestrian Center
	Brandy	(18) blonde; drives Ponygirls Blaze/Biscuit	4H Senior Girl
	Candy	(18) brunette, hairless pussy; drives Ponygirls Blossom/Sapphire	4H Senior Girl
	Crystal	(19) black hair; drives Ponygirls Jiggles/Lola	4H Senior Girl
	Tiffany	(18) redhead; drives Ponygirls Pixie/Misty	4H Senior Girl
			


Kathi Vincent and Cindy Lowery already knew the drill.  Their cell was neat and tidy and they took turns putting their hands through the narrow access panel in the door.  The cuffs, each with a hand and finger bag, were slipped on, tightened, and locked.  They each then turned around and stuck their cuffed wrists through the same slot and they were snapped together.  The other teams were also leashed and ready.  Blonde Brandy held the leashes for Blaze and Biscuit, brunette Candy was ready with Blossom and Sapphire’s leashes, Crystal was equally ready with Jiggles and Lola, and Tiffany was eager to start the day with Pixie and Misty.  Now leashed and waiting patiently, Blossom and Sapphire stood outside an adjacent cell.  The Ponygirl Handlers walked their paired charges from the Stable Stall area to the outfitting tack rooms.

	NLEC’s First Ponygirls
	Pixie	(20) a twin, blonde, 5’4”, slim with full C cups, college girl; Ponygirl Stall One; red tack	Black Collar
Oksana Ryabov
	Misty	(20) a twin, blonde, 5’4”, slim with full C cups, college girl; Ponygirl Stall One; red tack	Black Collar
Marina Ryabov
	Blaze	(31) 5’4”, beautiful blonde twin, slim with natural D cup breasts;  ex-Moscow slaver; Ponygirl Stall Two; bright yellow tack	Red Collar
Sophia Skishkin
	Biscuit	(31) 5’4”, beautiful blonde twin, slim with natural D cup breasts;  ex-Moscow slaver; Ponygirl Stall Two; bright yellow tack	Red Collar
Yelena Shishkin
	Blossom	(26) natural blonde, very long hair, 125lbs; ex-US Marshal; Slave Registration: 01-07-25-18475LS; Ponygirl Stall Three; neon pink tack	Black Collar
Kathi Vincent
	Sapphire	(35) black, slim with big breasts, big ass, 160lbs; ex-US Marshal;
Slave Registration: 01-07-25-85389LS; Ponygirl Stall Three; neon pink tack	Black Collar
Cindy Lowery
	Jiggles	(26) brunette, slim, nondescript, DDs; ex-FBI Undercover Agent’
Slave Registration: 01-02-25-06380-LS; Ponygirl Stall Four; bright green tack	Black Collar
Cloe Woods
	Lola	(42) ex-married housewife; big bouncy DDs
Slave Registration: 01-02-25-77586-LS; Ponygirl Stall Four; bright green tack	Black Collar
Mrs. Nannie (Nan) Eastwood
			


“Most of these bitches got some bountiful breasts,” slim 18-year-old Candy gushed.

Jiggles, Chloe Woods the ex-FBI undercover agent, jerked back as Crystal pulled on her tender nipple rings.

“You going to obey me?” Crystal demanded while the bells rang from jostling her breasts.

The ex-FBI undercover agent would have protested except both she and Lola, the former Mrs. Nannie Eastwood, had been devoiced.  Instead, she vigorously nodded her head in the affirmative.

A short walk away, Angel stopped at the tack area and gestured each of her four Ponygirl Handlers toward a tack station where each young 4H Senior Girl hung the leashes of their pair of Ponygirls to a conveniently placed hook.  Simply laying the leash over the narrowing hook trapped the leash and held the Ponygirl upright in place by her collar.

Chloe jerked when a cold, rigid form was placed against her front.  Another handler lifted her big breasts upward by their nipples while Crystal tugged the rigid bustier tight against Jiggles’ chest.  Chloe’s big DDs plopped down to rest on the narrow shelf atop the black bustier.

“Titty supports are in place,” Crystal tittered.  Then, she grunted with the effort of tightening the lacings on the back of the bustier.

The ex-FBI undercover agent grunted even louder as the bustier shrunk tightly around her belly.

Angel stood quietly appraising the work of the teens.  She was impressed as two of the handlers quickly helped the other two get the black bustiers in place.  Each bustier ended above their Ponygirl’s belly button, leaving their mons and sex uncovered.  The top ended with the breast supports leaving breasts and shoulders fully exposed.  The eight golden bells hanging from the eight nipple rings periodically rang joyfully.  “Nice job on the bitches’ rings and bells,” she observed. 

“I think that was Brandy and Tiffany,” Candy answered with a bit of jealousy.

“Girls,” Angel said, “I want you to each tack up your matched team to one of the full-sized carts.  No racing surreys today.  I’ll stay here and watch each set of fillies while you go one at a time to get your carts.”

Angel watched appraisingly as Candy walked away to bring back one of the high-tech off-road carts that Sergei had custom-built in Europe.  The cart was intended to be drawn by either two or four Ponygirls and while the seat was narrow, it comfortably fit two trim persons.  The most striking feature of the cart was the set of two 4-foot diameter wheels.  The wide diameter allowed the cart to smoothly roll over most trail obstructions.  Except for the thin rubber rim on the wheels, and the padded leather bench seat and backrest, the remainder of the cart and frame were lightweight and strong tungsten.

As Angel had trained the girl, Candy backed Blossom up between two of the three drawing shafts.  Chain end snaps quickly attached to the sides of the heavy, rigid bustier.  Then, one cuffed hand at a time, Candy snapped a wrist cuff to each drawing shaft.

She repeated the process with Sapphire.  “Mistress Angel,” Candy complained looking at her two bald Ponygirls, “Sapphire’s breasts are bigger than Blossom’s.  I don’t care that one is white and the other black, but their breasts are lopsided in size.”

“Don’t worry, dear,” Angel soothed the young Ponygirl handler, “the Vet is already scheduled to even things up so each set ends up with the same size DDs.  Blossom will be getting a set of small implants to bring hers up to that size.”

“Good,” sniffed Candy, “that makes me feel better because Crystal’s Jiggles and Lola have matching DD breasts.”  With a renewed grin, she asked Angel, “Which headgear do you want me to use?”

A few minutes later, Blossom felt Candy settle a padded half-helmet over her head.  The half-helmet had a tall, stiff plume of pink fake feathers sticking upward 6 inches.  The chin strap was secured and from Candy’s look of happiness, the ex-Federal Marshall knew she was almost ready.

Candy snapped a right and left rein to the sides of Blossom and Sapphire’s helmets and arranged the two sets of reins on a tungsten bar in front of the cart’s bench seat.  Climbing up onto the seat, she admired the garish pink upright crest sticking up from the helmets and their naked asses.

“Walk on bitches!  Walk on Blossom and Sapphire!”

Kathi Vincent shook her head in attempted denial of her new role as slave and livestock; but nonetheless, matched her stride to her ex-partner, Cindy Lowery.  The two new Ponygirls stepped easily into a fast walk.  The light cart with its 18-year-old driver headed past the entrance to the one-mile track and instead entered the forest on the smooth three-mile loop trail. 

Cloe Woods also saw no way to resist and at the command, “Walk on Jiggles,” she obediently walked forward while seething inwardly at the humiliation.  The 4H Senior Girls had already demonstrated to her what happens if she wasn’t instantly obedient.  At every step, Chloe cursed Kayne Lawson the same way her ex-supervisor did when she was roused from bed for her trip to become a naughty maid.  Having no choice, … Cloe walked. 

Behind Candy’s Ponygirl team with neon pink crested helmet crests, Crystal followed with her team’s bright green-topped helmets.  They were to exercise their Ponygirls together.  At 100 paces behind,  Brandy led the second contingent of carts with her team’s yellow crested helmets.  Her partner for the morning’s exercise, Tiffany followed closely with her team’s distinctive red-topped helmets.

Each Ponygirl driver had adjusted their two Ponygirls left set of reins and right set of reins so that they were separated in their hands.  The technique was called driving ‘two-in-hand’.

Once each paired team of Ponygirls were started, Angel pulled a tablet out of her shoulder bag.  After a few clicks, she had a facility-wide overhead view with icons representing every worker, slave, and guest.  The plot was realtime based on feedback from the RFID scanner network tracking RFID devices.  Her main focus was the location of the four drivers represented with blue icons and a pair of red icons immediately before them.  She zoomed in and matching color flags grew from each icon.  In the lead on the track were the blue flag tags of Candy and Crystal, each behind a set of Ponygirls red flag tags of Blossom, Sapphire, Jiggles, and Lola.  “My girls,” she said fondly.  She zoomed into the Visitors Center and saw two red icons marked Kitty and Thumper getting prepped for forced service as naughty maids by the two blue icons nearby of Amber and Ginger.  A flashing blue icon with Master Sergei Kozlov’s name in the attached flag was in the observation room.

Angel frowned at the flashing violet icon of Mariana Powers next to the flashing blue icon of Angelica Crosby.  Both were at the Visitors Center beside a single blue icon of 16-year-old redhead Ann assigned to desk duty for the morning.  “Shit!” she hissed.  “Master,” she said into her shoulder microphone as she hit the front transmit button on her right hip, “there could be trouble brewing upstairs at the Visitors Center with young Ann and Mistress Powers.”

In the observation room looking over the shipping bay where Amber and Ginger were ready to load the van with Kitty and Thumper, Sergei cursed and then replied on a broadcast to all employees, “Ann, give Mrs. Powers a White Visitors Wristband and escort her down to me in the observation bay.”

Star replied back on the channel used only by Sergei, Angel, and Star.  “Master, that’s bad fucking news.”

Sergei hissed back, “I know.  I was going to wait until later to confront her, but she just forced my hand.”

“Thank you, Ann,” Sergei told the young girl as she brought Angelica and Mariana into the room.

He turned to Angelica and saw her wide, scared eyes.  She looked pointedly down at a blue folder under her arm and then up to Sergei.  “I saw Mrs. Powers outside the Visitors Center this morning,” she offered.  “I came in early to do some paperwork for you.”

Sergei nodded and turned to Mrs. Mariana Powers.  “Why are you here?” he asked briskly in a no-nonsense tone.

Mariana flushed.  “I, … that is, … I wanted to see how the training goes at this Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.”

“You came down here to ride with Amber and Ginger?” Sergei asked barely in control of his anger.

“Wwwell, … yess,” Mrs. Powers stammered.  “I wanted to see how they trained the maids.  I don’t see the problem Sergei.”

The Russian slaver glared at Mrs. Powers and swung a strong right-handed slap across the raven-haired 36-year-old woman’s face followed by an equally strong back handed blow.

Mrs. Powers fell to the floor, staggered by the blows. 

“Stupid cunt!” Sergei shouted.  “Get up on your knees and stay there.”

Crying and bewildered, Mariana Powers struggled to get up.  Her face hurt and she was extra shaken that Angelica Crosby had seen Sergei attack her and didn’t respond.  She trembled in fear.

“You fucking bitch!  Did you know that family can only ‘own’ a Judicially Enslaved family member with the approval of a Federal Judge?” Sergei shouted down at the cowering woman.  “You hid this from me, … your partner!  You are guilty of an offense that holds a mandatory six-month to five-year enslavement penalty.  Mandatory!”  He looked down at Mariana, and scowled in a more controlled voice.  “What the fuck were you thinking?  I get that she’s your daughter, but this kind of shit could put our entire enterprise in danger.”

Mariana was crying too hard to answer.

Angelica turned to Sergei and whispered, “I did everything you asked.  But which option are you going to take?”

Ignoring the sniveling woman on her knees, Sergei frowned at Angelica.  “I was going to confront her tonight and have her sign a simple three-day self-enslavement.”  He looked down at Mariana.  “Her coming here to ride with her daughter this morning has forced my hand.”  Reaching down, he grabbed Mariana by the throat and pulled her up onto her feet.  His other hand took a grip on her dark, beautiful hair and he hauled her to the elevator and selected the down button.

“Mariana, I was planning to write a letter of support to our region’s Federal Judge explaining that you were only considering this rash act and hadn’t actually done anything.  I would have proposed that allowing you to accept a three-day punishment period and being drilled and tested on Protocol II of The Act were sufficient corrective actions.”  He paused as the elevator door opened at the next lower level and he dragged Mariana squealing and crying toward a processing room.  Angelica Crosby followed silently.

He threw the 36-year-old widow belly down against a processing table. 

The disheveled woman stared back at him over her shoulder with wild eyes.

“Your options, woman,” he said sternly, “are to sit in Federal lockup until you are judged and Judicially Enslaved to between six months and five years, mandatory sentencing; or to sign the paper our lawyer, Angelica Crosby created this morning on my orders.”

“Wwait,” Mrs. Powers stammered, “nothing has happened yet, … like you said, … you can still write a letter explaining my error to the Federal Judge.  Please, … it’s my daughter.  You and I are partners for heaven’s sake!  Please have mercy on me and my daughter.”

“You lied to me!” Sergei hissed.  “You lied!  This Judicial Enslavement stuff is serious business.  Right now, you are dangerous to me, … to us.  None of us want to wear a collar because of your shit!”  He paused and took a deep breath.  “Sign now and I can at least allow you access to your daughter during your joint slavery.  Don’t sign and you’ll likely never see her again.”

Mrs. Powers shook as Angelica handed her the single sheet of paper and a pen.

“Sign it,” Angelica asked.  “At least I can help look after you both, … I promise.”

The distraught and confused widow signed the document without reading it.  “Just let me stay with my daughter,” she begged.

Sergei turned to Angelica.  He shook his head.  “Everyone is busy right now.  I want you to strip down the bitch and Black-Collar her yourself.

Angelica nodded reluctantly but confronted his plan in a shaky voice, “Only if you program a Green Collar for her to wear.  She doesn’t deserve lifetime enslavement with a Black Collar.”

Sergei stared hard at Angelica.  “That contract she just stupidly signed without reading has forever transferred full Power of Attorney over her freedom, her Human Rights, into my hands.  Tell me why I shouldn’t just put a Red or Black Collar on the lying cunt?”

Angelica shivered at his intensity.  “Sergei, her public presence at NLEC as a known philanthropist, a free woman fully supporting The Act, and part owner at NLEC could be very important.  Plus, … technically, according to the contract she just signed,  it’s your right to put her in a Black lifetime slave collar or a Red less than lifetime collar for attempting to gain control of her own enslaved daughter.  But with a Green Collar you can still hold her in active slave status as long as you want.  Then, you can grant her temporary parole as a free woman while threatening to revoke her freedom if she doesn’t do as you direct.  Since you have full power of attorney, you will still own the cunt, body and soul.  She will have no choice but to do as you demand and follow explicitly the intent of The Act.”

Sergei grinned at her tone.  “Give me your cunt for the night and it’s a deal.  No contracts, just your willing submission and I’ll program her a Green Collar with a three-month due date.”

“Three months?” Angelica protested.  “Please, that’s too much.  She’ll be a broken woman after a sexual service stint of that long a period.”

“I can make it two months if you’re willing to join your boss at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids for a contracted one week stay?”

“Fuck!” Angelica hissed.  “Its one thing to let you dominate me for the night.  But, … Naughty Maid training and wearing a Green Collar.  Fuck!  No!”

“Alright,” said with a grin, “one week for you at Mary’s and one night with me, Star, and Angel.  Then, I’ll change Princess’ stay to just one month.”

“Princess,” Angelica grinned looking over at the distraught woman.  “Well, at least that’s perfect.”  She lost her grin and nodded, “Okay, I’ll do it.”

“Alright, Precious, get your own paperwork ready for signature and file Princess’ contract with the federal authorities.  At least now I won’t have any flack about her and her daughter Thumper being together.”

As she turned away, Sergei held up a hand to wait.  He turned to the NLEC database and opened up the already created file for Precious.  He selected the options for a Green Collar.  Just moments later, he held it out to Angelica.  “Put this on yourself, strip down naked for your trip up to your office.  Type up your contract and have Ann bring you back down.  Don’t forget to give Ann your leash.”

Angelica shivered at the heavy collar in her hands.  She saw the shiny brass tag with ‘PRECIOUS’ on one side and ‘NLEC SLAVE’ on the other.  Sighing at her soft heartedness, she held the collar to her throat and pushed the halves together.  It took a surprising amount of force to engage the internal locking mechanism.  Still shivering, she saw Sergei looking at her intently.  Deciding hesitation only prolonged the event, she obediently slipped off her jacket and quickly unbuttoned her blouse.  Topless except for her flimsy, transparent bra, she unzipped her skirt and let it slither to the floor.

“Not wearing any hose,” Sergei commented.  “but I like your lingerie,” he added.  “Everything goes but keep the heels on.”

Angelica flushed at the comment about her lingerie.  Star and Angel had earlier stolen all her underwear and replaced everything with almost fully transparent matching bra and panty sets.  She hadn’t yet had time to replace everything with more conservative lingerie. Today she was wearing a pale blue set that hid none of the details of her nipples, her areola, or the front of her pussy.  Balking at getting naked without confirmation with Sergei’s promise, she challenged Sergei, “I’m still waiting for you to put a Green Collar on Princess.”

“Alright,” Sergei said with a grin.  He backed up to the programing machine and never took his eyes off the blonde’s big perky breasts and the faintly seen tattoo of ‘PRECIOUS’ on her mons through her filmy underwear.  Once the collar was programmed and Princess’ brass name tag clipped in place, Sergei handed the collar to Angelica.  “You put it on the stupid bitch.  All this delay did was give me more time to admire the two prime pieces of pussy that just joined my stable.”

“Bastard!” Angelica muttered as she snapped the collar on Mrs. Powers.  Then, she quickly leaned forward to unsnap her bra.  Just as the flimsy fabric fell down off her breasts, Sergei somehow appeared behind her and grabbed both her meaty breasts in a strong, possessive double grip.  Still bent over in the vulnerable position, Sergei duck-walked her toward a processing rail.  “No!” she wailed.  “Please!  No time.  You don’t have time.  Please, don’t do this!”

Sergei firmly pushed her hips against the padded rail and forced her torso to fall forward.  Her panties ripped to shreds in a single powerful yank.  In a move he’d performed 1,000s of times while nailing willing and unwilling cunts, Sergei’s fully erect, fat cock magically appeared in his hand.  The head notched itself in the hollow between ass and cunt.  He shoved forward, and Sergei buried himself in Angelica’s soaking wet cunt. 

“Eiii!” she grunted.  “Nooo, … ohhhh, … eiiii,” Angelica whimpered as his long, fat dick drilled deep into her pussy on that first lunge.   “Slow!  It’s too big and I’m not ready!  Eiiii!  Nooo!” 

Sergei pulled back and jammed back in, sinking down so the root of his dick met her widespread labia.  “Tight, bitch!  Lucky you were already wet,” he hissed as he stirred his cock around in her vaginal sheath and then pulled out and plunged back in.  “This must have really turned you on!”  He raped into her now slimy pussy in long even stroked in and out.  His hands kept possession of her fat, soft breasts as he used them as handles to jerk her back onto his forward lunging cock.  “Fuck!  Fuck!  You are a prime piece of pussy!”  His fingers manipulated her nipples and her golden rings.  “I should have had you in our stables earlier.”

“Unnngh!” Angelica grunted at a particularly powerful thrust.  “Unnnh,” she moaned.  Angelica bit back moans of pleasure to deny Sergei the satisfaction of realizing that she was somehow enjoying the near rape.  Appalled and humiliated, she felt her pussy pulse and lubricate to make her breeding more likely.  “Unnngh!” she grunted in orgasm and felt her belly muscles twitch in response.

Sergei grunted at the effort he was taking to pound into her pussy.  Way too soon, he spurted ropy streams of cum into her spasming hole.  “Had a nice little cum?” he asked snidely.  He pulled out and admired the woman’s puffy, swollen labia. He slapped her hip.

Her clothing was now scattered around them.  Blushing red with humiliation, she hurried away to the elevator, her heels clacking like crazy, and her traitorous breasts bobbling about.  Waiting impatiently for the elevator to get upstairs, she muttered, “Ann’s gonna have a heart attack.” As she thought about Ann, two globs of white slippery cum oozed out of her gaping sex, dribbling down each inside thigh.

“Asshole!” she shouted back over her shoulder as the elevator dinged and opened.

Sergei watched Angelica’s retreating backside with hungry eyes.  “I can’t wait to properly nail that bitch,” he thought with eagerness.  “I’ll take every one of her pleasure holes.”  Turning away from Angelica, he looked out the window to the scene one level below where Amber and Ginger were loading up the other two slaves.  He touched the wide broadcast button.  “Amber, Ginger, a change of plans.  Delay in place while we prep two others for transport to Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.

Ginger glanced quizzically at Amber.  Shrugging her shoulders, she replied, “Roger, Master Sergei.  Let us know when they’re ready and we’ll load them up.”

Now really under a time crunch, he turned to the widow.  Deciding against any restraints, he simply grabbed Marianna’s blouse at the center of her chest and yanked it outwardly.  Then, he threw her belly down against the processing table and hauled off the blouse from behind.  Mrs. Powers laid limply across the table with her ass toward him and her legs on the floor.  He unzipped her skirt and pulled it and her panties down to the floor.  Like with Precious, he left Princess’ heels on her feet for now.

**********

Amber nearly shit herself when she saw 16-year-old redhead Ann leading two women she recognized into the loading dock.  The women were leashed with their hands cuffed behind their backs.  Both women were naked except for heels and Green Collars.  Angelica the lawyer was flushed red with embarrassment from her face to her breasts.  Mrs. Powers was crying with her face blotchy and swollen.  Amber’s eyes zeroed in on golden nipple rings each wore on red, inflamed nipples as well as the tattoos above their pussies. Neither had their slave name tattooed under their right-front shoulder.

“What the fuck, Ann!  What’s going on?” Ginger yelled.

Amber kept staring and realized that the two women had new tattoos; Mrs. Powers had a slave name of ‘PRINCESS’ and Angelica was now named ‘PRECIOUS.’

“It’s a long story,” Precious snapped when Ann was too dazed to answer.  “Just gag us and get us into the van.  The Green Collars should tell you that Master Sergei owns us, … me for a week and ‘Princess’ for a month.”

Ginger swung her riding crop against Precious’ left breast.  The strike echoed through the loading dock. 

Precious howled in pain.

“That’s Mistresses to you,” Ginger asserted.

Precious hung her head.  “Yes, Mistress.”  She knew better than to give excuses.  Without protest, she opened her mouth widely to accept the large, spongy ball.

Ann handed over the leashes, tears streaming down her cheeks.  “I don’t understand,” she wailed.  “Master Sergei is so angry.  Something really bad must have happened.”

“It’s Okay, Ann, it’s not your fault,” Ginger soothed.  “You can help us load the cunts up into the van.  We need to hurry; we’re well behind schedule now.   Whatever is going on with Master Sergei will work its way out.”

**********

Outside on the wooded trail system, Candy snapped her lunge whip over the heads of Blossom and Sapphire, “Slow trot, … slow trot, … that’s it bitches, slow trot,” she hissed after each whip snap.  She used the popping sound of the tip of the whip to emphasize her commands.  The young girl grinned as her two Ponygirls obediently moved from a fast walk to a slow jog.  The digital meter on the cart indicated they’d progressed almost 1.75 miles.  “Mistress Angel,” she said after keying the radio microphone, “can Crystal and I have our teams run a decent ground-covering trotting pace for a tenth of a mile followed by a fast walk for a quarter mile.  Then we can repeat.  I think they can handle it.”

Back outside at the Equestrian Center, Mistress Angel leaned back in her recliner and checked the statistics on her data pad.  When she clicked on the icons for Candy and Crystal, she saw that the Pink and Green teams had maintained an easy walking pace with their teams up to this point.  “Candy and Crystal, you’re cleared for a couple iterations of that routine.  At two point seven five miles stop for an inspection.  You know the drill.”

Angel then checked on Brandy and Tiffany and saw the yellow and red teams had maintained the same pace as Candy and Crystal but stayed back 200 meters.  “Brandy and Tiffany, … you’re also cleared for the same maneuver, … a tenth of a mile at a slow trot followed by a quarter mile fast walk and then repeated.

“Roger,” each responded.

Crystal had immediately snapped her lunge whip over Jiggles and Lola.  “Haaa!” she commanded in a loud voice.  “Trot on!  Catch those bitches ahead or I’ll flog your asses!”

Jiggles, Cloe Woods the failed undercover agent, easily picked up speed from the slow jogging pace.  A runner when she had time, she could easily run far faster for long periods of time.  It was her breasts that bothered her while running essentially naked.  Her DDs kept flopping up and then slamming down on the breast support shelf built into her black bustier.  Also, her shoulders hurt from the unnatural stride she was forced into with her wrists cuffed to her waist.  The swaying of her shoulders also threw her breasts into a sideways movement that almost made her breasts look like they were twirling about in circles and then plunging down onto the bustier’s breast support shelf.  The golden bells hanging from her nipple rings rang constantly.  A proper even stride set off a rhythmic ringing.  “Fucking bells!  Fucking Kayne,” she thought once again.  “How the fuck am I supposed to get intel on the terrorists when I’m stuck pulling a fucking Ponygirl cart and can’t talk to boot!  I’m so fucked!”

Jiggles kept up her pace.  Slowing and speeding up as Crystal commanded and reinforced by her whip cracking overhead.  She and Lola hesitated only once to shift up to Crystal’s ‘Trot on!’ command.  The lunging whip’s supersonic tip kissed her left ass cheek and a blistering pain followed a pace away from the strike.  “Fuck that hurt!” she told herself.

A slow increase in backward pressure on her helmet told her to begin to slow even as the “Walk, walk, walk on bitches!” command came from Crystal.  Jiggles saw the cart ahead pull off into a pull over.  A small wood sign showed ‘2.75’ and she’d seen the signs and pull overs every quarter mile.  Also, there had been several loop trails with extra distances shown.  Jiggles was sadly certain that she would eventually become intimately familiar with them all. 

	Loop One: Three-Mile Limping Ponygirl Loop; 
	Loop Two: Six-Mile Campsite Loop; 
	Loop Three: Two-Mile Canyon Loop; 
	Loop Four: Ten-Mile Overnight Loop; 
	Loop Five: One-Mile Galloping Ponygirl Loop.  


With some relief, even though she wasn’t tired, she slowed and Jiggles and Lola pulled the cart smoothly into the turn out.  As they stopped with a distinct tug on her reins, Jiggles turned to Lola, her ‘roommate.’  “She’s tuckered out,” she observed silently with some sympathy.  “Forty-two, married, and spoiled rotten is no way to prep for a Ponygirl career.” With that said, she could admire the slim lines of her roommate’s body under the big oversize breasts for her frame.

Unknown to the Ponygirls, Crystal had set the cart’s brake and walked around the front. 

Jiggles felt a hand on her reins and turned to see a smiling Crystal slip around to her front. 

“Good girl,” Crystal praised Jiggles and she ran her hand down the Ponygirl’s cheek.  “I’ve got a treat for you,” the happy girl gushed.

A hand came up to Jiggles’ mouth and pushed something in her mouth.  “Ohh,” the devoiced Ponygirl moaned silently.  “A chocolate malt ball.”  Hating herself for it, Jiggles unconsciously moved her head along Crystal’s hand and opened her mouth for another.  Inwardly, despite her horrid situation, she was happy that since she was devoiced she didn’t have to run while gagged with a leather-wrapped ring.

“Are you a good girl, Jiggles?” Crystal teased.

Without thinking about it, Jiggles nodded her head and opened her mouth.  Another of the sweet treats was pushed into her mouth.  The ex-undercover agent stamped her feet in irritation for acting like a needy Ponygirl.  “Stupid!” she railed at herself.

“Awww, is the sweet Ponygirl moody and acting up because she wants another treat but doesn’t want to look needy?” Crystal mocked.  She then turned to Lola and repeated the process.  “Lola, are you a good Ponygirl too?  Can I get a kiss for a treat?”

Although fearing the crop or the lunge whip, the ex-housewife turned her head to capture a kiss from Crystal. 

Crystal surprised the two Ponygirls by leaning into the older woman’s lips and passionately kissing back.  Crystal stepped back with bright eyes and handed over a chocolate malt ball for Lola.  She stepped between the two Ponygirls and reached a hand each down to the sweat-drenched clefts between their legs.  Crystal loved the sensation of the smooth hair-free mons, hairless twats like pre-pubescent teens.  “Mmmm,” Crystal moaned.  “Candy,” she called in a louder tone, “my girls are soaking wet.  Bet mine cum first.”

“Standard bet?” Candy yelled back.

“Yes,” Crystal yelled as she began to furiously jill the clits of her Ponygirls.  “Come on, you horny sluts.  Cum on my fingers.”  Deciding to cheat, Crystal mouthed one of Jiggles’ ringed nipples.  She sucked and pulled on the ring.  Quickly, she shifted across all four tits that Jiggles and Lola presented for stimulation.  “Jiggles just had a nice cum!” Crystal yelled.

“Hah! Too late!” Candy crowed.  “Both my bitches just popped nice ones.”

“Fuck!” Crystal complained.  She reached up and slapped Lola on the face lightly.  “Cunt, did you hold back on me?”

Lola furiously shook her head from side to side.

“It’s alright,” Crystal said with remorse.  “You’re a good Ponygirl anyway.”

Back outside the Equestrian Center, Mistress Angel checked her data pad and saw that each pair of handlers and their teams were slightly off the trail at different pull offs.  Crystal and Candy were at mile 2.75.  She double tapped the icon for that turnout and four cameras popped up on the display.  The four views covered all the key angles with both carts in every view.  She grinned when Candy walked behind the carts and sat down on a boulder.  Her voice was caught clearly in the microphones. 

“Your turn to eat me!” Candy hissed as she spread her legs and leaned back on a tree behind the boulder.  “Take my panties off and get to work,” she commanded.

Angel judged that the two girls were used to servicing each other because Crystal’s face was clearly not pouting as she knelt down and pulled Candy’s black panties down.  She zoomed in the camera and got a quick look at a perfectly hairless pussy before the 19-year-old dove face-first into her friend’s pussy.

After too long of a rest stop, Jiggles tried to loosen her legs as she felt Crystal climb up into the cart behind them.  With a ‘Walk on!’ the two Ponygirls resumed their way around the winding trail.

“Less than a quarter mile to go,” Mistress Angel announced in their ear buds.  “You got them nice and loosened up this past tenth of a mile.  Time to have them open up.”

Crystal rose up on the cart and yelled out, “Hah!  Hah! Let’s see a gallop you lazy bitches!”

Confused and a bit lethargic after the slower walk from the break, Jiggles heard a pop, a brief fierce pain, and knew that a new red welt had been stroked across her ass.  The pain was intense and enough encouragement for Jiggles to set a blistering pace.  She knew that Lola was going to have trouble but didn’t care.  The whip end popped overhead twice and Jiggles opened up.

“That’s it you bitches!  Canter on!  Hah!  Hah!  Faster!”

Jiggles felt her poor breasts setting into an even faster wobble and bounce.  “Fucking Kayne!” she complained.  She slowed her breathing to long in and out breaths.  The lunge whip struck her left rump.  “Eiiii!” she screamed in her silent voice.  “Fucking Kayne.”

**********

	NLEC’s First Three General Use Sex Slaves
	Belle	(30) habitually self-enslaved; slim, black-haired French woman with uncontrolled sex drive; 6-month left on fabricated documentation	Bridgette Rowe
Red Collar
Petting Zoo / Showroom
	Sky	(32) married housewife, Hispanic, black-hair, firm C Cups
participant in terrorist strike, captured with Aviana Powers, devoiced
Slave Registration: 01-02-25-52503-LS	Mrs. Rosina Gallegos
Black Collar
ex-terrorist
Petting Zoo / Showroom
	Tiger	(29) older brother to Shishkin twins; autistic, dark hair, 6’4”, massively muscular, 10” bludgeon of a cock	Georgi Shishkin
Black Collar
ex-Moscow slaver
			


Inside at the member’s Display Room, Sky was in a sort of sexual haze.  She had loved regular, robust sex with her husband but she was being forced to experience something unexpected and mind-blowing.  “I must have been a Vanilla sex kind of person,” she thought as her body lurched forward and back.  Sweat drenched her face and her breath rasped in her throat.  She was lustfully riding atop a thick, rigid cock that was at least an inch thicker than anything she’d ever felt.  What was truly blowing her mind was the equally thick, rigid cock punching in and out of her greased rectum.

The 32-year-old enslaved married woman, Mrs. Rosina Gallegos, was gasping as she rode the two cocks like a madwoman.  Her tight, perfectly formed breasts flopped wildly around.  The nipple rings in her sensitive nipples glittered as the light struck them from different angles.  She knew her ‘girls’ would hurt in the morning but she didn’t temper her wild ride.  The riding crop wielded by redhead Tiffany who was riding her ass wasn’t needed.  Sky had already decided that she loved being double penetrated.  The two endlessly energetic 18-year-olds fucked her longer and harder than she could have ever imagined.  “Unghhh!  I lllove it!” she gasped inwardly. 

None of the threesome thought that in just a few days, there would be an audience watching them fuck that would in intensely interested in participating in the sex.  Brandy and Tiffany would be self-conscious but Sky, Mrs. Rosina Gallegos, would be humiliated at having an audience.  She would cum like the most lustful whore of all time.

Brandy and Tiffany took to the strap-ons like ducks to water.  The stubby end of the dildo nestled in their pussies generated electrifying pulses to the teens’ sensitive inner vaginal walls and was exactly located to stimulate their G spots.

Rosina, sweat drenching her face and hair lank with sweat as well from the long fuck-a-thon leaned down and her tongue raped into Brandy’s mouth.  The 32-year-old woman had discovered her true purpose.  She leaned down and captured one of Brandy’s nipples.  She sucked, chewed, and yanked on the rubbery nipple.  If she had not been devoiced, she would have been grunting continuously with the effort of synchronizing the two plunging fake cocks.

“Holy dildos,” Brandy screamed.  “I’m cumming again.  Aren’t we a bunch of sluts?”

“Yesss!” Tiffany shrieked.  “I know that we’re all sluts.”  Then she yelled, “I love cock!”

Rosina, Slavegirl Sky, raised her face upward and would have screamed in simultaneous ecstasy along with Brandy and Tiffany except no words would ever leave her mouth.  She was devoiced.  Instead, her mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for breath only it was the result of rippling, near continuous orgasms.  “Oh, fuck, … this is perfect!” she screamed silently.  “They’re right!  I’m a slut,” she told herself.  “A whore, … ohhh my God!  Fuck me!  My husband never satisfied me like this.  Yes! I love cock!”


18.  Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids

Amber hesitantly took the leash from Ann and pulled ‘Precious’ into the back of the van.  Confused and a bit angry, she muttered, “What the fuck are you thinking, Angelica?  Slave Precious for a week?  Going to Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids?  Shit!”  Despite being distracted by handling the older woman she knew as the NLEC onsite lawyer, Amber properly belted Precious into the bench seat running the length of the right side of the van’s body.  Thumper was already secured in place beside her.  Amber also belted another seat belt that ran under Precious’ naked breasts, pulling her torso with her hands cuffed behind the back against the bare steel of the van.  She did the same to another belt around her shins. 

Amber paused to admire Precious’ naked form.  Her eyes fell down to the woman’s pussy.  “You just got fucked by someone?” she observed at the rope of cum that had snaked up from her pussy cleft and across the tattoo of ‘PRECIOUS’ on her mons.  She leaned forward and whispered in Precious’ ear.  “I’m kinda jealous.  I haven’t had my pussy pounded hard in a couple of weeks and that one was a big disappointment.”  Inwardly, she told herself, “The bastard got his nut off and left me hanging.  Fucker!  Last time we ever hook up!”

On the other side of the van, Ginger had similarly secured the naked Mrs. Powers, now Princess.  Ginger, not much for cock, got a thrill teasing the older woman’s perky breasts.  She tugged on the brand-new nipple rings and smirked at Princess’ moan of pain.  She similarly ran the fingers of one hand across the new tattoo under her front right shoulder and the other hand drifted down across the smaller tattoo on her mons.  With a hand on her shoulder and a hand with fingers that now delved between the woman’s legs, Ginger smirked at the woman.  “Looks like the rich, pampered owner of slaves has a month of forced learning about how they are treated.  From your sopping wet pleasure cave, I think you’re enjoying this.”  Then she giggled, “Princess, what an absolutely perfect name!”  She left unvoiced her dislike of the woman.  “I’ll have plenty of chances to make you tongue my little pearl, Princess.”  Ginger laughed.

“Angelica had said ‘It’s a long story.’  Wonder what that story is?” Ginger thought.  “Maybe I can find out over the next few days.”

Ginger and Amber each stood up and studied their naked charges secured in the van.  “Okay, bitches!” Amber asserted with a serious look.  “This is your first time off the NLEC campus.  We’re going to demonstrate a fraction of what will occur if you fail to instantly follow directions from ourselves, Mistress Mary, or her clients.  Remember, this is just a taste of what will happen.”

The two young women locked eyes, nodded, and then each swung a riding crop at the nearest left breast.  Ginger struck a solid blow against Kitty’s left breast.  The strike seemed especially loud in the confines of the van.  Amber swung and struck Precious’ left breast and then instantly did the same to Thumper’s vulnerable breast.  With a set of back-handed swings, she then whacked Thumper’s right breast and then Precious’ right breast.  Ginger did the same, striking Kitty and Princess’ breasts twice, once on each side.

Ignoring the four whimpering and helpless women, Ginger ordered, “Let’s get going.  We’re easily two hours behind schedule because of whatever happened with Precious and Princess.”

“Well, at least Precious got laid in the deal,” Amber grouched. 

Ginger looked askance at her friend.  Then she grinned widely and softly said, “We can always have a bit of private girl-on-girl time tonight.”  Then wistfully, she added, “It’s been quite a while, sweetness.”

Amber blushed and silently went around the van to the passenger side.

Mistress Mary’s place of business turned out to be located on a large rural tract of land.  Ginger and Amber passed several large estates as they approached Mistress Mary’s estate with cattle and horses in big pastures surrounded by white board fences. 

	Slaves Delivered to Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids
	Kitty	(36) fake blonde, C+ Cups
supervisor of Cloe Woods
Slave Registration: 01-02-25-21448-LS	Aleksandra Richardson
Black Collar
FBI Agent Supervisor
	Thumper	(18) raven hair like mother, small bust, participant in a terrorist strike and captured at the scene of the strike, devoiced
Slave Registration: 01-02-25-45703-LS	Aviana Powers Riley
Black Collar
Widow Powers’ Daughter
	Princess	(36) raven hair, busty, slim, B+ Cups
Lost Self-enslavement Power of Attorney
Essentially a Black Collar slave at whim of NLEC
1-month Green Collar and training at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids	Mrs. Mariana Powers
Green Collar
Terrorist Leader
Funded NLEC
	Precious	(26) blonde hair, lithe and tall, 5’10” in her heels, DD-cups, tiny waist, luscious hips
Slave Registration: 01-07-25-84923TS	Angelica Crosby
Green Collar
Attorney at NLEC
			


Ginger pulled into a lane that was surrounded on each side of the road by a 20-foot band of beautifully mown grass and white four-rail horse fencing on each side of the drive.  A sign shifted them to the right past a large two-story farm house and four-car garage, and then they bypassed a large gambrel-roofed red barn.  Behind the barn was a plain one-story cinder block building with an empty double-car garage beside it built tall to hold a large RV.

Ginger drove into the garage and parked.  An office was built into the rear of the tall garage.

Mistress Mary turned out to be a 30-year-old slim brunette with breasts that nicely filled out her long-sleeved work shirt.  She was waiting impatiently.

“Girls,” she said briskly, “you are very late.  No time for chit chat; we can do that on the way.  We need to get everyone dressed and leave.  We’ll take your van.”

“Wait,” Ginger protested.  “What about training the Slavegirls in their responsibilities and letting us know how your business works.”

“No time,” Mary said shaking her head.  “We’ll help them figure things out at the client’s location.  Its cleaning and fucking, … how hard is that to learn.  Look, there’s complete sets of clothing in the large wall locker over there.  Bring out the bitches one at a time and we’ll dress them.”

Precious was first out of the van.  Her breasts were still tender from the blow by Ginger before she got into the van and then the two blows by Amber demonstrating her absolute control of the cunts who were ‘volunteered’ to serve Mistress Mary.  “Mistress,” she told herself.  “Be sure to say Mistress and Master to everyone that’s not collared.”  She sighed and was already regretting her offer to help Mrs. Powers.

Mary took in Precious’ lush 5’10” form.  “Damn girl,” she said to Amber, “that’s some nice pussy you got collared there.  What are those big babies, … ‘DDs’?  They look like bountiful client pleasers.”

Angelica blushed at being so blatantly evaluated.

“You’re a good judge of girl flesh,” Ginger replied with a grin.  She eyed the brunette business woman and judged her to be late twenties with at least C cups.  She blatantly licked her lips at the sight.  “If I didn’t want to diddle Amber so badly, I’d happily go for Mistress Mary,” she thought.  Her pussy pulsed at the thought.   “The only shame Mistress, is that its only wearing a Green Collar and not a Black Collar.”

Amber grunted in jealousy at Ginger’s clear interest in the Mistress and interjected, “That’s Precious and she’s a natural blonde.”  Despite being a bit jealous at Ginger’s interest, Amber grinned at the notion of displaying the proud lawyer in public.  “Like the others, she’s new to the collar.”

“Uncuff her, lose the gag, and get her dressed and back in the van,” Mistress Mary commanded.

In front of the three free women, Angelica pulled on a pair of white g-string panties and wriggled her ass to set the strings of the panties in place.  Rather than having to stay naked, she was at least happy to get the small patch of fabric that covered her mons and the hammock of flimsy white material that cupped her sex.  She grunted in disapproval of the half-cup, nearly fully transparent black bra and frowned in dismay at the transparent form-fitting silky white blouse.  Even without a mirror, she knew every bit of her areola and nipples were clearly displayed through the transparent black bra and equally transparent, form-fitting white blouse.  Seeing the firm look on Mistress Mary’s face, she wriggled into the black latex miniskirt without verbal complaint.  Lastly, she put on a white maid’s cap. 

Humbled and humiliated beyond belief at the fantasy sex maid costume, Angelica allowed herself to be bent over for Ginger to squeeze cold sex lube into her ass and pussy.  Then, she was pulled over to a bench and told to sit down.  She squirmed at the uncomfortable feeling of the cold sex lube as it was squished between her thighs and butt cheeks.  Mistress Mary threw her a pair of heels.  “Hurry up and put these on.  Be sure to latch the ankle strap into the locking mechanism.”

She was led back into the van, strapped into place, and hooded.  “At least they took out the ballgag,” she thought in relief.

Princess was still too shell-shocked to protest at all when given the sexy maid outfit.  She dressed in a wooden, mentally dull and disengaged manner.  Her eyes were downcast the entire time.  Her gag was removed, she was hooded, and she was put away in the van without protest.   “I totally misjudged Sergei’s ability to see through my attempts to get access to my daughter and lessen the horror of her slavery,” she told herself bitterly.   “I was clearly not as smart as I thought.”

Soon, all four slaves, one devoiced with a Black Collar, one with a Black Collar, and two with Green Collars, were hooded and secured in the van.

“Alright, you two,” Mistress Mary commanded, “time for your outfits.”

“What the fuck?” was Ginger’s comment as the neatly folded pile of clothing was passed to her.

“Holy crap!” was Amber’s comment.

“You expect us to wear this?” Ginger demanded.  “There isn’t enough to keep us differentiated from the four sluts.  We could get raped in this outfit.”

“This will confuse the clients,” Amber croaked in dismay.

“Put it on!” Mistress Mary demanded.  “Else, I’ll call Master Sergei and tell him you refused my orders.”

“Shit!” Ginger commented as she began to strip down.  Fully naked, she was miffed at Mistress Mary’s appraising stare.  “I’m not your bitch,” she hissed angrily.  “Now I only want to whip the cunt!” she thought angrily.

Amber watched in horror as Ginger pulled on an identical pair of white g-string panties that the slaves wore.  Her bra was next and it was also identical to the ones worn by the collared sluts.  It was a half-cup shelf bra and left her areola and nipples hanging out in the open while the lower, transparent portion of the bra only provided meager support for the bottoms of her breasts.  Thankfully, the blouse was at least opaque.  However, it also had a plunging neckline that exposed much of her cleavage and breasts if she leaned forward.  The skirt was thankfully leather, but it was molded tightly to her frame and was cut as a micro-mini-skirt.  The black heels also exactly matched what the Slavegirls were given to wear but without a locking cross strap.

“Fuck!  You’re hot!” Amber blurted out. 

“Wait till you wear the same,” Ginger groused.

Reluctantly, Amber stripped down and followed the same steps to dress as Ginger did to get into the racy clothing.

“No maid’s cap at least,” Ginger said bitterly.

Mistress Mary smiled.  “I can get you one if you want,” she said sweetly.  “I’ve also got extra slave collars too.”

“Fuck that,” Amber spit out.  “This is bad enough, thank you.”

“Get in the van,” Mistress Mary commanded.  “I’ll be right back.  I have to get my Mistress costume on.”

A few minutes later, Mistress Mary popped out of her office wearing a stylish knee-length cream-colored raincoat.  “What?” she demanded, “I’m cold.”

“How far away is your client?” Ginger asked as she backed out into the estate’s driveway heading back to the main road.”

“About ten minutes away,” Mistress Mary answered.

Amber was sitting in the rear seat bench of the extended body van.  She locked eyes with Ginger in the rear-view mirror and raised her eyebrows.  Ginger’s response was the same.  Neither girl knew what to make of this Mistress Mary.

Inside the van, Precious was fuming at their treatment.  “I thought it was just a maid service,” she complained inwardly.  “What a fool I was.  Of course, … sex and slavery go hand-in-hand.”

After a few minutes, she whispered, “Hey, Princess, … you there?”

“Don’t call me that!” Mrs. Powers snapped.  She was coming to fully realize her predicament and she wasn’t happy about it.

“Don’t be an uppity bitch,” Angelica spit back.  “Sergei was going to permanently enslave you until I intervened.  You’ll wear a Green Collar until he thinks you’re punished enough.”

“Permanent slave?” Mariana asked.

“Yes, a Black Collar.  You were kinda out of it.  You permanently signed away your Power of Attorney over your freedom,” Angelica answered.  “He’s really pissed off that you lied and contrived to get your daughter safely into your mansion.  Now, you have to behave because he completely controls your future.”

Thumper heard her mother and other lady discussing her.  She wanted to join in and ask her mom what happened.  But she was voiceless; she could only sit and listen.

“I ended up volunteering to serve a week of slavery with you to keep your sentence down to a month at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  Sergei wanted you to have a minimum of three months service with Mistress Mary.”

“Shit!” Mariana answered softly.  “Thank you.  I realize now what I did was stupid.”

“Yeah,” Angelica spit back.  “Well, as your lawyer’s assistant and day-to-day legal representative to NLEC, I can tell you that with your only daughter permanently enslaved, … and if you also ended up permanently enslaved, … under the terms of your agreement, Sergei would automatically get the NLEC free and clear plus the totality of your estate.  Sergei would have everything, … you would have nothing.”

Angelica paused, took a deep breath, and continued.  “Mariana, ironically, Sergei may well be your best advocate for periodically removing that Green Collar because he does care about a potential backlash from a negative public or official reaction to your slavery.”

With that pronouncement for Mrs. Mariana Powers to mull over, the van was silent the rest of the way.

In the cab of the van, Mistress Mary indicated for Ginger to turn down another rural estate’s lane.

As they pulled off the blacktop, Amber noticed the large mailbox with the name ‘Schaefer’ on it.

When the van stopped, Mistress Mary shrugged off her raincoat displaying the regular Slavegirl maid uniform for a Mistress Mary’s Merry Maid slave.  She nonchalantly picked up a blonde wig, a white maid’s hat, a Green Collar, and a leash.

“Are you outta your fucking mind?” Amber screeched at Mary.  “You can’t be thinking of getting fucked by a paying customer.  That’s enough to get you enslaved in a Red Collar and put on the auction block.  Prostitution is illegal and the penalty is five year’s enslavement and assignment to a sex service establishment.”

Mary smiled sweetly and latched the Green Collar in place.  “It’s a high-end collar from Denmark with the latches adjusted so a really strong tug unlatches it when it’s time to stop being a slave.  Did you know that there’s a huge specialty business in fake collars, easily self-escapable, for housewives wanting to pretend to be Green Collar Girls?”

“I’m so not doing this with you,” Amber hissed. “I’m not going to get enslaved because your needy pussy needs a cock!”

“Relax, … don’t get your panties in a wad,” Mary laughed.  She rummaged into her bag and pulled out a sheath of papers.  “Here, slave temporary ownership and transportation papers.  Look under Mare, that’s me.”

With disbelief, Amber first flipped through the transfer paperwork: Black Collars: Kitty and Thumper; Green Collars: Precious, Princess, and finally, Mare.  “You enslaved yourself to yourself?”

“No, not really.” Mare answered with a grin as she pulled a blonde wig over her head and then settled the white maid’s cap on top of it.  “I enslaved myself for 24 hours to Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids, of which my husband holds the majority ownership; 60:40.  So, … technically, … I haven’t enslaved myself to myself.”

Amber bit back her tongue and didn’t ask if her husband knew she was getting some strange cock.  “Wait a minute,” Amber spit out, “you don’t have a slave license; Sergei has the only one in the nation.”

“I called Angelica yesterday morning and made the arrangements.  She got Master Sergei to do the approval signature and used his slaver’s stamp,” Mary said with a smile. 

Amber once again wondered if her husband knew what she was doing.  “Let me see your ass,” Amber commanded.

Mare, also known as Mary, flipped up her black latex miniskirt and left her white thong panties in place.  The risque underwear fully exposed the proper logo of Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids with ‘SLAVE’ dyed on her right rump and a genuine looking slave registration number.

“Your husband knows about this?” Amber finally asked.  “He knows you plan to whore yourself out as a slave through your slave business?  You actually paid a fee as this contract states and created a file on part-time slave ‘Mare’?”

“No, of course not.  There was no need to make a payment,” Mary answered with a naïve look.  “A girlfriend knows about my black lover; we call him Master Black as a joke.  Seriously though, he’s a masterful fuck with an amazing cock.”  Mary got a dreamy look on her face.  She shook herself back to the present and added, “My girlfriend did the faux tattoo from a template cut out at NLEC and mailed to me last week when I first got this idea.”

She looked piercingly at Amber and Ginger, “Look, this is simple, I just want to have my lover feed me his fat black cock.  My pussy is so freaking hungry, I won’t even mind a bit of soft bondage to get laid.  His wife became suspicious that he’s been wandering about nailing white pussy so we can’t meet like we used to.  So, put me in the lead position on the coffle.  He told me to wear a blonde wig and a red ballgag so he’ll recognize me.  Put masks on all five of us, even the Black Collar cunts.  He’ll pick me and the second person, … his wife will take the other three.  I’ve got it all planned out.”
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Amber shook her head at the foolishness of horny bitches.  She took the lead leash and arranged the first two Slavegirls into a short coffle.  She put Mary first followed by Precious simply because she was the one that made the arrangements to let Mary self-enslave.  “You better behave, Precious,” she hissed into Angelica’s ear.  “It doesn’t matter how much I like you once you put on a collar.  I know you’re not trained, but if you’re not the perfect little sex slave you’ll be punished all week long.  Don’t you dare make me look bad!”

While she cautioned Angelica, Ginger arranged the last three in the coffle.  There was a bag of masks on the front seat along with some bondage items.  Mary, Mare, got a butterfly mask that covered her face from the nose up to her blonde wig.  Precious, got a mask like an owl.

Master Black turned out to be an imposing black man, 6’6” tall and built of solid muscle. 

Amber swallowed in fear at the hulking size of the man.  “I’m Amber and I’ve got your red ball gagged bitch here in the lead position,” she whispered.  Then, she stepped back at what had to be the man’s wife as she came out of the house and approached.

“Call me Master Black,” the man said with a wide smile as he inspected the young blonde.  Hearing his wife’s boots clattering on the sidewalk, he turned and indicated his wife, “This is Mistress Black.  She’ll take charge of the three sluts in that second coffle.”

“Mistress, I’m Ginger, an NLEC slave handler,” Ginger declared softly as she took in the 160 pounds of muscular black woman that easily stood over 6-feet-tall in her 4-inch boot heels.

Mistress Black didn’t acknowledge Ginger’s introduction.  She simply snapped her fingers and indicated they should follow using an imperious gesture.

Ginger looked at Amber as she passed by with the three-Slavegirl coffle.  “WTF,” she mouthed silently.

“I’ll show you to my weight room,” Master Black said as he led the way.  Inside the house, he led Amber downstairs to a large room. 

“I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he said.

Amber pushed the gagged Mistress Mary, Mare, toward a thinly padded bench she thought was used with loose iron weights.  “Kneel on the bench, Mare,” Amber commanded with a grin.  “Precious, you kneel over there until I’m ready for you.”

Amber found an empty weight bar and laid it across the upright holders for the bar.  From the bag of goodies Mistress Mary had in the van, Amber picked out a length of blue bondage cord.  She positioned the kneeling blonde-wigged woman so that her shoulders laid on the steel bar.  Amber drew the cord under Mary’s armpits and wrapped it around the bar and back to her other armpit.  Amber next took another length of cord and tied Mary’s legs behind her knees to the padded bench.  She did the same to Mary’s ankles.  With her hands cuffed behind her back, Mare was absolutely helpless.

Amber stood back to admire the woman that was now trapped on Master Black’s weight bench.  Stepping up, Amber flipped up Mare’s rubbery miniskirt and yanked the flimsy g-string down to her knees.  Grinning wildly, Amber took a tube of lube from the goodie bag, stuck it in Mary’s asshole and squeezed a thick mass of the cold slippery lube into her most private hole.  Lastly, Amber took a fat butt plug from the bag and unceremoniously jammed it into Mare’s ass.

Mistress Mary had been grunting and complaining since Amber stuck her on the bench.  With her hands cuffed behind her back, there was little she could do except grunt and complain in gagspeak.  Amber ignored all her complaints.  The woman really shook as the big butt plug was corkscrewed into her virgin ass.

Amber looked at the henna dyed markings on Mistress Mary’s right ass cheek and pulled out the copy of the enslavement contract.  “The numbers match,” she mused aloud.  Looking at the contract, Amber noticed it was open ended within the 24-hour period.  “Sloppy work to commit oneself to temporary slavery with no limitations,” she told Mistress Mary.

Looking at Precious she walked over and whispered, “Did Sergei tell you to give the stupid bitch a filled out contract with no limitations?”

The lawyer nodded her head.

“Holy shit!” Amber whispered.  “And the idiot signed it.”

Precious nodded again.  She wasn’t thrilled about being side-by-side with the sex-starved Mistress.  “Just another example of Amended Protocol I giving free persons the right to make contracts or bargains using their Human Right of Freedom and Amended Protocol II which outlines the nefarious ways that Licensed Slavers can tempt or coerce bimbos like Mistress Mary to self enslave,” she told herself while remembering her own first time self-enslavement.

Master Black entered the room just as Amber was considering what to do with the kneeling Precious.  Her eyes about popped out of her head at his appearance.

Master Black was wearing black leather engineer boots, an unlaced black leather vest, and black leather chaps.  Otherwise, he was naked.  His flaccid cock hung down almost 10”.

Master Black grinned at Amber’s look of astonishment.  “You’re what, 5’3”, a natural blonde, and titties at least a C cup?”

Amber could only nod her head at first.  Then, she whispered, “Actually, they’re C+ cups.”  Horrified at her reply to the masterful black, she shut her mouth and blushed.

Master Black spread his fingers out.  “Bet these will completely cover those babies.  If so, then you are a perfect example of my favorite toy; a blonde white bitch with big soft blemish-free titties.”

Amber flushed and needed to distract the man that reeked control and masculinity.  “Looks like the little piglet can hardly wait,” Amber said slyly looking at the bound and helpless form of Mistress Mary.  She looked at the ripped chest of the big black man.  “She wore a collar for you.  You know that means you can legally use or abuse the slut however you want.”  Amber ran her riding crop down Mary’s exposed ass.  She pulled back on the crop and gave the pale white ass a middle-strength swat.  She followed up with a soft, caressing move of a hand down that same white ass.  “The stupid whore signed an unrestricted 24-hour enslavement form.”

Mary grunted in complaint loudly.

“Holy shit!” Master Black whispered, “That means she’s nothing more than a sex-starved white bimbo slut that put herself into a Green Collar.  What a horny little brainless slut!”

Amber stroked the riding crop again against the slut’s sensitive upper thigh.

Mary grunted even louder and twisted about.  Unfortunately, the move not only wriggled her ass enticingly, but also drew their eyes to her lurching breasts. 

Amber leaned toward the big man and gently pulled his head down.  “She really signed herself into slavery for the day.  After you fuck the shit outta that ass, I’m gonna take my tattoo needle and make those fake tattoos on that flawless white ass into the real thing.”  She paused and added, “If you want me to pierce her nipples, I’ve got the gear for that as well.”

Master Black grinned but looked uncertain.

“Mare here has been jabbering all morning about, and using her words, ‘getting your big black cock drilled into her ass.’  She says she’s so hungry for your black snake, she wants you to have her cherry ass first and then take her cunt next.”

Master Black placed a huge hand on Mare’s white ass.  “Really, … she’s been pretty adamant about keeping my black snake away from that tight little hole.”

Mistress Mary grunted, “Ho, ho!”

Amber realized she was trying to say no, no.  “Master Black, she has on a Green Collar because she’s really a certified slave for the day,” Amber quickly spoke up.  “She wanted you to simply take her anyway you wanted.  It’s her gift to you.  She’ll struggle and scream ‘No!’ or ‘Stop!’ but she doesn’t mean it; its all part of her act.”

At Master Black’s incredulous look, Amber added, “Look, I’ve got a copy of her enslavement paperwork here.  You can even compare the Slave Registration Numbers for the temporary enslavement with the ones on her ass.”

Master Black’s cock had thickened without extending its length too much.  He grinned at Amber, “At first I thought this was such a crazy idea.  That’s why I wanted her gagged.  If my wife found out we’ve been meeting for sex, I’d be totally fucked.”  He touched his dick and looked pointedly at Amber.  “I like blondes, that’s why the blonde wig.”  While he was talking, he expertly rolled a magnum plus sized condom on his cock.  He looked back at Amber, “Help me get this thing into her tightest little hole.”

At the black man’s piercing look, Amber tentatively reached out and touched the fat 10-inch-cock.  She jerked her hand back.  “It’s hot!”

“It wants your little white hands wrapped around it to guide that fat head into her tight little virgin ass,” Master Black said with a grin.  His cock lurched in need as he spoke.  “Bet your virgin ass is just as tight,” he teased.

“Her hole is already lubed up and you better believe that mine is outta business,” Amber asserted with a bit more confidence; trying to divert his attention from her own virgin ass.  She flushed and repeated, “Mine is off limits, Master Black.”  Amber then reached over, grabbed the butt plug in Mare’s ass, and yanked it out.

Master Black moved forward as soon as Amber reached out with one hand.  “It’s too big to grasp around,” she wondered aloud.  “It’s as big around as a soda can?” she asked looking up for confirmation.  He only nodded his head. 

It took both hands to grasp the fat cock to guide it toward Mistress Mary’s tight, virgin ass.  She tugged his erection toward the recessed dimple around Mistress Mary’s tight, anal star.  Amber moved the dick’s head around the glistening star-shaped ass grommet to get the tip fully lubricated.  “Push,” she demanded. 

Master Black leaned forward and easily captured Mistress Mary’s down-hanging breasts in his hands.  Then, he shoved his hips forward with a mighty lunge.

“Hiiiiieee!” Mistress Mary shrieked as the apple-sized head skewered its way relentlessly past the tight grommet of her previously virgin ass.

Amber almost fainted as she saw the black glistening head pop through the bound white bitch’s asshole.  “Holy shit Black Master, you just nailed that Mare!” she whispered.  “Mount that Mare!  Fuck her brains out!”

“Precious, get your ass over here!” Amber shouted in a no nonsense tone.  When Angelica shifted over, Amber commanded, “Get your hand under her belly, fingers in her twat, and jiggle that love pearl.”

Precious knew she had no choice so she knelt down beside Mistress Mary and reached down between the blonde-wigged woman’s legs.  Her fingers explored down Mary’s lower belly until she found the woman’s sloppy wet gash.  Realizing what the young trainer wanted, she whispered, “I found her cunt, Mistress Amber, and its sloppy, sloppy wet and ready for fucking.”  The angle was difficult but she managed to stuff two fingers in Mistress Mary’s cunt and then began to play with the erect clit with her thumb.  Between the thin membrane of her cunt and ass chutes, she felt the Black man’s shaft moving against her fingers.  It was the most brutal and arousing thing she’d ever experienced.  Her other hand drifted down to her own dripping gash.  “Ohhhh,” she moaned.  Her eyes were locked on the underneath view of a seemingly endless black, glistening piston moving in, … in, … in, and then out, … out, … out of the distended asshole.  It was both mesmerizing and horrifying.

Amber’s hand had also taken possession of her own pussy.  She was rubbing furiously at her clit.  “Ohhhh!” she moaned in unison with Precious’ next moan.  Then, all three women grunted, their cunts being diddled in time to the black man’s powerful thrusts.

“Eiiii!” each cried as he pulled outwardly.  “Unghh!” each grunted as he bottomed out in Mare’s ass.  “Ohhhh!” each moaned in ecstasy as he wriggled his enormous fuckstick around in the tight sheath.  Two hands and a thumb diddled three slippery clits at a blistering pace.

Above the three blonde bitches, Master Black (Tye Schaefer) grinned down at the two blondes writhing in abandon because he was masterfully topping his fake blonde slut and clandestine lover, Mistress Mary.  “Now that I know she’s a submissive freak,” he told himself, “I’ll stop considering her as an equal and a simple love interest.  No, she’s just a horny white slut to breed whenever and however I want.”

A particularly loud, “Eiiii!” in unison with strong spasms in Mistress Mary’s belly told him the three cunts had orgasmed.  He pulled out of the clasping rectum, ripped off the condom, and reached down to grab Amber’s writhing form.  He stuck his dick’s head in the middle of her face and began blasting his cum in spurts, covering one eye, the other, her wide-open gasping mouth, and across her nose.  He let the gasping, grunting woman slip to the floor and he carefully aimed his final spurts on Amber’s fingers that were still rubbing her pussy.  The fingers, unaware of what they were doing, rubbed his thick white jism around and inside her pussy.

“Hope you’re on the pill and protected,” he whispered.  Amber didn’t process the words.  Her brain was still short-circuited.  Tye reached down to the blouse’s line of buttons and yanked outwardly.  Buttons flew everywhere and the flimsy blouse only lasted a few seconds longer.  He traced each one of the young blonde girl’s fat breasts and muttered, “Not the time, … no, … not the time.”

He sighed at the loss of some prime pussy.”  The thought of the young white bimbo’s belly swelling up with his black baby brought renewed steel to his flagging cock.  “Blonde slave with the owl mask,” he half snarled, “you’re next.”

Angelica was hardly aware of what was happening as she was still caught up in continuous waves of orgasm at Mistress Mary’s degradation.  Next thing she was aware of was being laid down on a padded floor mat with Master Black’s 6’6” form between her legs.  “What?” she muttered as her eyes tried to focus on the look of lust on the man’s face.  He leaned down and ripped her blouse wide open just as he had with Amber.  The flimsy bra was shredded and cast aside.  Open-mouthed in surprise at seeing the perfection of his black muscular chest, she hardly noted that she reflexively lifted her butt upward so he could roll the latex miniskirt up around her waist and the slight tug destroying the flimsy g-string.

“Bitch are you ready for your first taste of my Black Snake,” the deep voice of Tye Schaefer, Black Master, penetrated her fog of climax.

“Unghhh!” she huffed as the fat head of the still rigid 10-inch spear pierced her sloppy, drooling twat.

“Oh, God!” she cried as the shaft continued to slowly slither its way down into her belly.  “So big!”

His mouth descended on hers and it seemed as if his tongue took possession of her soul.  Angelica felt her legs being raised up toward her ears inside of his elbows.  “His mouth,” she thought as her helplessness became apparent, “Ohhhh!”  She was trapped under him with her hips rolled upward when her knees knocked against her ears.  The thump of the head of his cock against her cervix was the first time she’d had a cock bottom out in her vaginal sheath.  “Fuck!” she whispered as a downward lunge pushed the air out of her lungs.  She breathed in deeply as the cock pulled back.  “Ohhhh!” she moaned as he tunneled back deeply into her clasping cunt. 

Tye Schaefer luxuriated in the tightness of the blonde bitch’s pleasure sheath.  “Nothing like introducing uptight whites to Black Cock, … to black subjugation, … to forced black orgasms,” he whispered.  Having gotten his nut off in Mary Hyde’s virgin ass and spewed his cum on Amber, he knew this was to be a long, enjoyable session.  “I’ll fuck her until she passes out,” he promised himself, “Then, I’ll go nail me another piece of white pussy after my wife teaches them proper respect for a Black Mistress.”

Back by the weight bench, Amber was still slumped stupefied, mindlessly whipping the gooey cum off her face and licking her fingers.  Her eyes were mesmerized by the view she had of the Black Master’s ass and fat hairy balls as he drilled his cock in Angelica’s cunt.  “Where’s his condom,” she thought, “I don’t know if they fitted Angelica, … I mean, Precious, with an IUD.  At least, I’m protected.”  She sighed and reminded herself to give every NLEC female onsite a Morning After Pill from her kit bag.

Upstairs, the completely naked Mrs. Doreen Schaefer (Black Mistress) was introducing the two raven-haired Merry Maids to the proper way to give oral pleasure to their Black Mistress.  Fully naked, she was reclining in a leather upholstered chair with her naked ass on the forward edge.  Beside her, on a small table was a brand new custom-built, black strap-on dildo.  It was huge with ropy veins running the 10-inch length; it was an exact copy of her husband’s cock.  At the base of the cock was a small pad with a fat plug that was to be eased into her own dripping wet cunt and soft rubbery nubs that would rub against her labia and clit.  A harness that would go around her waist and thighs to hold the monster tightly in place was laid beside the gigantic-looking dildo.

Ginger stood in front of the woman with a riding crop held in her hand.  Before her, the two raven-haired women, Mrs. Mariana Powers (Princess) and her devoiced daughter, Aviana Powers (Thumper) knelt sobbing and sniffling.  Ginger had whipped each woman until they stripped off their maid’s costumes and knelt naked before their Black Goddess.  All three white women before Doreen Schaefer knew the woman was going to dominate the Merry Maids for the next few hours before they could return to the relative safety of Mary Hyde’s business kennels.

“Ginger, … that’s your name, right?”

Ginger replied in what she hoped was the appropriate soft, submissive tone with a, “Yes, Mistress,”

Doreen nodded.  “Well, Ginger, I want the mother on my lap in a reverse cowgirl,” she commanded with a smirk.  No fool, Doreen had almost instantly determined that the two black-haired women were mother and daughter.  Her comment to Ginger upon seeing the weeping women strip down naked for inspection before her was the dry observation that, “If I enjoy having these two bitches today, then next time I rent them, I’ll expect some titty enlargement of some sort; either implants or hormone therapy.” 

Then, she had tilted her head and added, “Ginger?”

Once again, Ginger responded with a simple, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Well,” Doreen responded with the same smirk, “since all three of you are actually on the small side, Bs or B+, right?”  Without waiting for an answer, Doreen added, “I don’t want to see you back here until your own titties are at least a solid C+ cup.  Otherwise, I want another trainer with at least Ds so my own DD+ ones don’t feel so lonely.”

Ginger only nodded.  She shifted the riding crop toward Mrs. Powers.  “Princess!  Up!  Turn around, and back up to your Mistress.”

Mariana Powers looked with horror at Ginger and mouthed, “Help me!”

Ginger’s answer was to swing the crop in a horizontal slash that neatly clipped the tips of each of the woman’s rock-hard nipples.

“Eiiii,” she screeched and knelt down while cradling her poor abused breasts. 

“Next one’s on your twat!” Ginger hissed in real anger.  “Mount up!”

Sobbing, the formerly rich and powerful Mrs. Powers turned around and backed up to the black woman.  She presented her rear to the Black Mistress.  Ginger reached down to the bludgeon of the black dildo sticking up from Doreen’s cunt and guided it to Princess’ recently shorn gash.

“Oh God!” Princess cried, “It’s too big! Please, I beg of you.”

Ginger stepped forward again and slapped the silly bitch.

Doreen had already reached around the back of Princess and grabbed her firm breasts in her hands.  Seeing this, Ginger then leaned forward and yanked down on Princess’ shoulders.

“Fuck!” Princess wailed in a long, drawn-out cry.

Ginger couldn’t help but kneel down and gaze from up close where just the mighty head of the fake cock’s head punched into Mrs. Powers’ pleasure cave. 

From Princess’ mannerisms, Ginger was pretty sure that like herself, Mrs. Powers was most attracted to women.  “I’m not even sure how the silly cunt managed to get herself married and pregnant,” she thought.  “Bet he had a small dick,” she added with a smile.

Ginger turned to the daughter, Aviana Powers Riley, kneeling behind her.  “Thumper, get your ass over here, start licking one pussy, and get your fingers busy keeping both of them in a very happy place.”

“Now, Ginger!” Doreen snarled at her.  “Do what I told you!”

Ginger felt that she was trapped, “Not unlike these other poor, collared bitches,” she thought to herself.  Obeying the Black Mistress, she unzipped her tight leather miniskirt and let it fall to the floor where she kicked it free from her whorish cum-fuck-me heels.  She unbuttoned her blouse under Doreen's lecherous gaze.  “Fuck it,” she thought and just decided to shrug the blouse completely off her shoulders.  The nearly useless bra was next.

“That’s a good, obedient white bitch,” Doreen said with her first smile of the day.  “Even with your little itty-bitty titties, I might just let you come back.” she whispered in admiration.  “We could have some real fun together.”

Ginger shivered at the thought of getting caught in the woman’s web of lust.  Her face became even more unhappy looking.  Woodenly, she reached over to the nightstand to pick up the purple version of the black dildo that was slowly worming its way into Princess’ poor abused and stretched out twat.  Ginger grimaced but forced a smile as her head turned back toward Doreen.  She stepped into the leg straps of the dildo, the enormous strap on dildo, and winced as she worked the 6-inch-long bulbous portion of the base of the strap-on into her own pussy.  “Oh God,” she thought, “it’s so fat around.  But, somehow this crazy shit has my kitty soaking wet.”

She stepped up beside the daughter who was frantically licking her mother’s cunt and clit just above where the glistening black cock was now 3” into her mother’s slowly yielding cunt.  Also, the daughter’s fingers were frantically rubbing Doreen‘s pussy just below her mother’s.  She was able to work one hand around the rubber bludgeon so that one fingertip could manipulate the Black Mistress’s slippery clit.

Ginger found that Aviana’s gash was surprisingly loose.  The fat plum-sized knob easily nestled in the swampy mess of her labia.  It slipped surprisingly easily inside her love canal.  Underneath her, the daughter made a nearly inaudible grunt and bucked her hips backward and slightly forward in quivering movements. 

“Holy shit, Thumper!” Ginger exclaimed as the greedy pussy sucked over half the cock inside the wriggling woman’s cunt  “That’s a hungry twat you got there.”

“I’m just training one of my bitches,” Ginger reminded herself.  “It’s really not illegal sex if it’s just me training one of my cunts.”

Until now, other than the initial thrust to set the head in the bitch’s twat, Ginger’s hips had remained still.  She began a bit of a pull back on the strap-on and almost fainted from the intense pleasure as the fat knob inside her vaginal sheath scratched across her g-spot.  With a grunt, she pushed in and the tiny flexible fingers on the base of the pad triggered the super-sensitive nerve endings in her clit, almost causing a short-circuited overload of pleasure.  “Oh my God!” she grunted, “this is the best thing ever.”

Ginger was shocked that the daughter, Thumper, was now thrusting and wiggling her hips even more than she herself was doing with the strap-on.  “What a complete fucking whore!” she thought, “Holy fucking greedy twat!” she shouted.  “Thumper is actively participating in this rape.  The bitch must’ve taken on 100s of enormous cocks to take the strap-on this easily.”

Ginger’s clit and g-spot sent strong electric pulses of pure pleasure every time Thumper violently jammed her ass back onto the raping strap-on.  “Eiiii!” Ginger hissed.  She reveled in the orgasm and reflexively hunched her hips forward yet again.  “Eiiii!” she repeated at the intense pleasure.  “It’s like Thumper is raping back at me each time I get buried in her greedy twat!” she told herself.  She increased the strength of each downward thrust with the strap-on.  “That’s it you horny cunt!” she hissed at Thumper.  “Fuck!”

Ginger was loving using the purple copy of Tye Schaefer’s black bludgeon of a cock on Princess’ daughter.  “Oh, fuck!  The feeling of power wielding this monster of a cock,” she shrilled to herself.  Without putting the thought into words, the horny bitch at the back of her mind wondered how it would feel to be on the receiving end of the real version of the purple beast.  Not normally interested in cock, Ginger was now very interested in the idea of being topped by one of the 4H Seniors with this strap-on.

Eventually, Ginger sagged down in exhaustion.  She simply fell backward and the huge purple beast audibly popped out of Thumper’s, Aviana Powers Riley’s, now very swollen gash.  Thumper also sagged down, overwhelmed by the long, energetic raping thrusts forced upon her by Ginger.

Ginger gasped for breath and looked down at the obscene beast still between her legs.  A glance to the side showed Tye Schaefer’s wife had fallen backward onto her upholstered chair with the black version of the huge cock still obscenely erect between her legs.  Like her daughter, Princess had sagged down to the carpet beside the chair and looked to be unconscious.  Her stretched out twat was still open like a pink-lined cavern.

Ginger crawled up to the chair and pulled herself up onto her knees.  “Doreen,” she started to say and paused at the stern look of disapproval on Mrs. Doreen Schaefer’s (Black Mistress) face.  “Ummm, … Black Mistress, … I really want one of these strap-ons.  Can I buy one from you?”

The Black woman looked languidly at the young and inexperienced Slave Trainer / Mistress kneeling tiredly at her side.   She admired the naked girl’s trim form and the purple cock of her strap-on.  “Ginger, I can order as many as you want and in whatever color you want; but, since its such a custom order, it takes six to eight weeks for the firm to use Tye’s mold for casting another one.”

“Shit!” Ginger answered in disappointment.  She reached down to unplug the 6-inch bulbous end of the strap-on from her own super sensitive cunt.  “Unnnghhh!” she exclaimed and paused when her labia and outer cunt fought against the removal of the fat end from her pleasure sheath.

“Give it a few minutes,” Doreen laughed.  “In the meantime, … if you’re truly interested and don’t want to wait so long, then you can have this one for free.”  She pointed to the black version still mounted in her cunt.  “But,” she laughed again and added snidely, “this one is soiled from Princess’ tight twat and you really should clean it up first and then take it for a test drive before you take it home.”

Ginger gasped at the offer.  “Mistress?” she whispered while looking about the room and then pointedly at the fucked out mother-daughter slaves.  “That could be considered a fee for sexual services, … prostitution.  We could both be sentenced to wearing a Red Collar.”

The Black woman laughed louder.  “No, … the way I see it, … you’re just testing out a tool of the trade that I’ll gift you for future use if you like it.  You know, … Mistress to Mistress; a training session.”  After a moment’s pause she added in a whisper, “Tie these two cunts up and we’ll adjourn to my bedroom.”

Ginger carefully knee-walked to Mistress Mary’s leather bag of toys and grabbed a handful of bondage cords.  With a few quick wraps, she tied the two slaves back to back.  She bound all four ankles together, both sets of wrists tied to a waist rope, and finished with a tie keeping their necks together.

Then, at Doreen’s stern visage pointing behind herself, Ginger started after the much taller and more muscular woman.  She gasped at the feeling deep in her cunt when, after just a few steps, Mistress Black’s hand reached back to tightly grasp her purple cock and tug her closer.  The fat 6-inch-stub of the ten-inch strap-on massaged her inner pussy walls with every step and tug on the long end of the cock.  After leaving the guest room, walking down the hall, and into the master bedroom, Ginger was ready to collapse from a massive orgasm.  Unable to hold it back, her eyes rolled back in her head, her body flushed with the release of a hard cum, and she quivered in orgasm.  When she could again sense her surroundings, she was kneeling and the Mistress’ massive fake Black cock was bouncing up and down inches from her face.

“Clean it!  Lick it!  Get it clean and then suck it!” Mistress Black demanded.

Swaying drunkenly from the massive release of endorphins from her too energetic sexual workout and the seemingly endless orgasms, Ginger stuck out her tongue and licked upward on the 10-inch shaft.  She instantly recognized the musky twang of cunt butter on the fuck stick.  Undeterred, she continued to lick the fake cock clean from the rubberized balls hanging down near Doreen’s drooling twat all the way up the top of the huge replica of Tye Schaefer’s fuck pole.

After a few minutes of ‘servicing’ the replica of the 6’6” Black lawyer’s dick, the 160-pound wife picked up Ginger and set her atop the king-size bed on her hands and knees.  Ginger saw her reflection clearly in the giant mirror beside the bed.   Her face was flushed and she had a dazed look on her face.  “You’ve had some orgasms,” she thought dimly.

“Eiii!” Ginger grunted when Doreen unexpectedly pulled the stub of the purple strap-on from her sensitive pussy and removed the leather straps holding it in place.  In the mirror, Ginger saw the gently swaying DD breasts of the muscular woman move behind her.  She grunted when the Black Mistress plunged the first third of the black strap-on into her drooling, slimy pleasure hole.  Her, “Unghh!” quickly transformed into an “Ahhh!” of pure pleasure as the cock was withdrawn and then punched forward.  Eight inches of the wide girth of the fuck pole was seated in that second lunge.  “Ohhhh!  Yesss!” Ginger hissed as the cock was withdrawn again and then driven all the way inward.  “Fuck!  Yesss!” she added.

Doreen Schaefer grinned as her cock possessed the redhead and drove all coherent thought from the little bitch’s brain.  “My Tye loves to fuck big-titted blondes,” she hissed into Ginger’s ear as she buried the cock once again in Ginger’s cunt.  “But,” she added, “I bet he’d make an exception with a pale-skinned redhead like you.   I’d pay to see your belly swell up with his baby and his collar around your neck.”

Ginger gurgled in confusion at the image of a baby growing in her belly.  Fucked nearly brainless, she couldn’t mouth an intelligible word.  A moment later, she felt something circle her neck.  Looking up to the mirror, she saw the Black Mistress had wrapped a leather leash twice around her neck and held the ends behind her in one hand like a set of reins.  Her brain gibbered reflexively in fear at the sight of a riding crop in the Black Mistress’ other hand.  A slash of pain exploded across her rump.

“Come on bitch!” the woman laughed.  “Fuck back like your life depends upon it!” 

A second slash burned across her backside.  Ginger obediently started to pump her hips furiously against the raping black rod in her cunt.  In the mirror, she saw her tight breasts swaying as her torso yanked forward and back on the 10-inch fuck pole.  Behind her, the Black Mistress’ torso glistened with sweat and her huge DD breasts flung about as she raped forward in time to Ginger’s moves.

“Fuck faster!  You horny little cunt!” the woman demanded.

Later, when Ginger began to recover from her multi-orgasmic fuck-a-thon she discovered she was alone in the Schaefer’s bedroom.  She was nakedly laying on her back, a leash wrapped around her neck, and the full length of Tye Schaefer’s fake 10-inch cock still buried in her cunt.  Now a bit alarmed at being caught naked and helpless by the dominating Black Master, Ginger yanked the 10-inch end of the strap-on out of her twat with a grunt and rolled to her hands and knees.  Looking about with bleary eyes, she cursed when she couldn’t find any of her clothes.  Disgusted at passing out, she unwrapped the leash and coiled it up in her hand.

The young 4H Senior staggered down the hall to where the mother-daughter slaves were still trussed up.  Ginger cursed again at their fully naked state and no clothing in sight.  She jammed the strap-on into Mistress Mary’s bag of toys along with the leash.  She decided to keep it as a souvenir of her stupidly passing out and exposed as potential rape meat by the Black Master.  “His wife would have let it happen,” she thought with assurance.   “Maybe that’s what she hoped for?” she added wryly.

Making the best of her situation, Ginger snapped a double leash from the toy bag on Princess and Thumper and headed downstairs.

When the debauchery started in the living room, Aleksandra (Kitty) Richardson, the ex-supervisory FBI Supervisory Special Agent grabbed two buckets of cleaning supplies and headed quickly to the kitchen.  There, she feverishly began straightening the mess of dirty dishes and pots and pans.  “Fuck!” she told herself, “This is fucking insane.  How long am I gonna be stuck in this insanity?  How can I ever solve the terrorism case while I’m a slave?”

Finished in the kitchen, fake blonde 36-year-old slave Kitty quickly ran upstairs.  Unexpectedly, the master bedroom suite was locked and it sounded like an orgy was underway inside.  She winched at the sound of a crop or whip and the faint cry of pain.  She bet that the upstairs guest bedrooms were already clean.

Kitty quickly left that doorway and headed to one of the guest bedrooms.  Two exhausted fellow slaves were nakedly arrayed on the floor and bound together with bondage cord.  Ignoring the two naked sluts, she stripped the bed and then took time to snoop around.  She quietly opened and searched every drawer and cabinet in the huge walk-in closet and in the bathroom.  “Nothing of value for my search for a terrorist connection and our only path to freedom,” she told herself as she hauled an armful of dirty towels back to the bedroom.

Spying the discarded clothing of Princess and Thumper, she grinned and picked everything up and balled it inside a dirty towel.

She was startled when a very disheveled Amber came marching into the room and demanded, “Take off your blouse and bra!”  The order surprised her, but not more than the just-fucked look of her Trainer and Mistress.  Rather than arguing, she immediately took them off.  To her surprise, Amber also stripped off her torn blouse and ripped bra and threw them on the floor.  “Give me yours,” she demanded. 

Now topless, the ex-FBI agent watched Amber put on the filmy, transparent black bra and then the equally transparent white blouse.

“You can use those,” Amber ordered while pointing to her discarded garments on the floor.  Then imperiously she demanded, “Get all these dirty things downstairs to the laundry room in the basement!”

As Amber stalked off, Kitty wondered if she had seen male jism streaks in Amber’s hair.  “What a fucking zoo!” she told herself.  Gathering all the households dirty laundry in a bedsheet, she carefully crept down two flights of stairs to the basement.

Kitty carefully walked down the stairs with her arms full of laundry.  Just as she stepped onto the main floor she came face-to-face with the hulking shadow of the black man. 

Tye took a step forward and saw the disheveled form of a big titted blonde that he hadn’t yet fucked.  The two doses of Viagra had quickly returned his cock to aching hardness. 

Kitty squawked in surprise and fear.  She threw the dirty laundry at the Black Master and scampered back up the stairs to escape.

“She’s wearing Amber’s ripped blouse and bra,” he thought with a grin as he imagined the Slave Trainer was now virtually indistinguishable from one of the slave maids.  “All I need to do is find Amber bent over to where her hair covers a Green Collar’s location that she’s not wearing, … and I can safely nail that sweet bitch.”

He was racing up the stairs as those thoughts ran through his head.

Just as Kitty’s feet cleared the top steps, Tye’s hand reached out and grabbed her trailing ankle.  Her torso pivoted forward off the anchor point of his uncompromising grip.  The momentum threw Kitty hard against the rough abrasive carpet of the upstairs hallway.  The scraping of the carpet against her virtually bare breasts distracted her for just a moment. 

That distraction gave Tye enough time to slip the hem of her skirt up over her waist, nudge aside the meager protection of the G string, and push forward.  Like the others, Kitty’ pussy and ass were both greasy with sex lube.  Kitty was an avowed size queen.  Her boyfriend upon her enslavement had been a 7-foot-2-inch basketball player with a cock easily the size of Tye’s.  As a result, Tye’s fat 10-inch cock punched easily 4” deep inside her love canal on just the first lunge.

“Eiiii!” Kitty groaned.  “No, … no, stop, please, I beg you,” she begged.  “Stop!  I’m not a whore.”

Tye laughed at the pathetic effort to dissuade the rape and instead punched down to seat himself even deeper in her soft, velvety perfection. His hands reached past the ruin of her blouse and each tightly grasped a soft, bulging tit.

“Oh,” Kitty groaned as his dick head rasped against her ‘G-spot’ and then again when his pubic bone jammed against her clit.  “Oh, fuck yes,” she hissed unconsciously as the pleasure overwhelmed her reluctance.  Although, she admitted that it felt great, absolutely fucking great, she was used to her previous lover’s rough thrusts and it had been weeks since she received the rough fucking by a huge black cock that she craved.  As Alex, she wouldn’t date or fuck anyone until she checked out their package and then auditioned their style of hard fucking; it was the only way to guarantee a satisfactory orgasm or two.  Her previously loosened sex and the sex lube made Tye’s entry easy.

His hands tightly possessing her breast meat and tender nipples helped trigger an orgasm fueled by her helplessness to resist being so skillfully, and forcefully fucked.

“Once I get my dick in a bitch,” Tye grunted, “nothing stops me from getting my nut off.”  On just his second lunge, Ty was shocked at the unaccustomed feel of his groin tightly and firmly seated against a bitch’s ass.  “Oh, you fucking beautiful bitch,” he groaned, “you have an exquisite tight and bottomless cunt!”

By now, Kitty was consciously and intentionally moving her hips in counterpoint to his thrusts.  Her goal now was simply to get the hardest, longest fucking that it was possible to coax out of Master Black.

Tye, Master Black, was in cunt heaven.  At this stage of his Viagra-infused-hard-on, he would need at least 30 minutes of hard fucking to cum in the slave’s wondrous pussy.

“Oh God!  That’s it!  Keep fucking me like that, you black bastard,” shrieked an out of control Kitty.

Amber peeked around the corner from the guest bedroom and watched Kitty getting fucked wildly by the Black Master.  She scampered the opposite direction to where a narrow set of servants stairs led down to safety.

Downstairs, Amber stared aghast at Ginger standing nakedly behind the van with two equally naked slaves on a leash.

“What the fuck happened with you!” she demanded.

Ginger looked at Amber’s disheveled look and shot back with, “Is that male jism in your hair?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” both girls voiced simultaneously.

They each shrugged and Amber whispered, “We need to get the fuck out of here!”

Ginger sighed and added, “Mistress Mary really led us into a total cluster fuck!”

**********

Later, after rounding up all the well fucked slaves, Amber signaled Ginger to get behind the driver’s wheel.  Then, she dragged the disheveled nearly naked form of Mistress Mary to the passenger side and pushed her handcuffed form up into the center seat position.

“I’m so gonna fuck you bitches up,” Mistress Mary hissed in a weary tone.

Ginger looked over at her bedraggled form and said snidely, “What bitch, get much more than you asked for?  You legally enslaved yourself and put the Green Collar on yourself!  In our minds, that makes you nothing more than just another another horny slut that joins the hordes of other bimbos that got in over their heads and became slaves.  So, … deal with it, cunt!”

“Amber set me up!” Mistress Mary complained to Ginger.  “She told that sex maniac that I wanted to give up my ass.  No,” she snarled, “that twat told him I wanted my virgin ass to be taken.”

Ginger looked over her friend, she silently mouthed, “WTF girl?”

Amber reached forward and shifted the settings on the dash security view screen.  The four cameras on the screen didn’t show what she wanted so she swiped them to the side and picked one of the next four screens with the double tap.  That screen expanded to full size.  “Mare,” Ginger said with a smirk, “take a look at that camera.  It records everything in its view, both audio and video.”

“What does that have to do with me, you stupid bitch!” Mistress Mary shouted back.

Amber pulled out a USB drive from her tablet.  She stuck it in the camera system and hit play.

“Let’s just get this straight,” Mistress Mary hissed on the screen, “I’m here to get laid.  I’m here to get fucked by my Black Master.” The screen shifted to a handheld camera and showed Tye Schaefer drilling his enormous black cock into a widely stretched rectum on a white woman.

Before Mistress Mary could deny that it was actually her body and that they couldn’t prove it her own voice came through on the video.  “Oh, … yeah!  That’s it!  Fuck me!  Oh God, you wonderful black motherfucker!  That’s fucking perfect!  Fuck!  Eiiii!”

“Wait a minute!” Mistress Mary answered back desperately.  “I never said that when he was raping my ass.  I only said that later when he took the gag out while he was doing my pussy.”

“Well,” Ginger said snidely, “this certainly puts a different perspective on everything.  Mary, I think you have permanent membership in the stupid horny white bimbo slut category.”

“So, bitch, here’s what’s gonna happen,” Amber interjected sweetly.  “According to the Danish website for that very expensive fake Green Collar, each one includes an option to switch from consensual use to nonconsensual use via a locking key that makes it non-removable without that key.”

“Oh, that’s perfect, Amber,” Ginger laughed, “I love it.  Keep the bimbo collared for the rest of her contract period.  Master Sergei would be so proud of you, Amber.”

“So, where’s the key slave, Mare?” Amber demanded.

“Oh, you are a bitch!” Mistress Mary said softly as she admitted defeat.  “There are two keys in a small yellow envelope tucked in a pocket on the lid of the toy chest.”  She thought a minute and added, “Please, girls, can you at least take out the butt plug.  My ass has been violated enough for the day.”

“That’s pretty funny,” Amber responded with a smile.  “No, I think you need to give it up once again.  You robbed your husband of the honor of taking your ass for the first time.  So, … I’m gonna tell him it’s still virgin and it’s on offer because you love him so much and appreciate all he’s done to make your business a reality.  In fact,” she added, “I’m gonna tell him that this slave maid business has expanded the limits of your sexuality.  I’ll tell him that you want to be a dominant during the day with your slutty maids and then be his submissive bitch during the night.  You’re now a switch, either a Dominant or a Submissive at his choice.”

“Wait,” Ginger added, “since we’re talking about shit that needs to be changed, we’re not gonna wear your ridiculous maid trainer uniforms again either.  We were both almost raped today by your client and his wife.  So, fuck that shit!”


19.  Mistress Mary’s Downfall

Mistress Mary awoke confused, stiff, and exhausted.  It was still pitch dark under her sweltering hot leather slave hood but she could hear movement around her in her dungeon.  She tried to cry out for help but her voice was garbled gag-speak with the leather-wrapped ring gag jammed between her teeth.  Mary’s night had been mostly sleepless with only short bouts of restless sleep plagued by nightmares.  Her brain couldn’t stop the memory of her husband taking her ass and then whipping her with a cane from being replayed over and over in her mind.  Much of her sleepless night was spent in repeated curses and threats aimed at Amber and Ginger for their betrayal.

“When they unloaded the van, Ginger and Amber locked leather bag wrist cuffs on my hands and then dragged me to my own dungeon where I had envisioned great pleasure in processing and punishing slavegirls.  Those bitches left me helpless mounted on my own processing and rape stand with a ring gag in my mouth.  My protests were nothing but gag speak.  I was naked and still wearing that stupid blonde wig.” 

“I fought and screamed to no avail,” she remembered.  “It played out just like it had with Tyreece, my Black lover.  They told my husband, Daryl that I wanted to expand my sexual horizons.  That I collared myself so I could see how he would dominate me, … his slave.  They said I wanted a chance to act the helpless slave, … for him to dominate me, to take my ass, and treat me like a submissive instead of my normal bitchy dominate self.”  She shuddered at the memory.  “It was almost sweet how he so carefully pulled that butt plug out of my ass and then hesitantly began to slide his cock into my ass,” she remembered.  “Then, something changed and he began to really wildly, brutally fuck me.”  She winched at the painful memory.  “It was too much, first Tyreece Schaefer took my anal virginity with his huge 10” beast of a cock and then my husband fucked my poor asshole so hard.”  She wept.  “Now, both my poor ass cheeks are blistered and my asshole itches so bad!”

“He began cursing me while abusing my asshole,” she cried.  “His hips thumped into my ass over and over until he finally spurted inside me.  Then, ... he harshly caned me while calling me a whore, … a slut, … and more.”

“Afterward, someone put a leather slave hood over my head and shoved me into one of my punishment cages.  They are tiny, really just strong versions of a dog cage; only 3 feet wide, 4 feet deep, and 2-and-a-1/2-feet tall.  Now, I’m trapped in my own dungeon, brutally fucked, naked, collared, hands bagged, and a slave hood on my head.”  Mary, now a Green Collared bimbo cunt name Mare, wept.

**********

After throwing down the cane he’d used so abusively on his wife, Mary, Daryl glared down at the droplets of crusty white male jism that he’d seen on the base of her neck and the dried, matted blobs on the back of her blonde wig.  “Someone either dumped a huge condom load of cum on her or shot big wads of cum at her.  Her asshole was red and enflamed, … the cunt gave up her ass to someone else before me!” 

Daryl had stormed away from the dungeon’s slave processing and punishment rack, leaving Mary behind him still bound helpless on the frame.  He ignored her weeping, … to his mind she was no longer his wife.   As he stalked out, he glanced around the facility that his wife had talked him into building.  It wasn’t much; a small one-story block building with a main entry door and a garage which also had a doorway to the large entry area with wall lockers holding slave gear.  From the entry there was a door to Mistress Mary’s office, a door to the break room with a table and chairs, the dungeon with its bondage devices for slave processing and punishment, and a short hallway that led to the slave kennels at the rear of the building with six small narrow cells outfitted much like a smaller version of prison cells. 

“That cheating bitch talked me into building all this,” he railed angrily.  He sat down in his wife’s office and pulled a bottle of scotch out of a desk drawer and quickly poured himself a tumbler full of the amber liquid.  “She was bored with life here on our small ranch and wanted some kind of business of her own,” he remembered as he sipped the strong spirits.  “Her first idea was a legit cleaning service.  I knew she was using local women and dressed them as naughty maids to lure more male customers.  It was funny until I found out she was pimping out the girls; selling maid service and sex.”  He took another hefty sip.  “I stopped that right away and shut down her business until the Judicial Enslavement Act looked like it was going to be a reality. Her new idea was to take advantage of slave labor, … so she could legally sell cleaning services and sex while becoming a Mistress.”   Daryl sighed thinking that a relationship with nearby NLEC would work to their advantage.  He shook his head and logged into his wife’s computer, opening the security app.  “I should have known her fixation on sex would be her downfall,” he mused.

Inside the security app on Mary’s computer, Daryl watched with a stony expression as the garage door opened the evening before and the van backed in.  He saw the NLEC girls lead his cuffed wife out of the van.  “They all three look pretty fucked up,” he observed at their disheveled clothing, hair, and looks of exhaustion.  He continued watching as they disappeared inside.  Another camera feed showed the two NLEC women securing Mary to the frame in her dungeon.  After he watched the girls return to clean up and put away the other four very disheveled slaves, he turned away from the computer.  Daryl sat back and took a large gulp of the scotch.

He cursed softly, rose, and walked out of the office.  Daryl stuck his head into the break room where Amber and Ginger were trying to sort out the day’s events and decide which of the bunk bed’s mattresses they’d sleep on for the night.  They already had clients booked for the next day.  “Amber, Ginger, you two follow me!” he commanded angrily.  After a moments hesitation, Amber and Ginger shrugged and followed him to the office.

Daryl sat down again at Mary’s desk and Ginger and Amber stood facing him with looks of fear upon their faces.  Daryl leaned over to an umbrella rack in the corner and pulled out a cane similar to the one he used on Mary’s ass.  He slammed it down on the desk and glared at the two girls.  “The bitch cheated on me!” he declared angrily.  “Now, I want to know what your roles were in all this!  Did you help her?”

Ginger and Amber glanced at each other.  Each was afraid to review the day’s events.

“We got here and Mistress Mary was in a big hurry,” Amber started hesitantly.

Daryl held up a finger and hissed, “Until I know everything, … don’t use her name, … it’s Mare, … I saw the slave name tattooed on her pussy mound and the NLEC logo tattooed on her ass.”

“But, … we had no idea!” Ginger blurted out.  “Mare tricked us.  We were at the client’s house before she took off her raincoat and we saw that she was dressed as one of the maids.”

“Mare put on a Green Slave Collar and threatened us,” Amber added.

“She collared herself?” Daryl asked in a furious tone.

Both girls nodded.

“She had fake self-enslavement paperwork,” Ginger continued.  “But, she never paid any fee.”  Ginger pulled out the self-enslavement contract and set it down on the desk.  “She even had a friend put henna tattoos on her ass and pussy mound.”

“The NLEC logo is a henna dye but the slave name above her pussy is very real,” Daryl observed in an emotionless voice.

“Mare fucked up,” Amber added softly while ignoring for the moment her own role in placing the real tattoo on Mare’s pussy mound.  “She thought we were cowed, forced into helping her.  Her plan was to wear a blonde wig so the client’s wife wouldn’t know that he’d been fucking her on the side for the past few months.  Mare said the wife got suspicious and he had to stop meeting her.  She told us that she was desperate to get some of her Black lover’s cock.”  She looked at the husband and added softly, “Sorry.”

“The slut!” Daryl hissed.

The blonde took a deep breath and continued.  “The thing is that she was wearing a collar, … a Green Collar with a self-enslavement contract with no limitations.”  Amber paused and looked at Daryl’s stony face. “That’s where she fucked up.  You have to understand that she wanted sex but to us she wasn’t a free person any more, … just a horny bimbo slut of a slave.”  She looked at Daryl and added softly, “So, I gave the bimbo the sex she signed up for but added a bit of punishment because she put us and NLEC at risk.  As helpless Green Collar livestock, I tied Mare to a weight bench in the client’s gym, … greased ass upward.”

“Amber told him she wanted to give up her ass for her Black Master,” Ginger said, “and she deserved it.”

“Her Black Master?” Daryl repeated weakly.

Amber nodded and continued softly, “Yeah, the whole thing was a shit show.  Her lover and his wife are both very strong dominates.  We barely got out without being raped ourselves.  It was totally out of control.”

“You two stay right there,” Daryl commanded as he picked up the phone.  “Sergei,” he spoke into the handset, “you and I have a big problem.  My wife did a phony self-enslavement contract and collared herself; all a plan to end up in a sexual tryst with a paying customer.”

“Holy shit!” Ginger and Amber faintly heard Sergei’s angry curse even feet away from the handset in Daryl’s ear.  They stayed silent, knowing that Sergei’s anger was almost certainly faked.  In shock, Amber realized that Sergei probably figured something like this might happen.  “Did he plan this?” Ginger thought.   “Did he expect to profit from Mistress Mary’s braindead idea?”

Both girls stood nervously as Daryl continued to explain to Sergei what they had just told him.  He even told in detail about how he discovered Mare had already had sex and the dried cum he found on her.

“Here’s the deal, Sergei,” Daryl hissed after their long conversation, “you will buy Mare from me.  As I understand it, Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids is one of two off-site establishments that NLEC is authorized to operate.  I want you to buy out her business, leaving me with 10% ownership.  I’ll give you a great deal on leasing out the facilities.  Rotate in one of your 4H Senior Girls as temporary Mistress every couple of weeks just like you did to help my cunt of a wife.”  After a pause and a scowl, Daryl added, “Also, if you do this and operate Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids from this location, then I want free use of any one of the naughty slaves stationed here.  After all, your poorly trained bitches lost me a wife and access to some willing, pretty decent pussy.”  The conversation continued.

Amber and Ginger were confused with only hearing part of the conversation.  But, being called, “Poorly trained bitches,” they were worried about what Sergei might do.  Finally, Daryl hung up.

“Sergei is filing a notice with the Slave Commissioner with a recommendation that Mare’s slave status become more permanent,” he declared in a flat tone.  “He asserts that she illegally pretended to be a Green Collar Slave, illegally filled out and filed a false self-enslavement form without paying the mandatory handling and tax fee, illegally filed a slave movement form listing herself as Green Collar Slave name Mare, and entered into prostitution with a paid client.”  He paused to glare at the two 4H Senior girls.  “His recommendation is the maximum sentence of five years for prostitution plus seven years for all the enslavement form violations.   The Judicial Enslavement Act is on hold, but Sergei has the authority to hold her in a Red Collar Slave status pending ultimate judicial review and approval of her recommended sentence.”

Both Amber and Ginger exchanged looks and winched at the extreme nature of the penalty.  “This is pretty serious business,” Amber offered softly.

“Sergei wants one of you to take Mare back to NLEC tomorrow for formal processing, she is to never return here.”

“No problem,” Ginger answered softly for the two of them.

“Later, Sergei will debrief you more intensely,” Daryl asserted.  He picked up the cane on his desk.  “While he seems to think that treating Mare as a true self-enslaved bimbo with no contractual restrictions was proper decision miking on your part, he did agree that you ended up depriving me of a wife by not immediately returning here and reporting her illegal plan.” 

Amber and Ginger both swallowed nervously at the sight of the cane tapping the desk while Daryl spoke. 

Daryl smiled for the first time.  “He agreed that you are terminated from NLEC unless you are each willing to accept five cane slashes as appropriate punishment for taking my wife from me.  I want you both to go out, return dressed as Merry Maids, and bend down over this desk.”

“Nooo,” Amber moaned in despair.

“Shit!” Ginger gasped softly.

The two girls left slowly and reluctantly to get the ordered clothing from the lockers.  Amber stripped first and donned the filmy, transparent, half-cup black bra and the white, transparent g-string panties.  “We look like whores,” she moaned as she shrugged on the transparent, form-fitting white blouse.  “My girls are barely held inside the stupid bra,” she muttered.  Hissing with displeasure, she pulled on the too short black latex miniskirt.  Amber tugged hard to get it to cover the lower cheeks of her ass.  Finally, she slipped on the black 4-inch heels and a white maid’s cap to complete the outfit. 

Too soon, Amber found herself hesitantly reentering the office.  At Daryl’s stern look, she walked up and meekly leaned over the desk.  She was very surprised when Daryl took her wrists, wrapped a length of binding cord around them, and tugged her forward to trap her belly-down on the desk.

Ginger’s heels clicked loudly on the concrete floor as she entered just moments later.  She gasped and hesitated at the sight of her friend’s nearly bare ass.  As Amber had leaned forward, the latex of the too-short miniskirt had popped up leaving her friend’s ass fully exposed except for the tiny bit of white string hidden between her meaty ass globes and the tiny pouch of white see-through fabric covering her pussy mound.  Ginger sighed and leaned down next to her friend and lover.

“This sucks!” Amber hissed to her.

Daryl took her reluctantly offered wrists, bound them in bondage cord, and also yanked her toward the far side of the desk.  Ginger felt her own miniskirt pop up around her hips.  She moaned at knowing Daryl had them both virtually bottomless and lewdly exposed for a caning.

Daryl walked around behind them slowly waving his arm in warm-up slashing motions when he paused.  He was struck dumb at the sight of the two luscious rumps totally exposed to his view.  “Holy shit!” he exclaimed softly.  His cock lurched ion his pants as it rapidly engorged.  “Shit!” he hissed.

Blonde Amber’s perfect ass was to his left and redhead Ginger’s equally perfect, and even paler, rumps were to his right.  Daryl couldn’t help but run a very appreciative hand down and across each of the four perfect globes.  He paused at the junction of Ginger’s ass.  “You’re dry,” he offered with a grin.  “I heard my wife arguing with a couple of her bitch friends.  One of them had the theory that punishment automatically makes a twat lubricate as some sort of defense mechanism.”  He paused and smirked, “When I’m done, I’ll judge if that’s true and which one of your defense mechanisms wishes the most for breeding.”

Ginger gasped as his fingers grazed across her dry pussy lips.  “Eiiiii!” she howled as the first stroke of the cane replaced his softly exploring hand.  “Hurts!” she cried, “No more, please!”

Daryl ignored her cries and mercilessly swung a second harsh stroke across her butt.

“Noooo!” she shrieked at the top of her lungs.  “Owwww!”

Daryl felt like his dick was an iron bar trapped in his pants.  He grinned at the unexpected guilty pleasure he felt in punishing a young, innocent woman.   Reluctantly, he held back from stopping the punishment to mount the helpless woman.  “Remember,” he hissed, “you willingly agreed to this caning!”

Amber cried beside her friend as the third, fourth, and final fifth stroke whistled through the air to end abruptly in a meaty thump against Ginger’s welt-streaked ass.

“Not very wet,” Daryl observed as a fingertip ran along Ginger’s closed pussy lips.

“Humph!” Amber snorted, “You don’t know, but Ginger isn’t really into cock.  Well, at least male cocks.”

“Well, Amber,” Daryl spit back, “lets see how you react.  Are you into cock, … male cock?”

“Eiiii!” Amber howled as the first stroke expectantly whistled and smacked into her ass.  “Ohhhh!” she cried.  “That hurts, you motherfucker!”

Daryl adjusted his stiff cock and swung again at the mouthy blonde’s ass.

“Stop!  You fucker, … this isn’t necessary!” Amber screeched.  “Eiiii!” she screamed at the third impact.  Amber cried and protested with each of the two final strokes.

Cry and humiliated beyond belief, she felt Daryl’s unwanted hand caress her butt.

“Such a firm ass, but the skin is soft, oh, so very soft,” Daryl observed with admiration.  He delved down between Amber’s sweaty crack, past her asshole, and to her cunt.  “Much juicier, and so hot,” he teased.  Then, he was surprised when his exploring finger slipped effortlessly past a set of slightly wet pussy lips and into a hot, fully lubricated cunt.

“Hmmm!” Amber sighed automatically at the pleasant touch on her most sensitive nerve endings.  Then, she realized what just happened.  “No!” she screeched.  “It’s not right!  Stop!”

Daryl laughed at her discomfort.  “Two young bitches get the same cane punishment and one gets hotter and wetter than the other.   Amber does that mean you are perpetually hot to trot?”  Still laughing at the ending of his little science project that did nothing to prove or disprove the theory of Mary’s friend.  He was still grinning as he pulled Ginger’s arms behind her back and cuffed her wrists.  He brought out a pair of leather dog collars and leashes from Mary’s junk box.

“Hey, you can’t do this,” Ginger protested as he tugged on her leash, leading her out of the office.  “Wait,” she called to Daryl, “let me at least adjust my skirt and this stupid bra.  My ass is bare to the winds and my titties are hanging out.  Please!  It’s very uncomfortable.”

Daryl ignored the two girls and tugged again on their leashes.  “You two don’t get to spend a comfortable night in the bunks in the break room.   You each get a nice room in the kennels, … the slave kennels.”

“Bastard!” Amber yelled.  “This isn’t necessary!”

Protests over with, and no way to resist, Amber and Ginger ended up meekly following Daryl back toward the slave kennels.  He entered the narrow corridor leading to the kennels and then stopped at the first cell to smirk at the placard on the door.  It read, “Princess, Green Collar, 36, 4 weeks Maid Service.” He opened the sliding steel plate beside the placard and looked in to the cell.  He smirked at the raven haired beauty curled up and weeping on her narrow bed.  “A Princess,” he said aloud with a smirk, “how ironic.”

“I’m getting to like this Judicial Enslavement Act,” he muttered as he turned away from Princess’ cell.

He didn’t know it but the next cell held Princess’ daughter.  “Thumper,” he read aloud, “Black Collar, no vocal cords, 18 years old, temporary assignment Maid Service.”  He turned to red-faced Amber and Ginger.  “I’m going to come back later tonight and try out ‘Thumper’ to see if she’s as hot as her name,” he said with a smirk.  “Finally a cunt that can’t talk back to complain and nag me about her treatment.”

The next cell held Precious.  “Precious, Green Collar, 26 years old, one week Maid Service,” he read.  He whistled at the sight of the DD breasts on the tall woman reclining on the bed.  “Tomorrow night,” he vowed to Ginger and Amber, “I going to spend all night with this one.  Holy shit!  Big titties, a small waist, and a big cushiony ass.”

The fourth cell held Kitty.  He liked reading out loud the information about each of the naughty maids.  “Kitty, Black Collar, 36, temporary assignment Maid Service.”  He chuckled, “I like those big tits even if she’s a fake blonde.”

He paused at the fifth cell.  “This one’s for you tonight, Amber.  I’ll let you out early in the morning so you can start your chores.  You’ll be here until Sergei sends someone to take over as Mistress Mary.”

Amber wordlessly slipped into the cell.  “Can you undo my cuffs,” she asked bending over slightly to put her cuffed wrists toward him.  Daryl just laughed.  As he left, Amber resumed weeping softly from the pain and perceived unfairness of the five hard cane stripes that Daryl laid across her rumps.

“Last one is yours, Ginger,” he said in a cheerful tone. 

Daryl quickly turned back to Thumper’s cell. His balls were aching in a severe case of blue balls from punishing the 20 and 21 year olds.  He grimaced at the thought of all the pussy he’d missed out on while his wife made excuses after getting herself satisfied by her big Black lover’s cock.  He whistled happily as he thought of how much pussy he planned to enjoy from now on.

He opened Thumper’s cell and she stirred on her narrow bed.  She opened her mouth to ask what was going on, but no sound came out.  Daryl saw the single ankle cuff on Thumper’s leg and the long chain with the end welded to a plate on the bed frame.  “Enough chain to use the toilet or sink but not enough length to reach the door’s electronic keypad.”  He shut the cell door behind him and listened for the electronic lock to engage.  Then, he quickly took off his clothes.   Naked save for the slave collar controller locked on his left wrist, Daryl let his throbbing cock lead the way to Thumper.

Eighteen-year-old ex-terrorist Aviana Powers Riley, sighed in resignation and knelt down on her bed so she could put herself ass upward.  Even without speaking, the convicted terrorist knew what Mistress Mary’s husband wanted just by the look of lust on his face and the fully aroused dick leading him to her.

Daryl sighed as his cock seemed to be sucked into the slave’s hot pleasure cave.  “Eiii!” he whispered in happiness.  “Nice,” he added when Thumper flexed her Kegel muscles and her cock sleeve momentarily gripped him tightly.  “Holy shit!” he cursed when she began twerking her ass rapidly on his cock.  Too much on a hair trigger and nowhere mentally ready to cum, Daryl almost desperately focused on her right rump’s slave tattoo.  “NLEC slave,” he thought then he used his right fingertip to trace the Slave Registration Numbers on her ass.  “01-02-25-45703-LS,” he whispered in a shaky voice.

Then, feeling the too inevitable end to this round of sex, Daryl began to grunt and groan each time he pumped his hips forward into her clasping twat.  “Viagra,” he muttered, “I need a Viagra.”

“Ahhh!” he grunted as his cock began to spurt into her now spasming pussy.  He rolled off Thumper and pushed her to her side.  Contented, he pulled her toward him and kissed her.  “I hope you continue to prove an amazing fuck, girl,” he whispered.  “When you’re assigned here, … I own 10% of your body and soul and expect to get good use of it.”

Thumper silently sighed.  “At least the sex is alright,” she told herself.  “No more academics, … no more major decisions, … no more worries about how to strike back at the establishment, … no, … it could be worse, … much worse.”  Somewhat contented, she snuggled up to Mistress Mary’s husband and wondered what the next day would bring.


20.  Mother / Daughter Bimbos

Forty-two-year-old Emily Dickerson drove up her driveway, parked, and hurried into her house.  She grimaced at the mess that had been accumulating in the kitchen and living room over the last several days.  Emily pursed her lips and shrugged.  “At least my useless bastard of a husband is on the road for the next week or two.  So, … no hurry in cleaning things up,” she said as an excuse.  “Cyn, where are you?” she yelled from the living room.

“Em, I’m up here in my room,” Cynthia Dickerson yelled down to her mother from the second floor.  “Don’t forget I need you to drive me back to my dorm Sunday night.”  Mostly, she was worried her mom was going to nag her to clean up the messy house.  “I’ve been gone most of the semester,” she told herself crossly.  “Mom’s not only a slut, she’s a lousy housekeeper.  Dad and mom’s idea of parenting is doing their own thing and ignoring their kid.”

“Well, it’s Friday and I thought you agreed to do the dishes while I was out with my bridge club this afternoon.” She complained as her pudgy-bodied 20-year-old daughter came to the top of the stairs.

“You’ve been drinking, Em,” Cynthia said with a scowl.  “And most ah this mess is yours,” she pointed out.

“Whatever,” her mom declared disinterestedly.  “Cyn, get your ass ready.  You need to take a fast shower and come with me.  One of the girls at the bridge club was telling us about the most scandalous thing her friend did the other day.”  Emily was shedding clothes as she hurried to the ground-level master suite; it was as big a disaster as the rest of the downstairs.  “I’ve got an adventure planned and I need you to make sure it’s all above board.” Standing only in her panties and bra, the plump housewife yelled up the stairs.  “Gotta be sure there’s no scams, … you know, … be safe, … Cyn, you need to watch my back.  And, hurry up!”

“Eww, Mom,” the young woman yelled down with disgust.  “Is this another one of your weak ass cock hunts?” 

Despite her weak protest, Cynthia was mostly obedient to her mother and more than a little interested in what would happen on her mom’s hunt for sex.  So, she quickly hopped into the shower as directed.  In her room, the college junior discovered to her disgust that all her appropriate semi-dressy clothes were far away in her dorm room closet.  “Fuck” she cursed as she searched through her high school clothes.  She was now 20 pounds heavier after enjoying the freedom of college and high-calorie choices in food and drink; everything was more than a bit too tight.  Finally, she settled on matching panties and bra (also too tight), a too short, too tight skirt, and a dressy blouse (also too tight).  The rest of the clothes she brought home from school were filthy and strewn in a disorganized pile in the downstairs washroom.

Once in the car and pulling out of the garage, the bottle blonde mom explained what was going on to Cynthia.  “At the bridge club a woman at the next card table was talking about this place that gives a slutty henna ‘brand’ with a couple of choices for wording above it.  Her friend picked out ‘SLUT’ for herself.  Anyway, … it’s supposed to be kinda like some sort of dude ranch only for adults with lotsa sex.  It’s called the National Livestock Equestrian Center.  The woman’s friend was raving about it being the most exotic and intense sexual experience of her life.  The lady at the card table said the friend described a scary slave evaluation scenario and being bound and helpless when she got a faux henna dye tattoo with the word ‘SLUT’ curved above the logo of this National Equestrian Livestock Center; a prancing Ponygirl.  She got the happy ending and passed out credit coupons for big discounts and redemption credit if friends sign up.”

“Mom, I know lots of places to get quality henna tattoos,” Cynthia complained.  “And there are plenty of massage centers and sex shops.  This place sounds like a wanna be copy of Europe and Russia’s slave services centers.  I’ll be pissed if you’re bringing me on some sorta lame waste of time.”

“No!” Cynthia insisted with a quick look across the car to her daughter.  “The lady said something about checking the box for a ‘happy ending’ and described the best sex of her life.  The friend paid $600 for a special introductory offer with the tattoo to be renewed every two months for a full year along with a ‘happy ending’ each time. She handed out cards and her friend gets $100 credit for any of the center’s services if any of her friends buy one of the packages.”

“Umm, mom,” Cynthia hissed, “$600, that’s an f-load of money.  I may not know too much about you and dad, but I do know you guys have serious cash flow issues.”

“Well, I gotta try it,” Emily told her daughter harshly waving off the concern about finances.  “The woman’s coupon gives us a discount and I’ve got my credit card which can afford the $600 fee.  Plus, your dad hasn’t properly fucked me more than two or three times this last year.  He’s on the road all the time.  My pussy and I deserve a little happiness.”

“Mom,” Cynthia moaned, “waaay too much information.”  She rolled her eyes and then paused to give her mom a direct look of criticism.  “I know all about you flirting with guys at the bars with your friends at after work drinking sessions.  More than once when I came home unexpectedly from the college dorm, I’ve heard you moaning and screaming in drunken ecstasy.  Plus, I’ve seen your worn out lovers sneaking out of the house more than once.” She mock glared at her mom.  “Face it, … mom, you’re a round-heeled slut!”

“Hmmph!” Emily answered with her own eye roll.  “Well, we’re both adults, so I shouldn’t complain about your opinion,” she gripped.  “What do the directions on the back of the coupon say?”

“Mom, it says once we get to the turnoff to follow the signs through the property to the ‘Visitors’ Center’.”

“I see the main roadside sign ahead,” Emily told her daughter.  As she got closer to the large digital billboard sign for the National Livestock and Equestrian Center she saw that under the words ‘National Livestock and Equestrian Center’ was a large, colorful galloping Ponygirl in full harness and Ponygirl regalia.

“By all that’s holy,” Emily whispered in shock, “That girl’s got big bare bouncing titties and sweat flying everywhere!  The animation is cool, it shows her racing like the wind!” 

“Hmmph, Em,” Cynthia groused.  “For an avowed cock-hound, you don’t keep up much on current events.  I’ve read about what goes on in Russia and the European Union.  Once this new Judicial Enslavement Act goes into widespread use, women are going to have a real wakeup about slavery and the dangers of self-enslavement.”

“Cyn, I’m only interested in the sex,” her mom responded in a haughty tone.

“Whoa, Mom, look where you’re driving; it’s cool,” Cynthia interjected.  “See how the road weaves through the thick forest; its to preserve the old growth trees.  On the way here, I used my phone to look this place up on the internet.” Cynthia spoke with rising excitement.  “The NLEC is set on 1,000 acres of either old-growth forest or forest that hasn’t been cut in 200 years.  There’s chestnut oak, black oak, hickory, and black gum.  The old-growth forest trees are well over 330 years old.”

“Em!  Mom!  Stop gawking at the scenery, pay attention to the road, … up ahead is the Visitors Center sign that will direct us to the right.”

Once Emily got focused again on driving, Cynthia continued her description of the site.  “There are 26 miles of carriage and surrey trails winding through that 1,000 acres as well as parts of an adjacent 3,000 acre estate,” Cynthia added from the data displayed on her phone to continue describing the heavily forested site as she scanned the center’s website on her phone.

Her mom abruptly slowed the car to a crawl as the turn to the right almost immediately brought them driving downward to a tunnel entrance.  Uncertain about the way ahead, Emily remained at a slow speed and crept into the tunnel.  The roadway dropped down about 30 to 40 feet and overhead lights began to brighten after they went in about 100 feet.   Concrete arches were interlocked above the roadway and backfilled above with earth.  From the forest floor above them, there was no sign of a road other than some carefully cut trees through a narrow meandering clearing above the gently curving roadway.

“Mom!” Cynthia said with irritation in her rising excitement.  “Mom get going!  Speed up a bit!  The directions say that after we enter the tunnel to look out for an intersection where we go left to the Visitors Center.  Don’t keep going straight, that only leads to an Equestrian Center and the exit from this one-way road.  After we go left, it says to park in any open parking bay in the underground garage.”

True to the directions, the plump, 42-year-old housewife found a well-lit open parking bay and pulled in.  The regular person-sized doorway marked ‘EXIT’ was ahead of them.  It buzzed loudly and swung open.

“Mom,” Cynthia laughed, “they certainly seem to know that we are here.”  Cynthia was becoming increasingly excited at the novelty of the place.

Unnoticed behind them, the door that was marked ‘EXIT’ from the garage bay shut and clicked locked behind them as they entered the corridor beyond the door.  The parking bay’s outer garage door also slid silently down.

Upon exiting from the two-car garage through the doorway marked ‘EXIT’, Emily and Cynthia entered a long corridor with another door immediately in from of them boldly marked ‘MEMBERS ONLY’ with an electronic keypad beside it.  On the left of that door was a sign with an arrow to the left and ‘VISITORS’ painted boldly beside it.  The two women nodded at each other and obediently turned left into the corridor and proceeded down its length.  Since they entered the corridor from Garage Bay-3C they passed two more sets of doors before the corridor came to a dead end at a door marked ‘VISITORS - OFFICE ACCESS’.  The right-most of the two sets of doors they passed on the way down the long corridor were marked the same with ‘MEMBERS ONLY’ and the doors on the left counted down from Garage Bay-3B, and Garage Bay-3A. 

The two women entered the visitors office access door into a small vestibule with a door opposite marked ‘Garage Bay-4’ along with an elevator door to the right.  They entered into the open door of the waiting elevator.

“Yep, Mom,” Cynthia muttered in wonder, “they definitely know that we are here.”

Cynthia glanced at the elevator buttons inside and saw they were on the lowest garage level at Garage Bays-3 and -4.  The button indicated that Garage Bays-1 and -2 were above them.  The topmost of the three buttons simply said ‘OFFICE’.  Cynthia grinned and pushed the ‘OFFICE’ button.  “Mom, this place is freaking huge.  Kinky shit must be good business.”

“I fucking hope so,” her pudgy mom muttered.

Upstairs, 16-year-old 4H-Junior Girl Ann was closely monitoring their activities on her workstation at the Guest Services desk.  Her screen lit up when the Dickerson’s car entered the tunnel toward the Visitors Center.  She had keyed in a garage number for the door to open and after they parked and she confirmed it was only two women, she triggered the exit door from the garage to open so they could begin coming her way.  The garage door and the exit to the hallway automatically locked ten seconds after the two visitors entered the long corridor hallway.

“Aren’t you too young to be working at a licensed slaver facility?” college girl Cynthia interjected when she got off the elevator and saw the diminutive young teen sitting on the other side of a security screen.

Ann’s training prepared her for this exact same question and attitude.  “Ma’am, I’m 16 and what’s known as a 4H Junior Girl here at NLEC.   I’m already certified in Basic Slavegirl and Livestock Handling, have my certificate in Slavegirl Nutrition, and am working on my certificate in General Management of Licensed Slave Facilities.”  She smiled, “I think you will find I’m fully qualified to help you today.”  Left unstated was her training in understanding the great flexibility allowed under the law in coaxing unwary women into self-enslaving for the financial benefit of slavers.

Both overweight and unkempt looking fake blonde Dickerson women were speechless after the redhead finished speaking up so knowledgeably.

“Ummm,” Cynthia finally spoke up and handed over the coupon card.  “My mom got this card from a friend.”

“Ahh, yes,” Ann said with a smile.  “That coupon gives your mom free entry along with a guided tour.  A Guest Pass is normally $40 and that is refunded if a package is purchased.  The friend’s client number is written on the coupon and she will receive a $100 credit for any regular package you purchase today.”

Unusually shy, Emily let her daughter take the lead in speaking with Ann.

“The friend mentioned something about a slave experience and a faux tattoo.”

“Oh, yes!” Ann gushed.  She added in a whisper, “That set of packages is our most popular among new female guests.  We call it the Horny Housewife Packages and they begin with just what you mentioned.  For $200 you get a modified Slavegirl evaluation and enslavement experience with a henna tattoo.  The tattoos typically last for two full months.  For $400 you get six renewals of the tattoo, every two months for a year along with the same modified Slavegirl indoctrination experience each time.”

“The friend told mom about ‘the most exotic and intense sexual experience of her life’ as part of her package.”

Emily hissed in embarrassment at the blunt way her daughter explained the service she wanted to experience.

“Yes, yes!” Ann agreed with an even bigger smile.  “Personally, I think that’s the best value package we offer in the Horny Housewife Packages.  For $600 you get the full Slavegirl indoctrination experience and henna tattoos along with the full Horny Housewife Experience with guaranteed happy endings; all renewable every two months for a year.  The best part of this package is the fantastic sex you get after the slave indoctrination.  Orgasms are guaranteed.   I think we actually lose money on that package but its so popular.”  Ann smiled as she intentionally stretched the truth.  NLEC always more than covered their costs on any of the Horny Housewife Packages and truly made a huge return on the $600 plan.

“Now,” Ann added seriously, “if you look at the board to your left you will see there are many more services that are on offer.”

Emily glanced quickly at the board and her eyes focused randomly on a weeklong guaranteed weight loss program.  She blanched at the $1T cost and shook her head against the plan even though her daughter’s tight and unsightly clothing brought up the idea of both of them needed a weight loss regime to drop at least 25 lbs each.  The next item on the list detailed various Ponygirl packages.  “No,” she spoke up for the first time, “I want the full Horny Housewife package with the Slavegirl experience, the henna tattoo, and the guaranteed happy endings.”

“Certainly,” Ann said with her signature smile.  “I already took the liberty of calling for a guide for your tour; but, she is also perfect for getting you started on the package you’ve chosen.  Please review and sign these forms.”

Emily took the forms and quickly reviewed them.  “I see the $600 fee is reduced by $40 and that $100 of the package’s money will be credited to the coupon holder.  That’s pretty straightforward.”

“Yes,” Ann said, “we try to keep our contracts brief and understandable.  But, there is some boilerplate fine print below which you should also read or at least scan through.”

“Equestrian Services and Slavery Services are inherently dangerous activities, and the facility is held harmless for any accidents short of gross neglect,” Emily read the first paragraph of fine print with raised eyebrows.

“Yes, of course,” Ann answered.  “If a Ponygirl slips and wrenches her ankle, we provide local outpatient medical care or free delivery to a medical center but can’t be sued.  With a broken leg, for example, we provide transport to the nearest hospital and the client’s health insurance covers any costs.  We are held harmless.”

“Hmmph!” That seems overly protective on the part of NLEC,” Emily shot back.

Ann ignored the comment and continued, “On the counter is a copy of Protocols I and II to the Judicial Enslavement Act of 2025 which outline the rights and limitations of free persons that engage in self-enslavement livestock activities along with limitations to actions taken by enslaving agents or agencies.   The types of contract fine-print are very specifically addressed in the Protocols.  Please fell free to review that document before signing the contract.”

Emily grabbed a copy of the thick pamphlet and flipped through the document.   Her eyes crossed at the complicated language and the small font.  She looked up, “Cynthia take a look at this while I get ready to sign.  I can’t wait for you to see me getting the fucking of a lifetime.”  She couldn’t help but giggle at the thought of getting sexed like a bitch.  “Well, … Cyn did call me a whore,” she thought.

Ann frowned for a second and then smiled.  “Sorry, I thought your daughter was simply dropping you off.  If she wants to stay with you, then she will also have to sign in our Guest Book.  Since we’ve only recently opened, and your mom has picked a package, I can offer you a similar free Guest Pass and a $40 discount if you purchase a package today.  Of course, in the case of buying a second package, the coupon holder would receive a second $100 credit.”  Ann added with a shrug of her shoulders, “You see, normally sessions are private unless it is a group package.  But, because we are still new, I can allow your daughter to witness the entire session with your approval.”

Emily’s pussy was already loosening as blood flowed to her sex in response to her arousal.  She quickly nodded her head.  “Yes, … of course.  Just let’s get going, we can do the tour later.”

Precisely at that moment, the elevator opened and a young woman in black knee-high boots, a loose black miniskirt similar to what a cheerleader would wear, a black bustier with the bottom beginning 2” above the miniskirt waistband, exposing her taut teenage belly.  Her breasts were outthrust by the bustier, but fully covered.

“Ah,” Ann said excitedly, “this is Candy and unlike us 4H Junior Girls, she is fully certified in all aspects of Slavegirl and Ponygirl handling and training.  Emily, Candy is an ideal choice to guide you through the full Horny Housewife Experience.  Candy, they’ve both waived the tour for now and Emily is very eager to get started.”

Candy smiled and extended her hand.  “Excellent!  Welcome, and you’ve made a great choice.  We guarantee you will go home feeling the satisfaction of having had your brains fucked out.”

Cynthia laughed at her mother’s expression.  “Mom, face it,” she said, “everyone is going to know you’re a horny slut.”

“Oh, no!” Candy exclaimed.  “Your mother will select a mask from the display on the wall in the next room and nobody else here will know her identity.  I’ll explain that and more downstairs.  For now, lets get going.”

Ann quickly sent a message to Master Sergei that a Master or Mistress needed to go to Preparation Room Three to conduct a slave appraisal.  Out of curiosity, she followed the mother and daughter pair as Candy led the way. 

Cynthia wandered over to the ceiling to floor display case and saw about a 100 masks of all types.   She passed by a beautiful owl mask and picked up a red facial mask with colorful plumes of feathers to the sides and top.  She paused at a tray full of lens inserts for the eyepieces of the masks.  Grinning, she picked up a set from the box named ‘Cloudy Lens Inserts’ and placed them in the slots of the mask for the inserts.  She turned back and said, “Em, don’t worry, I’ve got a mask for you, its cute.”

Emily ignored her daughter and continued to dutifully follow Candy as she waved them toward a different elevator.

Ann walked after them and snagged another mask with colorful feathers fanning out from the eye holes.  She grinned and also picked up a pair of cloudy lens inserts.

In the elevator, Candy selected the button for ‘Preparation Level’ and the door silently slid closed.  She smiled as the four descended downward.  She was surprised to see Ann and gave her a curious look.

Ann just grinned and mouthed, “Just wanna watch.  This is fun.”

With a surreptitious movement while locking eyes with the younger girl, Candy picked up her black riding crop hanging from a hook on the side of the elevator.  She shook it slightly at Ann in a clear warning to behave and then slipped it through a hook on the side of her bustier.  “Don’t want to scare the stupid bitches too early,” she smirked to herself.

After they left the elevator, Candy waved the housewife and daughter through a doorway into a large room.  Neither woman paid attention to the ‘Prep Room 3’ placard by the door.  Once inside, Ann carefully ensured the electronic door lock latched shut behind them and she nodded to Candy.

Candy strode to the center of the room.  “Cynthia, sit in that chair over in the corner.” her voice shifted from quiet and respectful to commanding.  “Sit without speaking.  If you get up, I will assume you want to be punished the same as any disobedient Slavegirl.”

Cynthia looked across at Candy who she is sure is younger than her own 20 years.  She shrugged her shoulders and sat down.  “Not sure what that arrogant slip of a girl could do,” she told herself with a smirk.  “Go with the flow, girl,” she told herself, “Go with the flow.”  Once seated she had a good view of the room and grinned in expectation.

Ann stepped up behind Cynthia and remained silent.

“Now, slave, I like to have a bit of a ceremony to see how we proceed.” She pointed to a small wood table.  “This is the beginning of the Slavegirl Indoctrination Process.  There is a very real Green Slave Collar on that table along with wrist cuffs.  Kneel down on the pad beside the table, pick up the collar and lock it around your neck.  At the same time, I want you to say, ‘Mistress, with this act, a lowly cunt enslaves itself for the full experience of the Horny Housewife Package’ and then we’re on our way.

Grinning, Emily quickly knelt down on the pad and looked to the table that was about her shoulder height.   She paused a moment, momentarily flustered at the sight of a camera in plain sight at the far edge of the table.  It was directly focused on her face and a small flashing red light indicated it was active.  She looked to Candy and was disconcerted to see a frown on her face.

Candy reached to her side and smoothly pulled out her black riding crop and swished it through the air.  Still frowning, she hissed, “Technically, you became a Green Collar Slavegirl the moment you signed the contract upstairs.  This is just a test to see if you want to go the easy way with the Horny Housewife Package or the hard way.  Both are enjoyable for me.”  She slapped the folded leather popper against her left hand with a loud smack.  “Some cunts thrive on the hard way; others want to smoothly transition to Slavegirl and the appraisal process,” she said softly in an even tone.

Emily wasn’t entirely stupid.  The crop told her that pain was involved if she didn’t comply. “Nnno, Mistress.  This worthless slave wants it the easy way.”  She leaned forward to pick up the collar.  Hesitantly, she set it around her neck and pushed it closed.  She frowned when it didn’t click shut.

“Try again!” Candy commanded in a harsh tone.  “Push it together harder!”

Emily much more firmly pushed the two halves of the collar together.  The housewife grinned at the loud click of the lock engaging.

Cynthia sat astonished at how quickly Ann seemed to have cowed her mother.  “How could she so casually speak of herself as a slave? Has she always had submissive slave fantasies?” she wondered.  “Is this something she’s already done in her dreams?”

Candy quickly stepped forward and tugged strongly on the collar to be sure it securely locked.

Cynthia unconsciously whimpered as the trainer stepped away from her mother when Candy strongly swished the riding crop through the air, producing an ominous whistle.

“Strip,” Candy commanded.

Emily shuddered and with a last look at the camera, shyly raised her skirt and hooked her fingers in her panties.  Her sex spasmed in raising lust as she stepped out of her panties and then her skirt.

Cynthia smirked at seeing her mother bottomless.

Emily unbuttoned the ones on her shirt and popped open the center snap on her bra.  She shrugged both off and tossed them to the side to join her skirt and panties.  Still wearing heels, she tottered about for a moment, unsure of what happened next.  Her fat sagging breasts jiggled about as she moved unsteadily.

Cynthia grinned when Candy smoothly snapped a leash onto her mom’s Green Collar and effortlessly tugged strongly downward, pulling her mother’s body down toward the mat.  Candy knelt beside her head, grabbed a short nylon strap attached to a ‘D’ ring bolted to the floor and connected the free end to the collar.  “Holy shit!  She’s smooth!” Cynthia exclaimed at Candy’s skillful moves controlling her mother.

“We’re pretty experienced at handling newly collared cunt!” Ann hissed in her ear.

Cynthia looked back, surprised at her statement.

“What?  Don’t you understand, … a collar changes everything,” Ann added with a smirk.  “Believe me, it’s a life changing experience.  Your mom is so going to get fucked senseless.  After all, its in the contract.”

“That’s starting to sound pretty good,” Cynthia muttered as she turned back to watch Candy and her mom.  “College dating really sucks,” she added under her breath.

Cynthia’s sex began to throb and she realized that her pussy was pulsating at the ease with which young Candy controlled and manipulated her mother who was now trapped face downward with her chin unable to raise more than a couple inches from the floor mat.  Candy grabbed Emily’s wrists, tugged them behind her back, and expertly cuffed them with a set of shiny chromed handcuffs.

Unbidden, Cynthia’s hand drifted down to her crotch.  Since her mother was already naked and helpless on the mat, she didn’t hesitate to use one hand to raise her skirt up and pushed her other hand down to rub her aching pussy through her panties.  She whimpered at the sight of the riding crop Candy slipped off her waist and Cynthia’s other hand joined the first to jill herself furiously. 

Cynthia whimpered again in arousal at Candy’s easy domination of her mother.  Her arousal spiked upward at the casual way Candy laid a simple soft tap of the leather popper on her whoring mother’s ass and commanded, “Ass up!  Spread those knees, Slavegirl!”

Cynthia watched Emily immediately struggle to raise her ass and spread her knees.  The move was difficult with her hands cuffed behind her back and her chin strapped down to the mat. 

Candy skillfully slipped Velcro cuffs around Emily’s knees.  She snapped an adjustable nylon strap to a floor-mounted ‘D’ ring and the other end to a Velcro cuff on one knee.  With a strong tug, that knee of Emily slipped forward and outward.  A second strap pulled the other knee forward and out away from her body.

Emily grunted as her ass was forced upward by the tightening straps.  The straps also spread her legs apart, lewdly exposing her cunt directly at her daughter.  Cool air in the room tickled across her opening sex and her breasts, sweaty with fear, slithered across the vinyl of the mat.

Cynthia had a perfect view of the opening flower of her mother’s bald cunt.  She squinted and was certain her mother’s sex was lubricated from deep arousal.  “Mom,” she taunted, “your pussy is drooling.”

“Before I go any further in processing a Horny Housewife Slave Volunteer,” Candy asserted in a dominant voice while she glared over at Cynthia in response to her unwanted, “I have to call upon a Slave Master to conduct an appraisal of the newly enslaved cunt.”

At that moment, almost like magic, the magnetic lock on the look clicked loudly as it overrode the lock Ann had set on the door.

“Master Sergei Kozlov,” Candy announced in a breathless voice.  She knelt down theatrically as if in the presence of royalty.

Cynthia felt Ann push her forward off the chair and she awkwardly slipped do to her knees.  She felt Ann move to kneel beside her.

Emily glanced sideways and her heart stopped at the burly beauty of the man approaching her with a serious look on his face.  “He moves like a stalking cat,” she thought.  “A beautiful and dangerous cat,” she added as her heart began to race at the sight.

Sergei grunted in dismay at the tight of the naked pudgy housewife kneeling in her restraints.  “The only good thing is that her saggy breasts look better handing down vertically,” he observed in harsh criticism.  “How can we make money off this bitch?” he wondered inwardly.

“What do we have here?” he demanded in a harsh tone.

“Master Sergei,” Candy answered with respect, “we just fooled this lowly bitch into self-enslaving and we need her value assessed.”

Emily gasped at the thought of being fooled into true slavery.  “No,” she softly whimpered.

Sergei grinned for the first time.  “So, you are one of those foolish cunts that snapped a collar on your own worthless neck.  My job is to evaluate the quality of your flesh.  Usually, I get bitches like you hanging naked by their wrists from a viewing pole.  What’s going on Candy?”

“Master Sergei,” Candy stammered, “I thought it best to have the cunt ready for her introductory punishment since it seemed she was going to resist.”

“Resist?” Sergei repeated with a stern look at the housewife and then his eyes darted to the younger cunt that was clearly the daughter.  Both were pudgy with cheap fake blonde hair jobs.  He knelt down beside the trembling housewife.  He ran a hand down the smooth skin of her back.  “A few positive points in her favor,” he reminded himself.  “Candy,” he observed in a firm tone of voice, “at least your new acquisition has soft, blemish-free skin.”

“Yes, Master Sergei, … the better to mark up from the paddle, crop, or from tight rope bondage,” Candy responded.

Emily grunted as his hands reached under to strongly grasp what she thought of as her best assets, “My big fat bodacious boobs,” she thought.

Sergei grunted in uncertain observation.  “The bitch does have big meaty breasts.  Many of our clients like pale white skin and big funbags even if they aren’t as tight as they used to be.”

Emily was pleased by the comment and her pussy clenched at being man-handled by the finest example of manhood to ever see her naked, let alone lay hands on her flesh.

Sergei then ran both hands across her fleshy butt.  “Hmmm,” he observed in a displeased tone.  “She’s got a big ass and admittedly, some of our members like to see asses jiggle, but it could be toned up with a bit of structured exercise.  The same with the saggy belly.”

The housewife flushed in humiliation at his crude but accurate observation of her fleshy, out-of-condition body.  “Master, I’d consider a weight loss regime,” she whispered shyly and added, “if you would supervise the program of course.”

“Alright, I just put her down as a possible candidate for the 1-week tone up and weight loss program at $1T a week,” Candy stated in an appreciative tone.  “If the slutty housewife agrees, we guarantee daily reward sessions with a subject’s choice of sex.”

Sergei ran his fingers again through the housewives gushing sex.  He smiled when she clearly shivered in a mini-orgasm when he lightly pinched her clit.  “Does our newest slave agree to the one-week physical fitness package?”

Emily tried to wriggle her ass to continue the pleasurable sensations from the handsome slaver. “Huh?” she asked bemused.  “Ohhh, … of course.  If you agree to be my personal trainer, Master.”

Sergei let his fingers diddle the entrance to the sexually starved wench’s pleasure hole.  “I’ll be your lead trainer and have my best girls fit in when I’m not available.”

Emily’s traitorous pussy clenched again and she began to smell her own secretions as they dripped down her thighs.  Her inner warning went off as she considered that her credit card didn’t have enough room for both a $600 and $1T experience.  “No, I have to wait till after my husband’s payday, Master,” she admitted in shame.

“You’re a cheating slut of a housewife?” he responded sternly.

Emily didn’t answer and her daughter offered, “She is indeed a slut, Master Sergei; often going out hunting in seedy bars with her girlfriends searching for someone to fuck her senseless.”

Sergei gave Cynthia a piercing glare.  “Candy, please gag that bitch in that chair.  I don’t want to hear her voice.”

Emily barely held back her laughter at her daughter’s admonishment.  She again almost burst into chuckles at Cynthia’s gasp of indignation.  Emily looked back to see young Ann yanking back on Cynthia’s long fake blonde hair while she easily jammed a bright red ball into her wide-open mouth, perfectly timed to block her indignant response.  Ann then grabbed Cynthia’s arms and yanked them behind her back.  It looked as if she rapidly wound some kind of cord around the wrists.  Emily smiled and nodded her head.  Wisely, she kept her thoughts of approval to herself.

“Then,” Sergei continued, “Ann, sign the cheating slut up for the package with my 50% offer.”

After that announcement, Emily gasped and threw her head back as Sergei sunk three fingers into her gushing cunt and a fat thumb squirmed its way into her virgin ass.  “Unnngh!” she grunted.

“Cheating whore or not, … this bitch has a relatively tight cunt that is already virtually pumping out lube for her fucking of a lifetime,” Sergei observed with fake approval in his voice.  “And, despite her looks, her holes feel virgin.  That’ll bring her quality up in a nice bidding session.”

“Bidding session,” Emily wondered, “am I to get gang-banged?”  Somehow, the thought didn’t completely repel the cheating wife. 

Sergei felt the 42-year-old bitch’s cunt spasm.  He kept his thumb in place and slipped his middle finger out of her twat.  Then he stuck the remaining 3 fingers back into the needy pussy and his middle finger expertly began to diddle her slippery clit.

“Ahhh!” Emily moaned in approval.  “Yesss, Master,” she whimpered.  “Please, … oh, please.”

The Russian slave master set his left hand under her torso and began to roughly manipulate her meaty breasts and molest her nipples.

“Eiiii!” Emily grunted in a quick orgasm that somehow continued on for long seconds.  Emily always came with her conquests, but never in such a shattering, fulfilling manner.  “Yessss!” she moaned.

Sergei pulled his hands off the aroused woman who slumped down limply.  “Alright, Candy.  Overall, I’d set her value at a solid 6 on a 10-point scale,” he offered in fake generosity.  “After you finish her processing, bring in one of our Member studs or Slave Tiger to give her a proper fucking.  He can give us a better evaluation and it will satisfy our guaranteed ‘Happy Endings’ that’s offered in our full Horny Housewife Package.”

“Holy fuck,” Cynthia observed silently, “that was an amazing orgasm and she gets even more?”

“Ann, I didn’t see anything in the digital paperwork that showed this cunt paid for the original package.  You need to add in the second package as well.  Can you take care of that?  Maybe have the daughter get the mother’s credit card.  I don’t see a purse anywhere here,” Sergei pointed out.

Ann quickly grabbed Cynthia by her bound wrists and hauled her out of the room.  She moved quickly to quell any potential complaints by the NLEC Slave Master she practically worshipped.

Candy waited until Master Sergei, Ann, and the daughter left the room.  “Now my helpless pretty,” she whispered to Emily who was just now restoring her reason after the orgasm Sergei so easily drew out of the older woman.

She reached down to grasp Emily’s hair and yanked her head back to lock eyes with the newly collared slave.  “I’ll start with 5 really hard strokes of the riding crop on your left rump.  Emily, pay attention, new Slavegirls and new Ponygirls need to count the strokes and then acknowledge their submission to their Mistresses and Masters with a new understanding of their status.”

Emily shrieked as the first blow smacked loudly against her rear.  “Eiiiii!” she screamed.  “Fuck me,” she whimpered to herself.  Then aloud, she added, “Four more to go.  And, what was that about Ponygirls?” 

Candy grinned as the new slave misunderstood her commands but at least called out a number of strokes remaining.  She slung an equally hard slash of the crop almost touching the red welt already rising on the pale flesh.

In the hallway, Cynthia didn’t hear her mother’s scream of pain as the first two strokes of the crop slashed across her virgin, never punished ass.  She felt a tap on her shoulder.

“Look you horny bitch,” Ann hissed in an excited voice, “you have to hurry back with your mom’s credit card.  When you get back, I’ll show you the wall-to-wall display setup in our viewing room and I can show you some quality edited samples of what your mom is going to experience.  Want to see?”

“But, I don’t want to miss any of this,” Cynthia complained as she worked to loosen her jaw after her gag was removed.  “My mom is the stupid slut that forgot her purse.”

“Everything that happens with your mom is being recorded by five cameras for an exclusive use DVD for you and your mom.  So, come on,” Ann ordered.  “Lets go get it.”

While her daughter left with Ann to get the purse and credit card, Emily’s brain had shut down from the first two punishing strokes and waited in fear and confusion for the next stroke.  After what seemed an endless wait of anticipation, the third, fourth, and fifth strikes impacted her ass.   “Eiiiii!” Emily screamed again and again with each blow.  Whimpering, and mentally confused by the pain, she remained otherwise silent.

“Alright, you stupid cunt, this round of strokes doesn’t count because you didn’t respond with your verbal acceptance of slavery at my hand.  So, five more,” Candy asserted with a grin belying her harsh tone.

Emily finally realized what she failed to do.  Crying at the end of the last round of five strokes, she cried out in a loud, pain-stricken voice, “This worthless and lowly slave acknowledges Mistress Candy as its owner!”  She sagged down and told herself, “Holy fuck!  This is no game.” She looked down to the floor and yelled out, “This useless bitch is a collared slave!”

“Five penalty strokes!” Candy announced in a merciless voice.  “Count them properly and re-acknowledge your status as a lowly slave.”

Meanwhile, Ann brought Cynthia back into the complex and sat her down in the viewing room next to Emily’s preparation room.  The daughter watched in disbelief as carefully edited views of multiple naked masked women hoarsely shrieked out orgasms.  The images appeared in high definition video and perfect audio on the wall-sized monitor. 

With Cynthia sitting enthralled by the high definition views of women getting what looked to be huge cocks drilled in pussies, throats, and asses of fully cooperating women, 4H Junior Girl Ann logged into a workstation and quickly typed the mother’s information into the computer and linked it to the digital version of her contract and the ongoing video file of her conversion to Green Collar Slave status.  Simultaneously, the system formatted a full set of tattoo templates which Ann sent to a printer in the processing room.  While those sticky templates were printing, Ann had the NLEC computer encrypt a file with the anonymous information on a Horny Housewife Enslavement Application and the Green Collar Slave Registration Number for the state and federal databases.  The file didn’t contain a real name but nonetheless activated a real, Green Collar Slave Registration Number.  Later, Ann would link high quality digital images of the masked Green Collar Slave to the NLEC databases so that Members and onsite Clients could review the videos of Masked Ann’s experiences.  Those reviewing Members and Clients could bid on Cynthia’s future services to encourage the bimbo bitch to re-enslave herself.

Ann looked up from her computer to smirk at the daughter.  “As you can see from those videos, all our bimbo housewives end up fully endorsing their lowly status as obedient cunts.  I’ll bet you that your mom will prove to be a hot slut and re-enslave herself in the future for more endless orgasms.”

Cynthia grunted as the woman currently shrieking out orgasms was getting brutally fucked by a huge beast of a man drilling into her pussy while holding her upright against a wall.  The man easily drove the woman up and down his fat cock.  Cynthia muttered in irritation at the lost chance to jill off during these videos.  Ann was just too close to risk diddling her clit.

“Hey,” Ann interrupted her musing.  “Next for your mom is the henna tattoo process and it’s kinda boring.  Want to see some more clips of what our Black, Red, and Green Collared cunts get to experience?”

Ann didn’t wait for Cynthia’s answer, she started another advertising trailer.

Sexy music popped up in the room’s speakers and the banner depicting ‘Horny Housewife Happy Endings’ disappeared to show a banner of ‘The Indoor Petting Zoo’ and then the screen transitioned into a shot of a very busty blonde screaming in orgasm as she energetically bounced up and down cowgirl style on a reclining male.  Cynthia gasped at the size of the monster cock that the naked woman was riding and at the crowd of masked men and women observing the woman violently fucking herself atop the fat fuckstick.  The blonde wore only a Green Collar and an elaborate mask.  Her tits twirled about wildly.  “Eiiiii!  You fucking bastard!  Fuck meee!  Yesss!”

“Both are very happy customers,” Ann observed dryly.  “The blonde is a repeat customer for the Horny Housewife Experience.”

Too quickly, the scene shifted to an older brunette woman build like her mother with big droopy tits.  A very muscular Black man standing upright was thrusting the woman’s body up and down on his huge dong.  Cynthia gasped at the strength shown as the Black cock hammered into the brunette’s cunt.  He held her upright with his arms behind her knees which opened her legs widely.  Like the blonde, the brunette was screaming.  However, in her unthinking mind, her orgasms morphed her shouted words into incomprehensible gibberish.

“Holy shit!” Cynthia gasped at the brutal sex and the woman’s animalistic response.

The next scene showed another woman howling in orgasm as a different man pistoned his cock into her cunt while she was draped over a leather couch.  The camera expertly showed his bloated balls swinging forward and back as he jackhammered into her red and inflamed sex.  Like the other two women, this bitch wore a Green Collar and was shrieking mindlessly as he mercilessly fucked her.

“I can’t believe it!” Cynthia muttered at the wild sex.

In the other room, Candy forced a big red ball gag into the limp mother’s mouth and clipped a short chain between her ankle cuffs before freeing the woman from her floor position.  Then, Candy easily dragged the limp and weeping woman over to a down-hanging chain.  The crank wound the chain upward forcing Emily to an upright position with her hands held over her head.

Candy misted water from a bottle across the woman’s face.  “Wakey, wakey,” she muttered crossly.    “The dyed brand you will get is the mark of an acknowledged slut so of course you get ‘Slut’ added above the standard ‘NLEC Slavegirl’ logo.”  The icy cold of a cloth dripping with alcohol rubbed across her right rump woke her up the rest of the way.

In the viewing and control room, Ann’s voice shouted over the howls of orgasm from the room’s speakers, “Are you up to the same ‘Horny Housewife Program’ as your mom?”

Cynthia shivered as the screen abruptly switched to a wall-to-wall view of her mom hanging by her wrists while Candy painted black henna dye over a flexible plastic template stuck to her mom’s lush right ass cheek.  Then, Cynthia again wished she was still in the other room with her hands rubbing herself when Candy pulled off the stencil to show the NLEC Prancing Pony logo with the words ‘SLUT’ and ‘SLAVEGIRL’ above the logo.

“These are real Slavegirl Registration Numbers underneath the NLEC logo,” Candy told her mom in the other room with a big grin.  As she heard that comment over the small room’s speakers, Cynthia orgasmed on the spot without diddling herself.  The announcement of real slave numbers on her mom’s cheating ass, the sight of the red ball gag reducing her mother’s look to a sexually satisfied bimbo, the shiny streaks of girl cum down her mom’s inner thighs, and the blotchy red weals adorning her mom’s left ass were simply too much.  Cynthia’s orgasm exploded intensely through the nerves in her belly, her breasts, and her brain.  Cynthia woke moments latter to see Ann photographing her face with drool hanging from her lips.

Carefully hiding the move from the cameras and the daughter in the viewing room, Candy dredged her right hand’s fingertips through the jar of itching ‘Domination Agent’ and throughly covered Emily’s sopping pussy lips.  After getting more of the cream on her fingers, she pushed the thick cream deep into the housewife’s ass and within the walls of her cunt itself. 

Cynthia, intently watching the wall-to-wall video feeds didn’t see the moves and her mom is both clueless and helpless to complain.   Emily would remain hanging from her wrists while the henna dye dried and the horrid cream began to take effect.

In the next room, Candy clipped the mask Cynthia chose for her mom onto Emily’s face.  A hidden set of nostril hooks held the lower front of the mask onto her face and a tight elastic band secured the rest of it very firmly into place.  From the zoomed in close-up that Ann displayed on the wall monitor, Cynthia quickly realized that the well-secured mask probably wasn’t too comfortable. 

“Don’t worry,” Candy explained, “this mask might not feel good on your face but it will absolutely protect your identity when we go out into the public spaces and you get a proper sexing.”

Emily whimpered at the thought of being publicly sexed.  Candy grinned at the chagrined housewife and she yanked out the ball gag.  Before Emily could adjust her strained jaw muscles, Candy jammed a leather wrapped ring gag into her wide-open mouth.  Rubber blocks behind the ring gag were jammed back against the teeth at the back of her mouth, forcing her teeth and jaw into a wide-open maw.

Still whimpering from the many strokes of the crop, Emily realized she can now barely see through the cloudy eye inserts and the ring gag is forcing her mouth into a wider posture than from the ball gag.  Everything is cloudy, unfocused, and her jaw ached.

“Hmmph?” the collared housewife asked.

Candy ignored the naked bitch’s complaints and stepped away.  Her earpiece has just alerted her that a stud had been selected for the Horny Housewife and was waiting for her in the Members Showroom, also known as the Indoor Petting Zoo.

Candy leaned over to Emily and whispered in her ear, “If you could see your slave name henna dyed above your now mostly hairless cunt, I believe you would approve.  Based solely on you being the first mother / daughter team to come to NLEC together, the computer assigned you the slave name of Bimbo and it’s dyed in bold capital letters on your mons.  Pretty suitable, isn’t it?”

Emily moaned her disapproval and felt the weird, and not pleasant ache that had emerged between her legs.  She tried to rub her thighs to quell the ache that was quickly becoming an overpowering itch.

Candy, patted her cheek and whispered, “All is well, Bimbo.  Soon you’ll feel overpowering, earth-shattering orgasms like you never imaged.  Our NLEC Stud, Tiger is an incomparable fucking machine.  Later on, only if you decide to continue with your Horny Housewife experience with guaranteed orgasms, then more members will arrive to give you many more cocks to compare to Tiger’s cunt wrecking weapon.”

Emily tottered after young Candy as she was led from the room.  In a daze, the only thing Emily remembered from the long walk was the noise in the room she was finally led into.  She could only whimper in dismay at the crowd of masked men and women in the room and the notable lack of proper clothing anywhere.  Tits, asses, cunts, and cocks were exposed everywhere. 

Black Collar Slave, 29-year-old Georgi Shishkin had already arrived and he was surrounded by Mistresses drooling over his muscles and jealously imagining using his monster cock put to their own use.  Despite their own privately held need, they universally sneered at the weak, horny sluts so openly eager for his cock.

Georgi, NLEC’s Stud, Tiger, had grown to eagerly look forward to forcing happy endings on the clueless bimbos who self-enslaved.  His analytical autistic brain fully remembered each detail of the women he casually and brutally raped.  He was especially thrilled each time he recognized a bimbo who came back eager for more of the same treatment.  At 6’4” his fully naked muscular body is impressively packed with muscles and most of the women Members or slaves lusted after his body and immense cock.  The male members in the room imagined themselves as wielding the overly endowed cock at it remorselessly plowed into the pleasure holes of the collared sluts.

Candy quickly stepped back to let Tiger take charge of the newest slut.  She knew better than to get between him and a cunt he was so eager to sexually dominate.

Emily felt a large male hand touch her upthrust rump while he fumbled about unsnapping the leash on her collar.  He left her wrists clipped together behind her back.  She shivered at the cloudy view of a very large, powerful man who was easily manhandling her not-so-light frame.  She gasped as she was pulled up into the air, carried across the room, and thumped down on cold leather.

What Emily couldn’t see was that Tiger, Georgi’s slave name, had effortlessly manhandled her and set her belly down atop the end of what looked like a narrow, leather-covered vaulting horse. 

Efficient and skilled at all aspects of controlling female stock, Tiger easily controlled her body by pushing down on the small of her back while he leaned down to deftly secure her ankles to the sides of the horse.  Then, he ran a strap across her lower back under her cuffed hands.  He stepped back to admire his work.  The bitch’s ass hung off the end, both lower holes fully exposed and available for use.  Her breasts hung down on each side of the leather-wrapped horse.  Her ring-gagged mouth was available at the end opposite her plump ass.

While 42-year-old Emily Dickerson was certainly no trophy wife, she had the asset Georgi most admired, a juicy pussy with plump, blood engorged lips and the bruises and welts on the ass of a freshly indoctrinated slave.  He didn’t care that she was a fake blonde, that she was easily 30 lbs overweight, that her stomach pouched out, or that she had love handles.  No, Georgi, Tiger the Black Collar Slave Stud, only cared about the wet, tight, hot hole he was most interested in sticking his dick into and pasting her insides with his baby-making batter.

Nonetheless, under other circumstances such as a dimly lit hotel bar, with a bit of makeup and a sexy little black dress to hide her deficiencies, Emily was desirable enough and skilled enough to capture a sex-hungry man’s attention.  Her breasts never shrunk after feeding Cynthia and she considered them her best feature even if they weren’t nearly as firm as during her youth.  Not many men with a drink or three in their bellies would pass up bedding her in a handy hotel room if she aggressively pursued them.

When Ann and Cynthia caught up with Bimbo, 21-year-old Cynthia saw a huge naked man with oiled muscles standing behind the bent over form of her mom openly fondling her breasts.  She gasped at the sight of her mom masked with a ring gag holding her mouth obscenely open.  “That’s so fucking hot!” she told herself.

Tiger turned as his big hands explored the white bitch’s body and Cynthia nearly fainted at the size of his erect cock.

“That’s 10 inches of pure cunt dominating muscle,” Ann whispered in her ear.  “That’s Tiger, our Black Collar NLEC Stud.  He’s 6’4” and 240 lbs of masculine, cunt destroying, manhood.”

“Holy fuck!  What a cock!” Cynthia blurted.  She started to touch her uncomfortable mask and Ann slapped her hand away. 

“Leave it stupid!  That’s all that protects your identity,” Ann spoke harshly.  “Everything in this room is captured on video and available for editing for promotional videos like you saw, advertisements on our homepage, and for personal consumption by Members.  Of course, everything is carefully edited to only show the faces of the Master or Mistress wanting the video and the slave or slaves involved.  Faces of free women like yourself aren’t included in the final video products.”  Ann paused and added, “You are lucky to be able to see this closeup, this room isn’t normally part of the tour.”  To herself, she muttered, “Your mom will get fucked and experience mind-blowing orgasms whether she wants to or not.”

After a few moments, Ann added in admiration, “Tiger has never failed to fuck mindless any slave he’s given.  He will literally fuck your mom’s brains out.  She will be an incoherent, blubbering puddle of sexually satisfied womanhood.  Guaranteed!”

“Holy fuck!” Cynthia repeated.  Just the sight of Tiger turned the college girl into a mindless mass of hormones needing a breeding.  She could feel her pussy drooling lubricant down her legs.

Tiger dredged his fingers through Emily’s sex and held his hand up for everyone to see his sopping wet fingers.  Emily grunted in arousal as the big fingers slipped across the entry to her needy, sloppy wet fuck hole.  The touch instantly, and very temporarily stopped the awful itching and replaced it with intense pleasure.  She whimpered when the ache and itching quickly returned.

To Cynthia, it is clear her mother was in full breeding heat, writhing in need, and moaning into her gag for more stimulation.

Cynthia is the only one in the room that didn’t know that the itching cream, the Domination Agent, had fully irritated her mom’s two lower fuck holes.  The insidious itching was unbearable unless the membranes were stimulated and that would only bring temporary relief.

Without ceremony, Georgi, gorgeous in body, possessing a beautiful and huge cock, and possessing the skill to expertly wield his 10-inch bludgeon to ensure happy endings for sluts, stroked his dick to full hardness, and slid on a magnum-sized condom.

More than one woman and a couple of the bi-sexual men moaned at the sight.

“This helplessness brings out the slut in every woman; it never fails,” Candy proclaimed in a loud voice.

Tiger looked askance at the interruption and shook his head in irritation.

Candy quickly scampered back a few feet to ensure her safety.  Tiger had previously grabbed more than one Mistress followed by her violent subjugation as part of the floor show.  Each member was clearly warned about the danger of Tiger in full beast mode; and, no member would interfere regardless of whether it was a man or a woman that Tiger focused his lust upon.

Unaware of the fear he instilled in slaves, Masters, and Mistresses alike, he set the huge bulb of his cockhead between Bimbo’s lower lips, and bottomed out in the sloppy cunt in one long, hard thrust.

Even with the ring gag, Emily’s howl of satisfaction and enjoyment was obvious to everyone.  Multiple wall and ceiling mounted cameras captured the moment in high-definition video and audio.

“No free, unbound woman can ever attain orgasms like this!” Ann claimed in Cynthia’s ear as Tiger’s hips thrust hard into the mother’s willing pussy.  “As part of the henna tattoo happy ending service, Tiger, a qualified male client, a Mistress, or even a 4H Senior Girl trainer can fuck the shit out of the self-enslaved housewife’s pussy.  So, the question is, ... do you want your mom to get all the cock and orgasms?  To send you home with a neglected pussy?”

Cynthia watched her mother in the throes of near continuous orgasms, not realizing that the stimulation of the massive fuckstick also temporarily relieved the continuous, horrible itch in her needy cunt.  The wondrous sensations of her sex being manipulated, on top of the relief from the itching, acted to drastically multiply the enjoyment of being fucked.  Any previous gagged complaints were ignored.  Everyone present recognized the obvious signs of a woman in the throes of ecstacy.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Cynthia whimpered.  Beside her mom she saw an empty ‘X’ frame with what looked to be self-locking cuffs.  Impulsively, she changed her mind about signing up for the package and jumped away from Ann and onto the frame.  Cynthia set her wrists into the recesses and squeezed a set of handles above them.  The magnetic wrist latches clicked locked.  “I’m committed!  Give me mom’s same package!” She demanded to the room.

While Tiger and Bimbo were unaware of the unusual event, the rest of the room quieted in amazement to see a free, fully clothed woman self-enslave in public.  It was a noteworthy, first-time event.

Ann nodded to Candy.  “It’s recorded,” she declared loudly.  “And, … another bimbo bites the dust.”

The room erupted in hissed comments and applause.

Candy quickly scurried over to the ‘X’ frame, leaned down, and pushed Cynthia’s ankles into the appropriate ankle recess.  “No backing out now, young slave,” she observed with satisfaction once the ankles were locked in place.

Ann hurried over to drag additional camera stands to focus on Cynthia’s much more abrupt than normal conversion to slave.  Then, she scurried to the Petting Zoo’s viewing room to remotely activate, aim, and focus those cameras.  She quickly entered Cynthia’s personal information and her mom’s credit card data into the system.

Tiger ignored that new activity around him and continued to fuck into his writhing plaything’s rippling cunt until she finally went limp from the stress of all the orgasms.  “Bimbo all fucked out for now,” he grinned at the audience.

Unlike her mother’s more leisurely processing, Cynthia is immediately gagged.  Then, laughing at the younger of the mother-daughter pair of stupid, cock-hungry sluts, Candy took a pair of battery operated shears, shook them in front of Cynthia’s face, and effortlessly cut off her clothing while she wriggled about on the frame.  As soon as her cunt was exposed, Candy grabbed a healthy blob of the cream, slithered it on Cynthia’s lower sex holes and she sat back waiting with a wide grin for the cream’s evil results to set in.

As soon as Candy saw a look of consternation in her subject’s eyes from the beginnings of the impact of the Domination Agent, Candy took a Green Slave Collar from Ann and unceremoniously locked it around Cynthia’s neck.

With the mom senseless and now a dead fuck, Tiger shifted his attention to the very vulnerable daughter. 

“She’s all yours,” Candy declared as she scampered back to safety.  All the while, her fingers hovered over the emergency shock button on her wrist controller.  The girls were warned to stay vigilant around the horny stud and shocking him was their only possible defense from the massive male.

Cynthia, by now understanding the immense look of relief on her mother’s face when the huge cock punched its way to her womb, began begging for help with her own desperately needy fuck hole.

“Unnghhh!” Cynthia screamed into her ring gag as Tiger jammed 10” of rigid fuckstick all the way up her slimy, copiously self-lubricated cunt.

“Candy,” Ann whispered with real concern, “The credit card is denied.  The original charge was $1,020 (600-40 + 600-40 = $1,020) and it was rejected; I tried to run it three times.  There is no way the additional $500 each for the weight loss special will be accepted.”

“Oh, they’re really in trouble,” Candy gasped.  “I believe that this is our first default on payment for services.  Better call the front office and let them know.”

She turned to look at the two Dickerson women.  Forty-two-year-old Emily was still limply moaning gibberish after getting the fucking of her life and her 21-year-old daughter’s tits and ass were bouncing about with the violence of Tiger’s thrusts up into her belly as she was sexed in the upright rape frame.  “I’ll tell the front office when Tiger finishes and goes to his next client,” she told herself.

Thirty minutes later, Tiger turned to the room, grinned, and shouted, “Success!” Finished, he simply walked away and waited for his earpiece to tell him when NLEC next needed his cock.  He left two limp, exhausted, and very satisfied customers along with a room full of Mistresses, Masters, and slaves wondering if they could safely get access to the Stud’s services.

Candy handed Ann a douche kit.  “You get the Domination Agent neutralized in the younger bimbo and I’ll do the mother.  They won’t be able to have a coherent conversation about their future with that evil shit still active.  I can’t wait to see how they react to becoming regular unwilling slaves since they lose the gentler experience of a Horny Housewife package to much rougher sexual use for defaulting on their payment.”

Emily and Cynthia had their gags removed and were left to regain full awareness.

Ann decided it was best to leave.  Because of her age, she’s not sure what Master Sergei would say about her staying to witness the earlier processing of the bimbo mother and the sexual domination of the pair in the public Members Area.  Plus, she couldn’t remember if she was allowed to assist in giving a client an enema.

Candy unlatched the strap holding Emily’s waist down on the horse.  Then, she yanked Emily up into a vertical position.  Emily was still wobbly with her legs still secured widely apart to the base of the horse.  Candy moved her cuffed wrists from her back to her front.  Once she was sure Emily wasn’t going to fall, she stepped over to the wall and grabbed a down-hanging chain.  With a tug on the chain, she dragged the overhead trolley on its rails toward the horse.

Candy snapped the chain to the clipped together wrist cuffs and walked over to the wall where she activated the chain hoist.

With a grunt of disapproval, Emily was pulled fully upright as her wrists were extended over her head.

“Slavegirl Bimbo is no longer enrolled in a Horny Housewife package with guaranteed happy endings.  She is in default and is now available for general use!” she shouted into the room.  “The younger bitch will be back as soon as its processing is finished.”

“Until I get paid,” Sergei growled angrily to Ann and Angelica up in the office area, “their asses, cunts, and mouths are mine! Tell them they are now in legal limbo.  If I don’t get paid, let’s see what hubby and daddy think of them after 180 days of unending sex and pony play.  He’d probably either throw them out on the street or start whoring them out to his friends for favors – cash is out because of the new prostitution laws, but there is nothing unlawful about him using them as his personal sluts.”

When Ann relayed the angry Slave Master’s comments to Cynthia, she immediately begged for a chance to call a friend for help.  Her mom, Bimbo, considered calling one of her friends, but couldn’t face the humiliation from them seeing her naked and getting sexed.  So, she left it up to the daughter to get them rescued.

“Dad’s at work driving a cross-country tractor trailer rig,” Cynthia tried to explain to Ann.  “He likely would get so angry at us that we’d be stuck here for the full six-month penalty for failure to pay.”

“Then, you better call one of your friends,” Ann explained in a matter of fact voice.  Inwardly, she was now fearful and uncertain what Sergei would do to her and Candy for not getting payment early on during the processing of the two bimbos.  Part of her cowered in fear that Sergei would punish her and part of her thought he might reward her for bringing in the extra income.  She was conflicted.

Fortunately, Cynthia’s girlfriend, Jena Tanner, was amused by their predicament and agreed to come rescue them with her credit card which currently had a zero remaining balance.

While they were waiting, Cynthia mentioned that the best she could expect from her stupid dad would be if he scrapped up the money for the slightly larger fee to enslave them for the full month Ponygirl experience.   “Dad has been giving me strange looks and I’m afraid he wants to make me his second bitch.  He’s greedy enough to think getting our tips and a percentage of the members’ fees would be worth him enslaving us.  And, he would know that the forced sex, exercise, and diet would tighten our bodies, our sexual skills, and our willingness to do anything to please their partners.”

Ann smirked at Cynthia and responded, “Thanks for the idea.  If your girlfriend doesn’t come through, I’ll ask if Sergei would extend a loan to your dad.  We’d make money off you two for a full month, and we’d get to keep you both until your dad finished paying the loan.” Ann smirked and added, “Master Sergei would love the idea.”

Ann didn’t tell the horrified daughter that despite his often unscrupulous ways, Master Sergei would first honor the daughter’s attempts to get her friend to bail her and her mom out.

Meanwhile, Bimbo was taken back to the Petting Zoo and she was experiencing some of the adventuresome sex she was so eager to experience.  Even though she’d already experienced more than the previous year’s worth of orgasms, Emily was already starting to wonder how fucked up she was by the non-payment.  “I meant to tell Cynthia that I had almost no room for more charges on my card,” she told herself.  “Now, maybe my husband will find out about my whoring ways.”  She shuddered at the thought of being kicked out of the home and having to support herself. “I haven’t had to work in years and that was all at minimum wage unskilled jobs,” she moaned.  “We would be so poor!”

Newly processed Slavegirl Bimbette was returned to the Petting Zoo to the howls of delight from the members eager to sample new meat.  Meanwhile, Cynthia also worried that her friend wouldn’t be able to bail her out.  “Six months as a sex slave,” she told herself.  “Would I even be the same person after all that forced training and sex?”

The crowd had grown as word among the Members and website followers realized that new cunt was available.  They recognized Green Collars as a sign of free women and virtually fought over access to their bodies when they see the mother / daughter signs added to hang from their necks.

The crowd cheered when Candy made a show out of thoroughly dredging more of the itchy Domination Agent slut cream in Bimbo and Bimbette’s cunts, rectum, and nipples.  The crowd knew they could easily wring orgasms out of the helpless sluts or just as easily torture them either by withholding stimulation or using pain in conjunction with their need for stimulation.

More than one person bemoaned aloud that they couldn’t photograph the maskless faces of the new sluts.

Before Bimbette’s girlfriend arrived, Bimbo is back in a public breeding frame and Bimbette is on her back getting used in a private room.  Ann continued to control camera feeds to witness the mother / daughter fuck sessions and realtime edit out any client identifying features.

Male and female members and day clients gave the mother-daughter pair a lot of attention now that any restrictions for using a Horny Housewife were removed.  Once mounted back on the public breeding frame, a huge black man immediately began to pump the shit out of the Green Collared mother’s pussy.  Ann called 4H Senior Girl Brandy to replace Candy. 

“Brandy, I need you to operate one of the live cams.  I want extra live action video feed with close ups of the mother / daughter facial expressions and close up of their responsive cunts, asses, and mouths.  I want to use the facial shots and voices for a preview video for their ‘rescuer’s’ use.”

Candy headed back up to the office to meet with Sergei and Angelica to discuss the women’s defaulted payments.

A few minutes later, 18-year-old blonde Brandy was operating the live action camera.  “Holy shit!” she told herself as the mother snorted out grunting orgasms as she was bred by the huge black fuck pole.  Brandy knelt down to catch a particularly amazing upward shot showing Bimbo’s gagged face pointed skyward as the orgasms rolled continuously over her shivering frame.  As mentioned earlier by Candy, the high-definition picture of her up-thrust torso with taut muscles, red flushed breasts hard with arousal topped by fat, eraser sized nipples, and face looking toward heaven were indeed worthy of enlargement and wall mounting for a very erotic display.

Ann’s excited voice screamed over the earbuds the Brandy was wearing.  “Yes!  Yes, that’s the perfect shot!  Keep going, Brandy!”

Without being told, Brandy crawled around the frame, laid down on her back between Emily’s legs, and focused the camera on another upward shot.  This time, the glistening black rod of the member was in perfect close-up focus thrusting in and out of Bimbo’s reddened pussy lips that were covered with a white frothy foam.

“Holy shit!” Ann yelled.  “Perfect, … keep going to get the money shot!”

Brandy grimaced as long drooling lines of natural pussy lube plopped down beside her.  Nonetheless, she kept filming.  When she heard grunting from the male above her, Brandy captured the pulsations of the black fuck meat as it pumped jism into the twat of the orgasming bitch been bred.  A thicker white goo began to leak past the seal of cock and pussy.  When withdrawn, the camera caught long white tendrils of cum stretch from the wide, gaping hole to the dick’s tip as it pulled out.

Brandy’s overloaded ears had to put up with Ann’s screams of approval.  “Your shots and the feeds from the other cameras are perfect,” she explained after she finally calmed down.  “Thanks!  I’ve got something for the website and plenty for Bimbo’s folder.”

The camera failed to catch the grimaces and members’ laughter as the man hopped about while he desperately used handfuls of moist towels to remove and neutralize the effects of the itching cream on his unprotected sex.

“Stupid fucker!” a woman howled with laughter.

“Use a condom next time you idiot!” a male voice offered.

When Brandy brought the camera to the daughter’s location, she found Bimbette in a private room energetically eating a musky pussy that was jammed down tightly on her face.  Brandy knelt down beside her and caught the customer ‘encouraging’ Bimbette’s oral enthusiasm by flogging her sloppy sex with a pussy whip. 

Aroused, orgasming, and in very real pain, Bimbette was a very confused sex machine.  Totally defenseless, her wrists were still cuffed to a belly chain.  She was breathless as her face was mashed hard into a young client’s needy gash.  Brandy focused on filming Bimbette’s humiliation for the female client, the NLEC website and files, and for Jena Tanner’s personal use if she paid off their debt. 

“Jena might end up with blackmail material good enough to own a trapped mom and daughter slut team,” Ann thought from her editing booth.

It was tempting and erotic for NLEC customers to have a chance to tease, torture, or fuck a couple of free women who have collared themselves and then incurred a penalty enslavement.  Everyone wanted the opportunity to turn a stupid bitch into a mindless bimbo.  Before leaving, Candy mounted a set of enticing signs on portable stands.  It was made clear that they would soon be judicially enslaved. 

‘Cum Enjoy Them While They are Still Fresh!’

‘Idiots Defaulted on Payment; At Least 72 Hours More Slavery!’

‘Bimbo and Bimbette; Mother / Daughter Fuck Toys’

Bimbo and Bimbette were fully already booked up for the next three days and nights.  In the mornings, they were scheduled to work Ponygirl surrey and sex sessions from the Equestrian Center.  The pair would be harnessed side by side in front of a one-person surrey.  Afternoons, evenings, and nights were to be constant, never-ending bouts of sex, humiliation, and hard BDSM use.

**********

Jena Tanner, Cynthia’s friend from the university, walked into the NLEC Visitor’s Office.  “I’m here about two friends that have a rejected credit card,” she told Ann who was sitting at the reception desk.  Ann nodded and led her to a small conference room where Angelica and Sergei Kozlov were waiting.  Sergei was still simmering in anger that the women defaulted on payment.  He raised his hand, “Please sit down.  Let’s wait a few moments, I have another person that needs to be here for this discussion.”

Angelica is puzzled about who was missing from the small conference room.  She watched Ann sit down on the table to her left.  She looked to Sergei for an explanation for Ann’s attendance as well as waiting for another person.  She didn’t see anything in his expression other than his frozen, angry visage.

There was a soft knocking at the door and Angelica was surprised to see 21-year-old Ginger, a 4H Senior Girl, walk into the room and sit down on the other side of Sergei.  It was now Cynthia’s friend on one side of the table facing Ann, Angelica, Sergei, and Ginger.

After introductions, Sergei got straight to the point.  “Your friend, Cynthia Dickerson and her mother, Emily Dickerson, have defaulted on a set of service contracts here at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.”

“What kind of service contract and how much do they owe?” the young black graduate student asked.

Angelica held out a contract, “Both contracts are a variant of the Horny Housewife Package with guaranteed happy endings.  Each is a $600 experience including a very real slave valuation inspection by one of our certified livestock handlers, a slave introduction to slavery spanking, submission to a Master or Mistress, and henna tattoos with guaranteed multiple happy endings; with free repeat sessions for a total of up to 6 times over the following year.  The package includes all fees and an experience up to 24 hours which includes one night’s room and board and the next day’s events until 24 hours have passed.”

“I hardly believe you can guarantee happy endings,” Jena observed dryly.

“We’ll get to that in a minute,” Sergei interjected.  “They each also verbally signed up for a one week, $1,000 weight loss and physical improvement package.  After hearing about their financial situation, I generously gave each of them a $500 discount on the package.  It was pretty shitty of them to default on the credit card payment after that offer.”

But, to answer the other part of your question, they currently owe $1,000 for the weight loss program plus $1,020 [(a $600 base fee for Emily minus a $40 discount) + (a $600 base fee for Cynthia minus a $40 discount) = $1,020] for a grand total of $2,020.  Additionally, because of the default, they will owe $50 each daily for room and board after the initial 24-hour period is up.  A rate I find to be a very reasonable amount.”

“So, at this point,” Angelica added, “they will owe a minimum of 2 room and board fees each; an additional $200 in total.”

“So that’s $2,220,” Angelica said.  “They hope you can cover that fee.”

“Well,” Jena replied with a wry grin, “I can easily cover that amount but I am curious how you can possibly guarantee ‘happy endings’ for every single client along with guaranteeing a total of 6 happy ending sessions over the course of the year.”

“The Happy Housewife Package with happy endings offers sex in a controlled, somewhat gentle environment.  At that basic package, the ‘happy endings’ are guaranteed.  Your friend and her mom are now in a no-holds-barred full female slave experience which only guarantees wild monkey sex.  You better prepare yourself for this,” Sergei explained to Jena.  He pointed to the large, 80-inch wall mounted monitor.  Ann activated the remote and the scene immediately transitioned to a high definition view of Emily Dickerson getting publicly fucked by a studly black customer.  The scene split and a kneeling Cynthia appeared on the right half of the screen.  Cynthia’s mouth is getting hammered by a naked, chubby woman wearing a black leather waist harness holding a flexible neon purple strap-on.   It is easily a 12-inch beast and the woman was wielding it with skill,  It is clear that Cynthia wasn’t enjoying the mouth rape.

“I see the wild, uncontrolled sex now.  But, … Bimbo and Bimbette?” Jen asked in amazement at the captions below each of the Dickerson women..  “They named themselves Bimbo and Bimbette?”

“No!” Sergei answered with a smile.  “We have a computer application which randomly recommends names for our customers based on the inputed demographic data.  We can override the selection with our own choices if we want.”  He grinned.  “I can tell you that since Judicial Enslavement Acts came into effect, worldwide there has been quite a stable of Ponygirls with that same name.  Bimbo videos are classics.”

Now aroused at their plight, the slim, black graduate student turned to Angelica.  “You’re the lawyer,” she demanded, “I want to see this guaranteed happy ending ‘cause mother Bimbo might look like she’s enjoying being bred, but Bimbette looks very unhappy.”

Angelica knew the answer that Sergei wanted to hear.  “What’s showing on the screen is live.  Each has had multiple ‘happy endings’ and now they’re getting ‘the shit fucked out of them’ because they defaulted on payment.”

Before she could say anything, Ginger interjected, “Ann can you pull up the compilation videos?”

“Brandy did some of the camera work for the scenes you just saw,” Ann said with a smile.  “Keep in mind, at that point they were both slaves that had failed to pay for their services and NLEC was no longer under any obligation to keep things pleasant for them.”  She made a selection on her computer pad and new video and audio played in the room.

On the 80-inch monitor, Bimbo and Bimbette no longer had ball gags jammed in their mouths.  Jena was astounded that what she previously thought of as rather staid and socially awkward women could emit such howls of ecstasy.  Then, with more than a bit of disgust, Jena realized that both women were orgasming almost constantly.

“WTF!” Jena sputtered, “Do you video everything, … and it’s all real?  All those are really orgasms?”

Sergei grinned and truthfully replied, “The pleasure and orgasms are absolutely real but the process isn’t entirely enjoyable.  “Our Horny Housewife Slaves actually have little recourse but to orgasm in ways they will dream about for the rest of their lives.  Even though the scenes you are seeing right now are certainly non-consensual, almost all our free female customers return for more of the faux tattoo happy ending experiences.  Often, they drift into the one, two, three, and then four week sessions to experience even more intense sex.”

“Still, … so many orgasms,” Jena mused aloud.  “Holy shit!”

Ann stood up and walked around the table to lightly massage Jena’s shoulders.  “For the women that get this package, the sex is the highlight of their lives,” she whispered in the young woman’s ear.  “I know that for a fact,” she whispered in an absolute untruth.  Inwardly, she cringed at the way the collared women have to submit but couldn’t help but feel jealous of the looks of absolute bliss as they pass out from too much sexual stimulation, even if some of it was non-concensual.

“Once payment was rejected, our clients are protected by a 72 hour period before the debt is formally in default and I can enter a request for finding to the court if payment hasn’t been made by that point,” Sergei offered.  “Will you pay to bail out their debt? Please consider that you can easily arrange prepayment with the payment hitting our NLEC account delayed by either 24, 48, or 72 hours if you want to extend their experience.”

“What, let them continue to get fucked senseless?” She asks.  “Why not just pay right now?  Otherwise, the charges add up, … correct?”

“The horny sluts love it,” teen Ann falsely asserted with a wide grin.  “Afterward, they always give glowing reviews.  Plus,” she added, “they entered into an agreement that they couldn’t pay for.  NLEC isn’t under any obligation to keep everything to vanilla sex for a pair of welshers.  Don’t forget, at this time they are legally slaves with no Human Rights.  They will have Ponygirl time, sleeping, and mealtimes also.”

“First things first,” Angelica interjected.  “Are you willing to pay the current bill of $2,220?”

“Yes,” Jena answered quickly.  “My card is fully paid up.  Cynthia promised to pay me back when their dad gets paid next.  The only issue is how quickly they can pay me back since I have a large tuition bill coming up in a few weeks that I’m already strapped to meet.”  Then, she got a sour look on her face.   “It’s not like I have any income options, the nasty bitch in the tuition assistance office is nothing but a cunt hound.”

“Hmmm,” Sergei muttered at the comment.  “Angelica, is it legal for NLEC to purchase Emily and Cynthia Dickerson’s debt from Jena Tanner?”

Angelica shot Sergei a look of disapproval.  Then she shrugged.  “NLEC couldn’t do it directly when Bimbo and Bimbette defaulted.  But, yes, Protocol II of the Judicial Enslavement Act allows NLEC, a licensed business entity, to purchase an existing debt held by a third party.  Thus gaining potential control of whatever is secured as collateral.”

“In this case the collateral is the freedom of Emily and Cynthia if they don’t pay?” Sergei responded with more of a statement than a question.  Without waiting for Angelica’s response, he turned to Jena and offered, “Since you are worried about prompt repayment, and are strapped for cash for your upcoming tuition payment, NLEC offers to buy their debt from you for $2,600 payable right now.”

Jenna was taken aback by the offer.  After a moment, she grinned.  “You think they’re not going to pay me or any debt holder back the loan on time?  Right?”

“We’ll give them two weeks from the day their collars come off to make full renumeration,” Angelica interjected knowing that Sergei would do something draconian like only giving Emily and Cynthia a week or less to make a full payment.”

“Alright,” Sergei agreed with a sour look to Angelica.  “they are linked in their debt.  If one defaults or fails to perform, … they both pay the price.  So, if they don’t pay everything when that two weeks is up,” Sergei insisted, “I’ll pull them back for another 3 days enslavement with added daily fees and reset their new payment due within the next two weeks.”

Angelica nodded reluctantly.

“I’ll do it for $3,000,” Jena offered with a wry grin.  “I think Master Sergei plans on making a lot of money off Bimbo and Bimbette and there’s no reason I can’t make a bit of profit as well.  I know for a fact that Cynthia has no idea how to manage her finances and the stories she tells about her mom are worse.”

Angelica stared at Jena.  “That’s pretty mercenary,” she said in a flat tone of voice.

Jena shrugged, “I understand Master Sergei’s approach.  My business class instructor would applaud his thinking.”

“Hey, how much are you short for your tuition payment?” Ginger said breaking in on the conversation.

Both Angelica and Sergei looked askance at the 4H Senior.  Then, Sergei grinned; he was intrigued.  Angelica wasn’t sure she liked where this might lead.

“I’m probably short $9,000,” Jena admitted.  “That’s more than my credit card limit and I really don’t want to hit up my mom for some of her savings.”  She shrugged, “But, … maybe I’ll have to since it’s all due at the end of the month.”

For the first time, Sergei evaluated Jena as a potential slave prospect.  Before his emotions had been solely focused on punishing the Dickersons and getting NLEC back the money owed. “Hmmm,” he pondered, “she’s probably early 20s, tall and slim, and with what look like nice firm breasts.”  He also evaluated what looked to be her flawless chocolate skin.  When his dick twitched, Sergei nodded.

Sergei looked at Angelica and smirked because he knew she wasn’t going to approve of his idea.  “Look, Jena, NLEC will take up your offer to sell us the debt for $3,000 and I have an additional offer for you.”

Jena nodded happy at making extra profit for her tuition by ‘helping out’ the Dickersons.  “What’s the other offer?”

“I’ll be blunt,” Sergei stated.  “NLEC will loan you $10,000 and in return, you agree to wear a Green Collar here at NLEC for 20 weekends.  That’s an earnings rate far better than you can get at some random shitty job and it won’t interfere with your studies.”

“You’ll be able to finish your Masters Degree!” Ann said with excitement.

“Holy shit!” Jena gasped.  “You want me to be your whore for 20 weekends?”

“That’s the equivalent of $250 a day,” Ginger responded.  She turned to Sergei, “There are no other hidden fees, right?  A weekend is 48 hours, right?”

“You will show up after classes on Friday before our evening rush and will get released at midnight on Sunday.  That’s a little more than 48 hours with no hidden fees.” Sergei clarified.  “In fact, NLEC will make a set of three private DVDs; one each featuring Emily, Cynthia, and your experiences.”

Jena grinned at the thought of having her own, personal copy of the Dickersons as slaves.  “And are there any penalties?” she asked. 

“If you need to cancel on a particular weekend because of other commitments,” Sergei offered, “we will need to agree ahead of time and you will pay NLEC back the lost weekend if its the first three weekends you miss.  After that, you replace the missed weekend along with a penalty weekend.  Lastly, … if you default in total on the contract, that’s when you miss the sixth weekend, we execute a writ of enslavement against you, ... and, that would be for six years.”

“Shit!  That’s harsh,” Jena whispered.

“Honestly,” Sergei said with a shrug, “you look like a model with your slim body, tight ass, and firm tits.”  He smirked and added, “I’m a slaver.  I think I can get our members and day clients excited about you as a total package.  If you miss a weekend, it might mess up a marketing plan.”

“Fuck!  I’m getting a Masters in Business Administration and I’ve become a marketing plan,” Jena whispered.

“I can’t guarantee it every weekend,” Sergei added, “but I’ll try and have you pushed to the top of our ‘Date Night’ listing of collared female talent.”

“That’s reserved for our youngest, most beautiful, and elegant stock,” Ginger added with a grin.

Angelica had been typing away on her laptop.  Ann was grinning like crazy looking over her shoulder.

“Angelica has a contract ready,” Ann almost shouted in enthusiasm.   She looked at the contract form on Angelica’s computer.  “It’s a good offer, Jena.  Voice your approval, sign, and you’ll get an electronic bank deposit of $13,000.”

Jena nodded slowly.  “I’ll do it.”

The printer in the room softly whirred as the contract pages slipped out.  A few minutes later, after Jena went over the contract, she signed.

Ann jumped up to hug Jena.  “Wow!  Think how awesome you’ll look naked like in that image of Bimbo, Emily Dickerson.  It would show you mounted on that breeding platform, with your masked face raised upward howling out in orgasm.  Imagine the look of your leg and belly muscles taut as you pull a surrey around a tight turn on a sandy track.  Those would be pictures worth framing or a video you can play countless times and only you would know the identity of the sweaty bitch getting porked so royally in the image or straining hard to please a Mistress in the cart wielding her whip.”

Jena shuddered at the thoughts.  “Breeding frame?” she asked herself.  “Pony experience?  Whip?” The young woman was silent as she contemplated the scenes in her mind.  She looked around the room for clarification and only saw Angelica and Sergei glaring at a red-faced Ann.

“We done?” Jena asked softly.  She was already having second thoughts and looked askance at the pen she’d used to sign the contract.  “Shit!” was her thought.  “This better be worth it.”

Sergei recovered first after Ann’s unwanted observation after snaring Jena in a contract.  He turned to the young woman.  “I’m done.  I’ll be seeing you next Friday immediately after your classes.”

“Crap!” Jena muttered.

Ann led Jena out of the room.  “We have one more stop to make,” she told Jena.

Angelica, Sergei, and Ginger remained in the room.

“This what you were talking about, Master Sergei?” Ginger asked.

Sergei nodded and added in a terse voice, “Yes, it is.  You can proceed.”  With that cryptic comment, Sergei left without another word.

“You need to stay behind, Angelica,” Ginger ordered as Sergei left the room.

“What’s going on, Ginger?” Angelica demanded.  “Why were you even in the room?”

Ginger held up a hand.  “Sergei brought me in to do a reality check on your role here at NLEC.”

“Wwhat?” Angelica sputtered.  “I’m the NLEC Legal Advisor and second only to Sergei in running operations at NLEC now that Mrs. Powers is effectively marginalized.  What role could you possibly have to give me a counseling session?”

“That’s a perfect example that brought up his concerns of your unsuitability to be an administrator of an enslavement facility,” Ginger interjected. 

“What?”

Ginger stood up and placed her hands on the table and towered over Angelica’s seated position.  “We are in the business of making money off livestock, … some judicially enslaved, … but our most interesting stock to clients is from essentially self-captive cunt.  Mrs. Powers set herself up for a very long term of enslavement.”  Ginger paused and pointed a finger at Angelica.  “You fucked that up.  You insisted on a lessor penalty.  Worse, you offered yourself to lessen her penalty.  From a person in your position, that’s pretty fucked up!”

Angelica froze.  After a long pause of silence, she softly asked, “What’s the bottom line?  Is he using you to fire me for having feelings about a free woman, … for having a heart?”

“Angelica,” Ginger responded softly, “I don’t take pleasure in this, but, here goes.  Jena just clued us into scenarios where NLEC could profit vastly and fill in our very obvious lack of young, unsullied stock.  In order to prove your commitment and suitability to work here at NLEC, your task is to figure out a potential avenue to exploit what Jena told us and to execute that plan.”

“What about, from what she told us?” Angelica wondered aloud.

“It’s all on tape,” Ginger hissed in exasperation while pointing to cameras in the room.  “You’ll present me your plan and if it passes my review then you keep your job long enough to execute your plan.  If the end results meet my satisfaction, then you continue fully qualified in your current role at NLEC.”

Angelica shook her head at the absurdity of the situation.  “Bbut, you’re merely a high school senior.”

“One who holds your career in her hands,” Ginger shot back with a wry grin. 

“Wait!” Angelica hissed back.  “Those are fail or succeed outcomes.  What if it’s something in between?”

Ginger grinned widely in a look that frightened Angelica.  “One reason Sergei picked me is that I’m not only the best NLEC 4H Senior Slave Trainer with the most devious mind in executing our mission, … but, … I also love dominating cunt, … especially blonde cunt with big tits.”

Angelica gulped.

“So,” Ginger continued, “If your plan is sub-standard or your execution is sub-standard, then I get to enjoy picking your penalty.  If that occurs, you either accept the penalty, or you have to walk away from NLEC, permanently.”

“Fuck!” Angelica hissed.

While Angelica was getting the bad news about her new precarious probation status at NLEC, Sergei sat down in his office and picked up the phone.  He dialed a satellite phone number that he’d memorized long ago.

The sound of music and laughter was in the background when his friend answered the phone.“Mohammed, it’s Sergei, your last friend on earth.” he yelled into the phone, “How are you today?”

Twenty-nine-year-old playboy billionaire Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari grinned at hearing from his old friend and responded, “Sergei, my friend, … if you are calling to give me that long overdue blowjob, then you need to be here in person.”  He started chuckling at their old joke and more soberly said, “I’m living the life and you should be here with me.  I’m sitting on the back of my yacht anchored in a beautiful cove surrounded by friends and many, many topless girls.  You could easily fill your bed here with very willing sluts.”

“Are you still with that beautiful girlfriend of yours, Rekha Mazumdar?

“Oh, yes!  And she’s now my fiance!”

“That’s wonderful!” Sergei yelled back over the sounds of the party.  “Congratulations!  I want you to know I continue to look into suitable prospects if you decide to follow in your father’s footsteps and stock up his old Harem and his Bagnio.  I know your need for variety and can easily get you a number of women perfect for both exclusive use in a Harem and for sharing with your closest friends and associates in the Bagnio.”

“Maybe, soon, my old friend,” the Sheikh responded with a laugh.  He looked askance at his fiance and well-known model as she strode towards him with her dusky skin and very beautiful naked breasts bobbling about.  Her crotch was barely contained in a small G-string bikini bottom.  She smiled back at him, curled tightly up beside him, and took a sip of her glass of sparkling white wine.  “Right now, the blinding beauty of my fiance has wrapped herself around me and intends to lure me back to the party.  By the way, her nipples are amazing!”  He laughed, “God be with you, old friend.”

The 26-year-old beauty, model, and wealthy jet-setter made a fake pouty face and kissed the Sheikh.  “You shouldn’t be telling everyone about my breasts and nipples,” she whispered.

Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari made a point of glancing about the back of his yacht at the ten or so men and twice that number of topless women dancing, talking, and just showing off.   “Darling,” he said with a laugh, “the whole world has lusted after your firm titties and those fat, delicious nipples.”

“Hmm, … but you know they only belong to you, darling.”  She stood up and beckoned him to follow.

Mohammed admired the tight ass of his fiance in her string bikini bottom as she strutted away doing her exaggerated models walk.  He started a quick text.

“Sergei, I may do some business with you a few months after the wedding.  I’m a bit afraid that Rekha is the jealous, clingy type.  So, I might need a number one concubine to be the Harem Mistress and we’ll just keep the entire set up secret from Rekha.  You know how I prefer top quality western bitches.  I’ll need three for the Harem, maybe newly enslaved bitches; a blonde, a redhead, and a brunette.  Of course, all with big breasts, … Ds or DDs.  Otherwise, no special skills for the four I need for the Bagnio.”

The Sheikh closed the satellite phone, set it aside, and decided to take his fiance downstairs for a quicky.   


21.  A Visit From the Boss

“I’m so excited,” blonde Heather gushed to her 15-year-old friend Suzy, “I finally get a chance to work outside the office with some of the livestock.  Master Sergei and Angelica have had me working so hard studying enslavement contracting.”

Her black-haired and taller muscular friend grinned back.  “You should be proud of yourself,” Suzy playfully admonished Heather.  “After all, you get to learn all the tricks to enslave the big-titted blonde bimbos out there in the world using Protocol II to the Judicial Enslavement Act.”

“Yes, I know, … the protocol which outlines the rights and limitations of free persons that engage in self-enslavement livestock activities,” Heather responded dryly.  Then, Heather grunted at the longstanding joke among the 4H Girls, both Junior and Senior.  “You know that theory is bullshit.  Big tits and blondes don’t necessarily make up the greatest percentage of sex-starved bimbos so easily self-enslaved.”

“Hah!” Suzy shot back.  “You only say that because you’re blonde.  Besides, natural blondes make up such a small percentage of the overall population but a much larger percentage of blondes have signed self-enslavement contracts; that’s an indisputable fact.”

“But, I’m only 14, a virgin, way short for my age, and don’t have any titties,” Heather argued with some heat.

“They’ll pop out in time,” Heather grinned looking down at her own tightly toned body with her barely A-cup breasts.  “Besides, girl, … of course we’re virgins, … you’re 14 and I’m only 15.  Everything in its own time.”  She took a breath and frowned at her friend.  “Now, pay attention, the reason they let you out of the office today is that we have a Member that wants to take Jiggles and Lola out for a four-mile run.”

“That’s Crystal’s team, right?” Heather asked and then immediately asked, “Wait, both of them have natural DDs, right?” Heather said with a bit of jealousy.  “Are they blondes, too?”

“Yep,” Suzy replied, “they do have matching natural DDs.  But, even though neither were originally blonde, it doesn’t matter now since they’re totally bald Ponygirls.  I’ll let you pick out a pair of matching wigs and training helmets for them to wear.  Crystal normally outfits them in pink just to further humiliate them, but there’s lots of possibilities.”

“I always thought Ponygirls had a set of reins going to their nipple rings or to their mouth bits like horses,” Heather said.

“Yeah, me too.” Suzy replied.  “Mistress Star and Mistress Angel set me straight on that.  Only skilled drivers and skilled Ponygirls can use that kind of setup.  Otherwise, a novice driver has a good chance of ruining a good Ponygirl’s tits or mouth.”

The two continued their animated chatting until they reached the indoor area where the Ponygirls were housed.

Jiggles and Lola were already waiting in their Stall Four prison.  The messaging board in the room had already alerted them that they had a ride scheduled for the basic 3-mile woodland track with a 1-mile trail loop extension.  Cloe Woods, now Ponygirl Jiggles, was previously an FBI Undercover Agent working for FBI Agent Supervisor Aleksandra Richardson.   Their Special Agent in Charge, Kayne Lawson, forced them both into Black Collar undercover slavery to continue the anti-terrorism case against suspect Mrs. Mariana Powers.

Chloe jerked when the cold, rigid form of the brief bustier was placed against her front.  The initial shock was something she could never prepare herself for.  The shortest 4H Junior, Ann, giggled when she grabbed Chloe’s nipples and yanked them up while Heather adjusted the rigid bustier tight against her chest.  Chloe’s big DDs plopped down to rest on the narrow shelf atop the black bustier.

“Titty supports are in place,” Ann giggled.  Then, with an even wider grin at her power controlling the older, hugely endowed Ponygirl, she clipped a pair of golden bells to the 3/4 inch rings through Jiggles’ nipples.  She gave them a tug to be sure they were on correctly and rang loudly when moved.

Heather reached over and gently slapped Jiggle’s big soft breasts and grinned toward her friend at the cheerful tinkling sound that came from the dangling bells.

Jiggles stoically stood still as the pair yanked on the rear bustier laces and the rigid form pulled tightly around her belly.  By now, she was well used to being outfitted as a Ponygirl.  Before Heather and Ann came to get her, she had already put on her running shoes and thick cotton-wool blend anklet socks.

Crystal stood stood next to the two 4H Junior girls and appraised the work of the young teens.  She was impressed as they worked smoothly together to set the black bustiers in place.  The bottom of each bustier ended just above their Ponygirl’s belly button, leaving their mons and sex fully uncovered.  The top ended with narrow breast supports leaving breasts and shoulders fully exposed.  The four golden bells hanging from the four nipple rings periodically rang softly as the teens worked to outfit the team.

“Girls,” Crystal ordered, “finish tacking up your matched team to one of the full-sized carts.  Be sure to match the cart color with the helmets you’ve chosen.”

Heather brought back one of the high-tech off-road carts that Sergei had custom-built in Europe.  This particular versatile cart was emblazoned with vibrant purple trim highlights and could be adjusted to be drawn by either two or four Ponygirls.  While the driver’s seat was narrow, it comfortably fit two trim persons.  The most striking feature of the cart was the set of two 4-foot diameter wheels.  The wide diameter allowed the cart to smoothly roll over most trail obstructions.  Except for the thin rubber rim on the wheels, and the padded leather bench seat and backrest, the remainder of the cart and frame was constructed from lightweight and strong tungsten.  The cart was equipped with a built-in GPS unit and RFID chip, a small rechargeable 12-volt battery, headlights, running lights, a cell phone charger cable, and a multichannel radio.

A few minutes later, Chloe felt Ann settle a padded half-helmet over her head.  She was aware that today it didn’t have a fake wig attached but didn’t pay attention to, or care, that the girls had selected a vibrant purple as the color scheme of the day.  The half-helmet had a tall, stiff crescent of purple bristles sticking upward in a crest 6 inches tall.  The chin strap was secured and the ex-undercover agent knew she was almost ready to go.

Off to the side, Crystal was giving instructions to the client.  “Master,” she offered, “you’ve already completed our orientation class and an initial test drive.  This will be your first solo drive and fillies Jiggles and Lola are a well trained, easy mannered pair.  I’ll be monitoring the radio and following your progress around the 3-mile primary loop trail on our RFID tracking system.  You are authorized to exit only for the 1-mile extension loop.  Take your time and enjoy your ride.”

Just moments later, the cart shifted as a large rider climbed aboard.  Then, a male voice commanded in a gruff tone, “Walk on bitches!  Walk on Jiggles and Lola!”  The pair moved smoothly forward, easily pulling the lightweight cart on its pair of 4-foot wheels.

The light cart’s first-time solo driver gently guided his team past the entrance to the one-mile race track and instead entered the forest on the smooth three-mile loop trail. 

Cloe Woods was well-trained and obediently walked forward on the command, “Walk on Jiggles!” Her humiliation at being publicly naked was long gone and she no longer worried that her face and body were recorded by so many cameras.  Also, any resistance about being used so casually for sex or being used as if she were a mere beast of burden was long gone.  However, Chloe continued to constantly curse Kayne Lawson for his decision to put Black Slave Collars on herself and her ex-supervisor.  “Fucking Kayne,” she told herself.  De-voiced, she was forever unable to curse his name aloud.  By now, dreams of being released back into freedom were increasingly distant.  Fully immersed in her Ponygirl life, Jiggles knew all her paces and to work together as a team with her partner’s pace and footwork rhythm. 

“Trot on!” rang out.

Jiggles’ pace instantly changed beginning with her first left foot moving forward and four sets of golden bells began ringing as two pairs of meaty tits were bounced up and down on the bustier shelves that half supported their bare breasts.  Despite her body’s instant obedience at the command, her face scrunched up in quizzical reaction to the voice.  “Huh?” she thought.  “No, … it can’t be.  Not fucking Kayne?  Not here?  No!”

A slithering hiss ending in a pop heralded the riding whip’s tip exploding against her left rump.  “Pay attention, Jiggles!  You were drifting off to the side.”

Jiggles took a quick hop step to get back into the correct footwork rhythm as the pain in her haunch brought her back to 100% focus.  Then, she shook her head slightly in final recognition of the voice.  Only her harshly learned lessons at the hand of 4H Senior Crystal kept her focused and in lock-step rhythm with Lola.  The 19-year-old trainer had been relentless in coaching Jiggles and Lola into a well-matched team.

“Fucking Kayne!” Chloe complained as the trot pace made her oversize breasts lurch about wildly and her nipple bells ring loudly.  Her breasts were denser than Lola’s so the four bells rang slightly out of rhythm with each other.  Ignoring the bell ringing, she knew her complaints would change nothing.  “I’m wearing a Black Collar,” she admitted in resigned acceptance.  “There is zero chance that FBI leadership will recognize that I wasn’t at fault and change the decision backing Kayne Lawson’s recommendation.  It’s bullshit to think we are truly undercover instead of a life sentence as helpless livestock!  We’ll never be in a position to solve this case!”

The whip popped again, overhead.  “Canter on, you wondrous bitches!  Canter on!” was Kayne Lawson’s next shouted command.  His cock was already uncomfortably straining erect in his pants at the sight of the two sets of perfectly sculpted muscular asses.  The only way he could tell the matched pair apart from the rear was that NLEC standards for Ponygirls meant that their names, ‘JIGGLES’ and “LOLA’ were tattooed across the upper back of their shoulders.

“I can’t wait to see Chloe’s face when she learns that I’m the one driving her today,” he thought with a grin.  He was already planning on sinking his dick into at least one of the bitches.  Also, he dreamed about taking an erection enhancement drug and interrogating his very sexy ex-subordinate FBI Agent Supervisor Alexsandra Richardson.  Kayne hoped to reserve a meal ‘date’ with the fake blonde and then use a private bedroom to explore her newly taught sexual talents.  The NLEC website had given her high marks for arousal and client satisfaction and he had enjoyed reading each of the client comments.

“Trot, trot!” Kayne called out and tugged softly back on the reins to signal a reduced speed.  He wished the ends of his four reins were clipped to titty rings instead of the short bars protruding out the sides of the half helmets.  Kayne’s dick lurched at the thought of abusing those big fun bags.  “It’s so fucking good to be bad,” he told himself with a grin.

When Crystal had guided him down to the pair of Ponygirls, she’d been surprised that he refused to select a mask.  “I’m only meeting one on one with staff or with my rental livestock; why bother with a mask?  I’ll certainly wear one in the Petting Zoo where I might be seen by other clients.  But, … it’s not like I’m publicly consorting with prostitutes or whores.”  He grinned and added, “After all, … this is totally legal to simply use the livestock for what they were born for.”

Crystal had nodded as if she understood.  All that mattered to her was that a customer was happy.

Kayne settled back to enjoy the smooth ride through the three-mile woods loop trail.  The close up view of the old growth forest was amazing and the trail had been designed to make constant lazy turns to leave towering trees unmolested.  His earlier qualification ride had been only once around the sterile 1-mile race track.  He was amazed at the smoothness of the ride.  As described, he saw small pullover spurs every 1/4 mile.  Finally, he saw the sign for the exit to the loop trail named ‘Loop Five: One-Mile Galloping Ponygirl Loop’ and gently signaled a turn to that exit.  He’d been told that each of the five loops off the main three-mile trail returned to the main loop within just a few hundred paces of the exit.

After a several minute walking pace and then another brief trot, a slow increase in backward pressure on her helmet told Jiggles to begin to slow even as the “Walk, walk,” command came from Kayne.  By now, Jiggles had become intimately familiar with several of the loops:

Loop One: Three-Mile Limping Ponygirl Loop,
Loop Three: Two-Mile Canyon Loop, or
Loop Five: One-Mile Galloping Ponygirl Loop.

However, she wasn’t yet familiar with:

Loop Two: Six-Mile Campsite Loop or
Loop Four: Ten-Mile Overnight Loop.

Between the main three-mile basic circuit and the five loops off that woodland trail, there was a total distance of 28 miles available for cart or surrey racing without repeating any of the paths; however, the two longest routes were most often an overnight event with camping gear and food carried in the cart.  For an additional fee, the driver could stop at a pre-arranged campsite with a personal meal attendant for dinner and then breakfast the next morning.  In that case, the much larger canvas tent included a floor, simple furniture, and a king-size bed.  A number of the ¼ mile stops were equipped with sturdy gas grills, a picnic-style table and bench seats, a hitching rail, a water barrel constantly refilled with fresh water, and a flat pad for setting up a tent, an air mattress, or a simple bedroll.

With some relief, even though she wasn’t a bit tired, Jiggles slowed as directed and the team jointly pulled the cart smoothly into the turn out.  As they stopped with a distinct tug on her reins, Jiggles tried to look back at the driver but the blinders on her helmet prevented her from confirming that Kayne Lawson was the driver.  Instead, she turned to the older woman beside her, Lola, her ‘roommate.’  “She’s now in such good shape,” she observed with more than a bit of admiration.  “Forty-two, married, and previously spoiled rotten as a housewife, and now she’s a powerful Ponygirl and runner.” She was intimately aware of her roommate’s new lithe and muscular body and it’s big oversize breasts.  They shared the same bed in their ‘stall’ and consoled themselves to their new life by nightly consummating their love. Their soft voiceless grunts of arousal and orgasm were a constant frustration to the Ponygirls along with their inability to communicate in any normal fashion.

She sighed, knowing full well what kinds of things happened at a pull over.

Jiggles felt a hand on her reins and turned to see a smiling Kayne Lawson just inches from her face.  Only fear of the awful consequences kept the voiceless woman from spitting in his face.  Crystal threatened to remove half their tongues in retribution for the worst of offenses.

“You are such a good girl,” Kayne smirked as he praised the Black Collared slave and rubbed her cheek.  “I’ve got a treat for such good Ponygirls.”

Jiggles moaned and softly shook her head to the negative.  It was all the disobedience she dared show.  His hand came up to Jiggles’ mouth and pushed something past her lips.  “Ohh,” Jiggles moaned automatically.  “A chocolate malt ball.”  Hating herself for it, Jiggles unconsciously moved her head along the hated man’s hand and opened her mouth for another.

“Are you a good girl, Lola?” Kayne teased the other Ponygirl while blatantly ignoring the cue for more malt balls from Jiggles.

Without thinking about it, Jiggles stamped her feet in anger at the male’s too-rapid shift in attention to her teammate and opened her mouth again.  A flush of heat swept up her face.  “Stupid!” she railed at herself for acting like a silly and jealous novice Ponygirl. “Fucking Kayne,” she repeated.

Kayne grinned at Chloe Woods’ drastically changed persona.  “She used to make it clear that she didn’t care for men or cock.  That’s why she was so good at worming her way into Aviana Riley’s panties.”  He now saw that as Jiggles, she was starved for attention, even from one of the most hated male member of the human race.  “A slut for attention,” he observed inwardly with a grin.

Kayne pulled a leash out of his pocket.  It was one of the tools of the Ponygirl trade he’d found in a supply box under the bench seat of the cart.  Impulsively, he ignored the look of perceived jealousy he saw on his ex-undercover agent’s face and snapped the end onto Lola’s collar.

Lola, previously Mrs. Nannie (Nan) Eastwood pranced joyously in place at being picked.  Bored with her married life and her equally boring husband, Nan had tentatively joined the anti-Judicial Enslavement Act group as a spur of the moment decision for a bit of excitement.  Unlike Chloe Woods who was a full-time student, Nan was a part-time student at the university when she heard their anti-Act rhetoric.  Like Chloe, she had no idea that the group intended a violent terrorist strike until it was too late.  Now, her idea of excitement was a hard cock to break up the monotony of her athletic life as a Ponygirl.  She fully enjoyed her free time with Ponygirl Jiggles; but more as a distraction, for sexual relief, … not as a full romantic love interest.

Kayne led the clearly happy Ponygirl toward a padded table and pulled her leash to the far side and hooked it in place.  Without the use of her leather bag covered hands and wrists locked to a belly chain, Lola was happily trapped belly-down on the cool leather.  She felt her ankles being kicked to the sides and she willingly spread her legs widely open.

“My pussy!” she panted voicelessly.  “Please, please, put it in my pussy.”

Kayne took a single glance behind him and was now certain that his ex-agent was both angry and jealous.  She stomped her feet again in frustration.  Grinning, he turned back to run an appreciative hand against the perfection of Lola’s ass, toughened from weeks of hard exercise and a rigid diet.  He bounced his hand over the tight flesh and wondered if anyone could predict that the glorious ass belonged not to a much younger 20-ish-year-old woman rather than the 42-year-old ass of what had been a pampered housewife.  “Good bitch!” he praised the Ponygirl as he continued to caress the perfect flesh.

An exploring finger delved deeper between her legs and he was pleasantly surprised at the sopping wet gash between her legs.  Kayne was aware that when properly prepared for a ‘drive,’ NLEC Ponygirls normally received a dab of either sex lube or Domestication Agent just inside their ass grommet and the same just inside their outer labia.

“Just a simple Ponygirl run got her this aroused,” he wondered.  “I even turned down the Domination Agent and she’s clearly ready for sex.  It’s her natural response.  Kayne carefully caressed her clit and then pinched it to see the reaction.

Lola’s head plunged upward and back as she gasped.  “An orgasm!” she moaned in a voice only she could hear.  “Now give me your cock!” she mentally commanded as she arched her back to better present her cunt for breeding.

Kayne guided his cock’s head between the Ponygirl’s legs and he slowly slid into her tight hole.  Lola’s pussy lips tightly clasped his dick as it slide inch by inch into one of her 3 pleasure holes now fully trained and committed to pleasing cock.  Her mouth, lips, and tongue were also highly trained in oral gratification of cock, cunt, or any sensitive body part.  But, she loved most being vaginally penetrated by a warm fleshy dick or a never softening dildo.  Her sigh of satisfaction as the very fat and very wide 7 inch cock sliced into her belly would have echoed loudly through the woods if she weren’t devoiced. 

“Oh, you beautiful Ponygirl,” Kayne gushed as he fought to overcome the tight suction resisting the outward pull of his dick.  “Your cunt is like wet, electrified silk,” he panted as he fought the almost instant urge to unleash his cum in the almost too cooperative Ponygirl.  He could only concentrate on the hot pussy he was beginning to pump and the need to continue without triggering a premature release.  “Holy shit!” he grunted.  “Holy shit!  You have a fine pussy, Lola, … such a fine pussy.”

Ponygirl Jiggles again stamped her feet in frustration at Lola’s obvious enjoyment of her defilement.  “Cunt!” she silently cried.  “That was supposed to be mine!”  Her only consolation was that neither Crystal or Kayne had squeezed any of the hated Domination Agent into her lower two sex holes.  “Thank the gods for that mercy!” she told herself as she relived how the itching and ache from the agent forced her to do anything and promise anything for a human touch on her pussy or ass even though that only brought temporary relief.  Inwardly, she was thankful that without a voice, she couldn’t lower herself by begging for a touch, … to promise anything for a hard cock or dildo to get temporary relief.

Jiggles gasped as Kayne turned and faced her.  His cock was now soaking wet with a mixture of his cum and Lola’s pussy juices lathered up on the entire pole.  Now, cock at half mast, Kayne approached her.  Wide-eyed, Jiggles fell to her knees as soon as the leash snapped onto the ring of her collar and he unclipped the reins from her helmet. 

Kayne also gasped as the Ponygirl slavishly attacked his flagging cock and almost desperately began to lick and suck all the juices off.  He felt his cock jerkingly surge back to full hardness.  The FBI agent yanked her upright and mouthed the side of one breast and nipple while he mauled the other.

“Nod if you have anything to report!” he hissed into her ear.

Whimpering at the need for sexual release, Jiggles whimpered and shook her head to the negative.

“Stupid cunt!” he hissed into her ear.  “Did you know that your fellow terrorist, Aviana Riley, ‘Thumper’, is actually the daughter of Mrs. Mariana Powers.  Did you know that she never changed her name when she got married?  Aviana is Aviana Powers Riley.  We have a true connection but no proof, … no smoking gun to prove Mariana Powers’ involvement.”

At this point, Ponygirl Jiggles didn’t care a bit about the case, … she whimpered to get his knowledgeable fingers to return between her legs to grant her release or for his now erect cock to paint her insides with his cum.

“Crap!” Kayne Lawson complained.  He’d already looked about the pull over and sighted at least three cameras that were most likely equipped with audio pickups.  His hissed comments to Ponygirl Jiggles couldn’t have been picked up but he now knew she’d learned nothing about the case.

Her face glistening with a mixture of pussy juice and jism from worshiping his soiled cock, Jiggles pranced behind Kayne as he led her to lay belly-down beside her roommate.

Kayne sighed again as he sunk his aching length into the velvety sheath of a second aroused and eager Ponygirl.  “And I get paid for this shit!” he told himself with a grin.  The tight rippling inner muscles of a Ponygirl were guaranteed to bring him to a satisfied ending.

After a shower and change of clothes, Kayne sat down in the members lounge and ordered a drink.  While relaxing, he fired up his tablet and accessed the member portion of the NLEC website.  He scrolled through the stock on hand, copied the data under a particular blonde female slave with C+ breasts, shifted to ‘Member Services’, selected ‘Date Nights’ and pasted in the slave registration number and name, ‘Kitty’ into the ‘Date Night Companion’ entry.

Kayne raised his glass upward as if Alexsandra Richardson was there to participate in the toast and he whispered, “Here’s to seeing you next Friday night, Kitty.”  As the smooth liquid exploded with flavor in his mouth, he thought of sinking his dick into her collared form.  “Your cunt is mine for that entire night,” he added with a mental image of fucking his beautiful subordinate.


22.  A Plan Made, Execution Underway

Angelica parked their car, an expensive Jaguar owned by Mrs. Powers, outside the club and looked to her companion.  “Ginger,” she hesitantly asked the young redhead, “do you really think this is a good plan?”

Ginger smirked at the older blonde, “I reviewed your concept and added just a few refinements.  If you’re not satisfied, then we can adjourn to the nearest restroom where you can drop your panties again and lay yourself down across my lap.”  She smiled sweetly at that last offer.  “Will my paddle help you better fine-tune our plan?”

Angelica shivered at the remembrance of how Ginger brutally punished her naked rump to bring her initially weak plan up to more satisfactory standards.  She cringed at the further thought of having to submit to a mere high school student.  “I only want to be sure of a full success,” she whispered back.  “I really, really don’t want to have a repeat session.”

Ginger grinned at the mental image of the tall, blonde older woman howling out in pain and begging for mercy as she hammered her favorite paddle repeatedly against her rippling ass.   She sighed and decided to give Angelica a boost of confidence.  “Your revised plan is fine and I’m positive that Master Kozlov will certainly be very satisfied with the results.”  Then, with an evil grin, she couldn’t help but add, “That is, … if you deliver the product.” 

The last comment brought a chill to Angelica’s brief surge of confidence.  “You know,” she whispered with some heat in her voice, “you can be a real bitch!”

The 21-year-old smiled sweetly at the 26-year-old.  “Precious,” she whispered back softly and reached out a hand to caress the adult’s cheek, “you may complain and resist, but I know that you orgasmed after your paddling when I pinched your hard little clit.”  She paused and added, “The tapes from your outing with Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids seemed to show that you enjoyed a lot of screaming orgasms despite complaining about wearing a Green Collar at the time.”

Angelica scowled at the younger woman.  “Bitch!” she repeated with more heat.  “You know full well that just because my body responded doesn’t mean my brain liked the experience.  It’s kind of like the forced happy endings that we give the horny housewives.”

Ginger merely smirked at her older coworker.

Angelica’s plan for the night was to begin gathering the concrete evidence she needed to collect along with signed depositions from the college girls identified by Jena Tanner.  It was a Friday night and the club was having it’s once-a-month ladies night.  The last major step in her plan was to record the planned confrontation with Raja Khatri in her office in the main administration building for the university.  Angelica’s endgame was to force Raja into recommending students needing tuition assistance to contact the NLEC for loans and to force her to stop blackmailing students and illegally making them into prostitutes.  Ginger fully approved of the scheme to generate more income for NLEC by exploiting the college girls.

While making her overall plan, Angelica had agonized over releasing the college girls trapped by Raja Khatri into freedom from dancing and whoring at the strip club while coaxing them into self-enslaving under conditions not too unlike that offered by the club.  Albeit fully legal and with better pay.

“Angelica,” Ginger had explained, “it will be a better deal for them.  First off, we’ll get them out of the hell they’re trapped in by Raja and then, like Jena, they will owe one weekend of self-enslavement at NLEC for every $500 we give them as loans.  Sergei Kozlov will guarantee in the contract that they will only have to fulfill ‘Date Night’ roles or serve as eye-candy wait staff when they don’t have ‘dates’ scheduled.  Topless wait staff are usually limited to blowjobs or oral sex, not like our normal general purpose Green Collar livestock who are usually assigned to much harder use at one of the Petting Zoos, the Equestrian Center, or reserved for action through the NLEC website.  Sergei agreed to come up with some sort of tag to hang below the Green Collar designating ‘limited use’.”

With Sergei’s promise reviewed in her head, Angelica followed Ginger into ‘Vixen’s Venus Trap Gentlemen's Club’.  The pulsating beat from within the club nearly overwhelmed them as the near sound proof door to the club opened.  Passing beyond the entry alcove into the very dim interior of the building toward the stage areas, the beat of the personal song selected by the current stripper gyrating onstage made conversation a real challenge and even walking was difficult at the abrupt change in lighting.   Angelica’s body could actually feel the impacts of the musical beats on her torso as the brunette stripper on the central stage undulated in raw sexual appeal and then whipped off her final bit of clothing. 

Ginger steered her toward a table and almost instantly, a cute topless waitress came by to get their drink orders.  “Two of the grande margaritas and four shots of tequila,” Ginger ordered assertively.  When Angelica looked at her askance, she shrugged, leaned toward her, and spoke loudly in her ear, “A few drinks will stiffen our resolve.”  She looked pointedly at Angelica and smirked.

Angelica frowned and sat back to look down at herself.  She grimaced at the awful clothing Ginger convinced her to wear for her role in the evening’s plan.  Angelica wore a pair of too tall black high heels, black fishnet thigh-high stockings, a too short cheap black vinyl miniskirt that exposed the tops of her fishnet stocking, a sheer see-through white blouse, and a clearly visible filmy black bra that showed through the blouse.  Her nipples were rock hard and punched outward prominently under the see-through blouse and filmy bra.  Lastly, her makeup was overdone in a cheap manner and her brilliant red lipstick almost glowed in the dim lighting.  Angelica looked exactly like a cheap and submissive whore dragged off the street by a client.

Unlike Angelica, Ginger was dressed in one of Angelica’s most expensive courtroom outfits that left no doubt in anyone’s mind that she was a young, very successful, and highly paid professional woman; likely an executive, a lawyer, an administrator, or a financial advisor.

Resolved to continue with what was, after all, her plan, Angelica quickly downed one of the tequila shots and than took a deep gulp from the very large margarita glass.  Ginger took a very small sip of her own margarita and carefully monitored Angelica and her nervousness.  The plan concocted by Angelica and tweaked by Ginger called for waiting for one of the dancer / strippers described by Jena Tanner and pay her to take them to the upstairs VIP Lounge where Ginger would videotape the encounter.  The tall slim black friend of Cynthia Dickerson, Jena Tanner, who was using the name Sugar while working off her tuition debt at NLEC, claimed that Raja Khatri could be found in the VIP Lounge every single “Ladies Night” at Vixen’s Venus Trap Gentlemen's Club.

One after the other, three dancers came to the stage, danced, stripped, and left before Ginger recognized one of the subject college girls.  “It’s Lucie Greene,” Ginger hissed to her boss, Angelica.  “Holy dairy farms!  That poor thing must have had a huge makeover with those D-size udders!”

Angelica was feeling no pain and even she was jealous of Lucie’s massive clearly firmly fake hooters.  After waiting almost 45 minutes, she had almost finished her margarita when Ginger surreptitiously switched her nearly full glass with Angelica’s nearly empty one.  In the dim strip club with mind-numbingly loud music and lewdly exposed feminine flesh exposed everywhere, staid and naive Angelica didn’t notice.  As Angelica nervously waited to more actively take on her role in the plan, she also drank the two untouched tequilas that Ginger had ignored until finally switching them out one at a time with Angelica’s empties.  Two huge margaritas and four shots of tequila later and Angelica was almost unaware of where she was.

She watched Lucie as if mesmerized as the dancer’s naked skin glistened under the harsh spotlights during her energetic routine.  The stripper began to prance about the shiny brass stripper pole.  Her augmented breasts seemed absolutely huge on her small frame and stayed unnaturally still despite her athletic gyrations.  As a finale, she stopped wide-legged facing away from Angelica’s face, leaned forward, and splayed her pussy lips open with two fingers of one hand.

Angelica’s face was only about a foot away from the stripper’s lewdly exposed sex and asshole.  She gasped at the amount of sex fluid that weeped from the brunette’s exposed sex and the lube which glistened around her puckered asshole.  Shaved bald, her cunt and ass were fully available for viewing.  The dancer leaned down and faced backward to wink at Angelica through her legs.  Then, she briefly shook and shimmied her ass which was just inches from Angelica’s face.

The NLEC lawyer could smell clearly the musky scent of a very aroused woman.

“Interested, honey?” the dancer hissed just as the final bars of her song faded away.  The $20 bill dropped by Ginger as the dancer lost her top and then the second $20 bill as she stood naked save for her platform high heels had brought her to the stage in front of her best tippers.

Ginger quickly thrust three $20 bills into the dancer’s hand.  “I want you to go up with us to the VIP Lounge,” she demanded.

The dancer tugged on Angelica’s ear before lightly caressing her cheek with her finger wet from opening her pussy.  “Oh, so kinky!” she cooed to Ginger.  “I’m gonna love this!”  Then turning and squatting down as far as possible with her knees still widespread, her pussy lips blossomed open like a flower and exposed the pinkness of her inner cock sleeve.  “Girls, everything is 50% extra for a couple like you two, but I promise full satisfaction.”

Before Angelica could protest that they weren’t actually a couple, the dancer had whirled about and flounced off behind the stage.  Ginger leaned forward to place her lips inches from Angelica’s ear.  “Don’t worry Precious, it’s Ladies Night and we are what they expect to see here.”  Then, she grabbed the back of Angelica’s head with one hand and dragged them together to place a scorching kiss on Angelica’s lips.  Her other hand jammed its way between Angelica’s legs and aggressively rubbed the front of her very damp cleft.  Her sex was easily accessible, Ginger had refused to let her wear panties.

“Stop!” Angelica hissed as she pulled back from the kiss and yanked away the hand delving between her legs.  She struggled to pull back down the too short miniskirt that Ginger had forced her to wear.  “My plan doesn’t call for you to molest me, … I’m just to act as a distraction.  So, behave yourself!”

Angelica jumped when a feminine hand with absurdly long painted fingernails fell on her shoulder from behind. 

“I’m Destiny,” the stripper boldly announced.  “What do I call you and your beautiful blonde toy?” the brunette purred to Ginger while pointedly ignoring Angelica.  “Is this older bimbo a rental or is she your captured sub that likes being humiliated by a much younger woman and forced to dress like a cheap street walker?”

“Call me Alice,” Ginger replied with a big grin, “and blondie here is my boss and her name is ‘Bunni’ with an ‘i’ because when I get her going, she responds like a coked up, demon-possessed, fucking bunny.  Plus, Bunni likes a bit of humiliation, being topped, and especially being spanked by younger girls like you and I.”

A cloud seemed to quickly pass over Destiny’s face before she restored her carefully practiced look of sexual allure.  “Perfect,” she responded with her sexy purr restored.  “So, … lets go and see what Bunni discovers after going down Alice and Destiny’s Rabbit holes,” she replied with well-practiced fake enthusiasm.

On the way to the stairwell leading to the VIP Lounge, Destiny paused a moment and turned back to Ginger, “Alice, I gotta warn you, Ladies Night in the VIP Lounge is closer to an orgy than just a semi-private thing like men do with their dancers.”

Ginger smirked back and declared, “Bunni needs the experience.  So, lead on Destiny!”

Upstairs in the large VIP Lounge with its semi-private alcoves with couches and overstuffed chairs, Destiny steered them to a leather upholstered couch.  Ginger lightly kissed Destiny and handed her five $100 bills.  “Honey,” she said, “We want the full experience with most of the focus on Bunni.  Just let me know when or if you need more money.”

Ginger stared with lust at the nakedly undulating ass of the brunette as she scurried away to hand the money off to a bouncer standing just outside the VIP Lounge door.  The short filmy negligee she’d shrugged on after her dance left all her feminine charms on display.  It didn’t even close in the front.  Destiny had a full buffet of charms to enjoy.  Ginger had been relieved when Sergei agreed to their plan and got them a dispensation from the Slave Commissioner to go undercover investigating an illegal slavery operation.  They could pay for sexual services without the worry of a soliciting prostitution charge.

Once Destiny’s amazing ass was gone from sight, Ginger quickly stood up and yanked Angelica to her feet.  “Alright, so far your plan is going perfectly,” she hissed in Angelica’s ear.  “Our dancer, Destiny, is Lucie Greene a senior and according to Jena, she’s been doing this for two full years and still remains indebted to that bitch Raja Kharti.  So, remember, you’re the distraction,” she added.  “I need to get proper video proof while you keep Lucie occupied.”  Before Angelica knew what was going on, her vinyl skirt had been unzipped and yanked down to her shoes.  Ginger pushed against her hard, and she flew back onto the couch, landing awkwardly with her legs widespread and her naked shaved pussy exposed and framed between the tops of her thigh-high hose.

“Mmmm, kinky,” Destiny exclaimed in pure pleasure as she stepped past Ginger to stand between Angelica’s legs.  “I like the bald twat and the ownership tattoo above its pussy.  Alice, your Precious toy would make a prime dancer here with those big pleasure bags.”  She glanced toward Ginger while she laid her hands on the top of Angelica’s blouse.  “Baby, you’ve primed the pump with $500.  Is it truly anything goes and can I take the lead making Bunni a very happy slut?”

When Ginger nodded her head, Destiny yanked the sheer blouse open.  Buttons flew across the room.  Angelica’s flimsy excuse for a bra quickly fell apart and was whisked away.  Angelica squealed in surprise and before she could protest, Destiny fell to her knees before her and her lips greedily sought one of Angelica’s hard nipples.

“Ahhh,” Angelica drunkenly sighed involuntarily as the greedy lips sucked and lightly chewed on the sensitive nubbin.  “Ohhh, … yesss,” escaped her lips when Destiny’s hands began to maul and massage her big breasts while her lips and tongue continued to worship her nipples.

“Full service,” Ginger reminded Destiny, “I want the little whore wrung out senseless and limp before you switch to do the same with me.”

“Hmmmph,” Destiny muttered as she concentrated on the DDs she was feasting on.  She pulled her head back momentarily and hissed, “You got it, Alice!  You’ll never know what hit you when its your turn.”

When Destiny turned back to Angelica’s nipple, Ginger set her handbag on a small round tabletop next to the couch and aimed the digital camera inside through the bag’s zipper opening toward another couch across the room.

Angelica felt Destiny grab her hands and place them on the dancer’s fat tits.  “They’re hard,” Angelica thought as she squeezed her fingers on the oversized pleasure bags, “These must have been much smaller before surgery.”  She realized that 21-year-old Lucie Greene probably didn’t voluntarily get them enlarged.  Jena Tanner, soon to be Sugar while working weekends at NLEC, had given Angelica a list of the college girls that she was certain had been tricked into working the strip club by the tuition assistance counselor.  Destiny was one of those girls.

Raja Khatri, the college tuition assistance counselor took just that moment to walk into the VIP Lounge leading two of her students.  Raja was the shortest of the three and decidedly the least beautiful of the trio.  While nobody would consider her ugly because she was clearly in the ‘pretty’ category of women, her face and mannerism was that of a person solely self-focused and certain of the fact that she was entitled to being pampered by the world.   Neither of the young college girls with her that were dressed like strippers looked happy.  The pink leather dog collars and leashes further dehumanized the two college girls.

“That’s the bitch counselor with two juniors just snared by Raja Khatri’s tuition assistance scam,” Ginger told herself.  She had carefully memorized the folder that she and Angelica had assembled based on interviews with Jena Turner and meticulous research about each of the girls that she mentioned.  “Ellie-Mai Kramer is the blonde and Cari Morrow is the brunette.  Both are 20 and juniors at the college.  Supposedly, there were a total of ten juniors and seniors that were vulnerable because their tuition savings were gone and they were on the verge of having to leave school.  Jena claimed that Raja, a domineering dyke, enjoyed humiliating the girls she tricked into accepting money for tuition.  The contracts they signed have forced them to work every weekend for the gentlemen’s club as strippers.  Private dances in the main room and providing ‘special services’ in the VIP Lounge have been mandatory.  Jena said the interest on the loans was onerously high and with extra fees constantly being added to the load, it was unlikely the ones trapped would ever be free of their obligatory dancing, stripping, and whoring.”

“They are crying,” Ginger hissed to herself and hoped the video would capture all the indignities of what the girls were being subjected to.  She tilted her head to get a better view.  “Those are whip marks on each of their backs,” she hissed in anger.  “Raja must have made foul demands or something, because both Ellie-Mai and Cari are now topless.”  With the string-like g-string and platform heels, both the blonde and brunette were virtually naked.  Ginger cut her eyes to the side and saw a fully naked dancer sitting alone at an overstuffed chair.  Unlike Ginger, her camera was mounted on a tripod and openly pointed at the trio capturing the debauchery.   “Blackmail material,” Ginger told herself.  “I bet that’s a key tool used to force the girls into stripping and whoring.”

At that moment, Raja moved her ass far down to the edge of the couch so that the blonde could reluctantly use her lips and tongue on Raja’s sex.  The brunette leaned over the blonde to kiss Raja and to explore her breasts.  Ginger made sure her camera was capturing the action.

At that moment, Angelica’s brain was in a daze.  She dimly realized that while she was downstairs watching the strippers, she might have had a bit too much to drink.  “It was only a margarita and a couple of shots of tequila,” she told herself still unaware that she’d had exactly twice that amount of alcohol.   As a result, Angelica was mostly unaware when Destiny yanked her naked ass closer to the front edge of the couch.  Head spinning a bit and her self-control slipping, she groaned drunkenly and eagerly thrust her hips up toward Destiny’s very talented lips and tongue.  “Unghh,” she groaned mindlessly as the woman’s lips and questing hands skillfully drew her to a quick orgasm.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned.  Her hands slipped down to guide Destiny’s face harder against her sex.  “Yessss!” she hissed.  “Just like that!  Eiiiii!”

Destiny grinned at how quickly she got the submissive blonde bimbo to orgasm.  After the second one, she pushed Bunni sideways on the couch and crawled across her body.  “You’re going to eat me now, Bunni,” she hissed in Angelica’s ear.  “Eat me like the $20 whore that you are.”  With that demand, Destiny quickly rotated over the gasping blonde and mashed her pussy down on the woman’s face.  She reached down and found Bunni’s slippery clit and squeezed it hard.  She felt the muffled cry of pain directed toward her pussy and plunged her own tongue into the bimbo’s twat. 

Ginger grinned down at the two women as they furiously ate each other out. She was more than a little aroused herself.  Stiff cocks didn’t do anything for the 4H Senior but she was totally into pussy and being in charge of cunts, especially cowed and helpless cunts.  She leaned over and hissed in Destiny’s ear.  “Don’t you dare cum until my Bunni has had at least three orgasms.  Remember, I want her fucked out before you come over here and get busy between my legs!”  When she refocused her attention on Raja, the dancer filming blackmail material was gone.

Earth shattering orgasms later, and woozy from both the sex and the alcohol, Angelica slowly came to realize that she was alone on the couch.  She looked toward Ginger and found Destiny perched on her lap and the two lip-locked in a passionate kiss and make out session.  Destiny clearly had one hand busy jilling Ginger’s pussy and the other squeezing a pale breast.  From her position, she couldn’t see Raja so she stood up on unsteady feet and looked that way beyond Ginger and Destiny.  Being ladies night, the VIP Lounge was only occupied by women, very aggressive and dominate women.  Before her, she saw Ginger with Destiny and beyond them, Raja still perversely controlling the two juniors.  Angelica drunkenly started to turn to see if there were any other customers in the room.

“Owww!” she hissed as a hand firmly gripped her elbow and another grabbed an earlobe.  She turned to see the third customer in the room was the one tightly holding her arm and twisting her ear.  The woman looked to be in her early 40s and was pretty but with a strong build as if she were an athlete.  She wore a knee-length dress outfit that was unbuttoned all the way from her neck to the bottom button.  Underneath she was naked and her breasts and pussy glistened in the dim lighting from someone’s oral attention.

“Destiny will keep her client very busy now, … so that leaves you free for another customer,” the woman said while popping a riding crop against her side.  “I asked for and paid for two compliant bitches and only one was available.  So, now that you’re finished putting on a show, … you’ll do very nicely.”

“What?” Angelica asked in confusion.  “Nooo!”  A very strong hand grabbed her jaw and the crop slashed down against her vulnerable inner thigh.   “Ouch!  Stop!” she protested weakly.  The crop slashed down twice more interrupting any chance at explaining she wasn’t a stripper or for hire.

“Don’t act hard to get!” the woman demanded.  “I don’t allow backtalk from my sluts!  You’re a stripper whoring yourself out and you’re paid for!” she spoke with irritation.  “I paid top dollar to dominate two cunts and you’re mine now!”  Irritated at the slut’s resistance, the woman muttered, “I only get to do this once a month during Ladies Night.”

Angelica felt herself being dragged away from Ginger and Destiny toward another couch where a crying stripper wearing only platform heels was draped on her back along the upholstered length of the leather couch.  One of her legs was on the floor and her knee pulled outward enough that her raw, reddened pussy was fully exposed.

“Kneel!” the woman commanded and shoved Angelica to the floor.  The woman, Assistant County District Attorney, Nichola Mata, had a strong grip that shifted from Angelica’s bruised elbow to grab her hair and force her face into the sobbing woman’s pussy.  “Start eating!  I want her tears of pain to become tears of joy!”

This time, the crop slashed down hard against Angelica’s rump.  Even with alcohol confusing her brain’s decision making processes, Bunni / Precious / Angelica had enough training as a Green Collar Slave to automatically shift into slave mode and she dug into the steamy twat before her with schooled enthusiasm.

Meanwhile, Destiny dragged a very aroused Ginger toward one of the few VIP Lounge’s very private rooms.  Destiny snagged Ginger’s purse and led the way with one hand firmly towing the redhead behind her.  Plan completely forgotten, Ginger focused every bit of her attention on Destiny’s ass cheeks as she was led away.  Destiny’s hips moved with the same exaggerated hip roll of a woman luring a sailor into her clutches.  Ginger was smitten.

The room was small and dimly lit but Ginger could see a large bed in the middle of the room with a couch and sofa chairs along two walls.  The far wall was a fully stocked bar.  Destiny tossed Ginger’s purse aside to a small table and boldly pulled her into her arms.  Ginger was overwhelmed with lust as the stripper once again took aggressive possession of her lips and breasts.  Ginger was fully aware as her vest, blouse, and bra were tugged back over her shoulders to slide down her arms.  “Hmmm, yesss,” she moaned in lust.  Her tight blouse cuffs snagged on her wrists and Ginger grunted in disappointment that she couldn’t immediately reciprocate by exploring the dancers body.   Her hands ached to resume exploring the dancer’s lush breasts and tight ass.   “Mmmmm,” she moaned, this time in frustration.

Destiny looked over Alice’s shoulders and shivered as the red light of one of the room’s cameras faded out.  Knowing she now had little time left, she whispered into Ginger’s ear, “Your slut liked being harshly topped.  Are you stuck on your arrogant little power trip or are you adventurous and looking for a change in lifestyle?  Hmmm?”

“Huh?” Ginger muttered artlessly as she struggled to figure out the question and frame an answer from her very unexpected position.  Ginger had been clear-headed by only pretending to drink her margarita and tequila shots.  But, after over an hour of disorientation from the loud pulsating music, the hypnotizing beauty of the undulating dancers, and her arousal from the raunchy show of Angelica getting topped, … Ginger’s brain was currently operating at less than half it’s normal IQ or speed.  Sex was the only topic on the forethoughts of her brain.  She never answered the question.

Much later when she thought back to that night, Ginger continued to puzzle over where the gag came from that seemed to magically appear in her mouth.  Then, somehow, she ended up being spun around and on her belly atop the bed, the retaining strap for the gag was brutally tightened, and her wrists trapped in the cuffs of her blouse.  The nude dancer had smoothly taken charge of her body.  Ginger blamed her hesitation in resisting due to the shock of being attacked and so easily subdued.  Later, she told herself with misgivings, “A Slave Mistress and Slave Trainer naked, gagged, and helpless?  Unimaginable!  Impossible!  Fuck!”

With her prey mostly restrained, Destiny twisted one hand in the tangled mess holding Alice’s wrists.  She swung her legs over the confused redhead’s back and pulled bondage cords from under one of the bed’s pillows.  It took her only a moment to capture both elbows, whip the cord around them, and pull the elbows together so she could tie off the soft 10-mm cord.   Destiny feverishly struggled to get the cuffs of the blouse unbuttoned and then she bound the wrists as well.  Next, she spun her body around over Alice’s back and grabbed both ankles.  A third section of the bright red bondage cord trapped the ankles tightly together.  Her focus shifted to finding the waist zipper for Alice’s’s skirt.  When she tugged the waist of the wriggling bitch’s dress down over the redhead’s rounded rump, Destiny sighed at the very pale perfection that was only partially hidden by the very lacy and obviously expensive pair of black panties. 

She couldn’t help grinning at the wondrous opportunity to mark up the gloriously blemish free and perfect ass of a self-satisfied and arrogant upper class cunt.  Then, she grimaced, looked back to the dead security camera, and then she frowned.  “So little time,” she mused, “so many customers that need punishing for taken advantage of us.”  Destiny reached under the other pillow and felt through the items there until she felt the rubber grip of a paddle.

Just as Ginger started to realize she’d somehow unknowingly become the bottom in the paid arrangement with the college girl turned dancer, stripper, and prostitute, it got much worse.  Her ass exploded in pain.  “Hmmph!” she screamed into the gag.  A second, third, and fourth blow quickly followed that first one.  Each time, Ginger howled in pain to no avail.  Arms trapped behind her back and legs held together by her ankles, Ginger could only wriggle helplessly like a worm stuck on a hook.

“This is like one of our slave-breaker introductions to slavery,” she wondered fuzzily as her ass throbbed and burned long after the brutal blows stopped.  “What’s going on?” she asked herself.

Above her, Ginger reached back to that second pillow and pulled out a black leather slave hood from underneath.  She leaned down to what she thought of as Alice’s ear and harshly whispered, “I warned you, Alice, that you’ll never know what hit you when it became your turn.”  She popped the slave hood over Alice’s head, carefully tucked away any stray red hairs under the hood, she tugged the neck strap snugly and her captive was now trussed up helplessly naked, blind, gagged, and unable to speak or protest.   She couldn’t help herself, … she grabbed the paddle again and poured out her hatred and anger at being forced to work at the club onto the customer’s ass.  “Fuck her!” she snarled.  “Fucking bitches and bastards coming here and paying for private dances and sex!  Fuck them all!”

“Eiiiii!” Ginger shrieked out, wriggled helplessly, and continued to scream as the blows kept raining down on her ass.  Her bondage gave her no means of escape.  Besides the awful pain, Ginger just couldn’t believe she was at the other end of a domineering woman’s control.  Horrified, humiliated, and absolutely bone dry with not an iota of arousal, Ginger was almost certain she’d entered a hellish inferno designed specifically to address her personal horrors.

Within just moments, the naked stripper transformed herself from a naked unwilling prostitute at the club to a posh looking woman customer in classy business attire.  “The low heels fit,” she told herself with satisfaction.  She ignored the fact that her oversized breasts bulged around the edges of the woman’s bra and that the blouse under the vest ended up fitting far too snugly in the chest.  She picked up the purse of the woman she knew as Alice and frowned at the unexpected weight.  Inside was an expensive looking compact video camera with the red record light still lit, a taser, and a wallet.  The camera and wallet were ignored; money was welcome but not that important because Lucie still had the generous tip money that Alice had given her and over half the money she was supposed to have paid the bouncer.  It was the taser that drew her full attention.  She kept the taser, set the purse back down, and grabbed a handful of gear from its hiding places in the room.

Destiny, now properly clothed, was back to being Lucie Greene, a 21-year-old college student nearing graduation.  Without a second glance or smidgen of remorse at what she’d done to the redhead, she strode out of the room with confidence and reentered the VIP Lounge area. 

Lucie Greene immediately spotted the woman that was the cause of the trapped existence she and other college students were desperate to escape.  Off to her left was another customer that she recognized as being especially brutal to the girls.  “I’ll take care of that bitch last,” she promised herself; thankful that for the moment the woman she knew was Nichola Mata, the county’s Assistant District Attorney, was totally absorbed in fucking out what few brains that the blonde bimbo, Bunni, seemed to posses.  “Not sure how that brainless twat, Bunni, ended up in Nichola’s hands,” she wondered. 

To her right, the tuition assistance counselor was naked at the moment except for an unbuttoned blouse that exposed her ass and pussy from her bent-over position tormenting two of Lucie’s college friends.  Lucie simply walked up to Raja Khatri and jammed the taser between the slim butt cheeks she’d so often been forced to worship.  As the older woman silently collapsed from the harsh electrical discharge, Lucie reached down to her friends.  “Ellie-Mai, … Cari, it’s me, Lucie.  Get up and help me get this bitch out of sight and into one of the private rooms.  We don’t have much time, … the video feed and security system have already been turned off.

Warned earlier by Lucie that something bad was going to happen that night, the blonde and brunette juniors quickly rallied and bent down to drag Raja into the room.  First, the just rescued brunette student tore the taser out of her friend’s hand, triggered the taser squarely between Raja’s labia, and then her blonde friend quickly did the same.  Lucie stood by and observed her friends getting some revenge against Raja.  The woman quivered, gasped, and moaned with each crackling discharge of the taser.  After that, it took just moments to reduce the college counselor to a gagged, naked, bound, and hooded captive laid out next to Ginger.

“This is how those fucks wanted us prepared?” Ellie-Mai asked Lucie.

“They really were going to sell us to human traffickers?” Cari wondered in astonishment at the depravity of the men.

Lucie nodded grimly.  “Raja, the day and night club managers, a bouncer, and a male dancer are in on the plot.  The men are robbing the club right now and will blame the four of us for everything and use that as an excuse for our disappearance.”

She paused and added, “The irony is that many businesses, especially sex-related businesses planned to expand their operations based on availability of a huge inventory of judicially enslaved young American women.  With the Judicial Enslavement Act on hold, the price of American cunt has drastically risen on the international market because of the unexpected shortage of new slaves.”

“Fuckers!” Ellie-Mai hissed.  “They all should burn in hell!”

“That’s so brutal,” Cari added. “Lucie, … I hate you describing us as American cunt, stock, livestock, or even slaves!”

Lucie sighed, “Face it girls, … we were young juicy fuckmeat that got scammed and then fucked while The Act is in limbo.  Imagine how bad it will be for someone like us that fucks up with judicial enslavement in effect.  Places like this will expand, filled with helpless young bitches like us, making money for the bastards like the owners of this place and opportunistic bitches like Raja.”

“Well, that’s all well and good for a dissertation or thesis, … but, while there’s three of us,” Ellie-Mai observed looking down at the two hooded captives, “there’s only two replacements.”

“They’ll know someone is missing,” brunette Cari added in a worried tone as she finished dressing in Raja’s clothing.  She won the round of rock, paper, scissors and happily got Raja’s clothing leaving Ellie-Mai naked for the moment.

“Not to worry,” the college senior responded.  “There’s a real nasty bitch of a customer out there, the Assistant County District Attorney, a vicious domineering cunt named Nichola Mata.  She’s torturing one of our classmates and some blonde bimbo that came in here with the redhead.”  She pointed to Ginger, the one with the palest skin as she mentioned the redhead.

“Well, that nasty bitch of a DA, the blonde bimbo, this redhead, and hell-bitch Raja makes four.  That means all four of us can escape and they won’t know it until later,” Ellie-Mai spoke with a grin.  “Thank the gods that you overheard how they were going to subdue the four of us, put us in gags and bondage, and then put these fucking hoods on us,” Ellie-Mai added.

“We’ll need to get any documents from Raja’s office,” Cari interjected.  “That needs to be done before anyone notices that she’s missing.”

Angelica was still in an alcohol and sex fueled haze.  She was aware only of amazing sensations as near continuous rolling orgasms crashed through her body as the woman behind her hammered a harnessed fake cock into her very receptive cunt.  She was in a drunken haze of pure enjoyment at the seemingly endless thrusting of the dildo.

The stripper whose cunt she’d been forced to eat had passed out while Angelica was being fucked.  With her hands bound behind her back, Angelica’s head kept bumping against the unconscious performer’s breasts from the powerful strokes into her sex.  The woman that grabbed her was drilling her relentlessly with a very fat, very long, and very black dildo.  The other end was jammed into the woman’s cunt and held in place by the strap-on harness.

Both women were moaning, grunting, and gasping in a scene worthy of a polished pornographic video.  At the moment, Angelica was still inarticulately muttering in wondrous ecstasy long seconds after the thrusting stopped and the huge dildo slipped out of her slimy cunt with a liquid slurping sound.  She didn’t notice that Nichola Mata, her rapist, had been yanked backward away from her with a taser jammed between her naked breasts. 

Angelica was still in the throes of that last orgasm when Lucie hissed, “This bitch, Bunni, is drunk on her ass!  Cari, stick a ring gag in the bimbo’s mouth so that she won’t choke to death if she vomits.”  Angelica only belatedly noticed that a slave hood had been pulled over her head or the grunting of Cari and Ellie-Mai as they dragged her bound form into the privacy room and laid her out on the floor beside Ginger, Raja, and the assistant district attorney who had so throughly plundered her pussy.

The fourth girl that they rescued was Tamera Arroyo a 16-year-old black-haired Hispanic freshman just tricked into her first night at the club.  While Ellie-Mai happily slipped on Nichola Mata’s clothing, Tamera grumbled at having to wear the cheap vinyl street walker’s mini skirt and ruined blouse with no buttons that had been worn by Angelica.  Undeterred by the complaints, Lucie gathered up the three liberated purses and led her friends down a narrow back stairwell that led to a small kitchen and a delivery door.   With the building security system down, leaving the strip club was as easy as pushing the bar to unlatch the door.

Fake ex-US Marshals masquerading as Kathi Vincent and Cindy Lowery were outside the gentleman’s club.  Kathi Vincent sat inside an unmarked NLEC van watching the front entry and the Jaguar coupe driven by Ginger.  Cindy Lowery was in a position to cover the rear delivery door while sitting in Ginger’s actual car, a nondescript blue Buick sedan.

Both women, escaped prisoners impersonating their original US Marshal escorts, wore their typical tan utility uniform, unpolished tan rough leather combat boots and a utility belt holding a service revolver, taser, flashlight, and handcuffs.  A shiny silver star was pinned to their uniform.  They were in constant communication.  “I see activity at the rear door,” the slim black ex-prisoner told her partner in the Jaguar.  She quietly slipped out of the Buick.  With the dome light removed, there was no outward sign the Buick’s door had opened and then closed.  “Shit!” she exclaimed, “four women, none of them ours, and two are wearing Ginger and Angelica’s clothing.”

“Coming,” was her partner’s cryptic response.

Lucie scurried out the back door and led her friends along the back wall until she reached the edge of the building.  The main parking lot was forward, at the front of the building.  Staying close to the cinderblock wall, they stayed single file all the way to the front where they paused.  Lucie clicked Alice’s remote and grinned as a sporty Jaguar blinked its parking lights.  “Lets go!  Come on,” she hissed.

Lucie was unprepared when a slim and fit uniformed woman with a shiny silver star on her chest confronted them with a service revolver in one hand and a taser in the other.  A barely moving green targeting dot centered on her own chest from the revolver’s laser aiming light.

“Don’t even think of running!” a harsh voice from behind commanded.  “Face the car and get down on your knees!  Now!” that voice continued. 

“Please, we’re just escaping!” Lucie whimpered.  “Help us!”

Escaped prisoners Jennie Floyd and Sharon Waller had spent the weeks working at NLEC studying police procedure manuals and on-line videos in every spare moment of their time.  They were desperate to present the impression of professionalism so nobody would suspect them of masquerading as Marshals.  After weeks of studies and practicing take-down procedures on themselves, they quickly had four women with wrists cuffed behind their backs.

“Please, you have to listen, it’s dangerous here.  Inside are four bastards who planned to sell all four of us tonight to human traffickers,” Lucie Greene insisted as she was shoved into the NLEC van.  “I’m Lucie and we’re just college students trying to escape.”

While black Sharon Waller cuffed the ankles of the other three, Jennie Floyd slapped Lucie twice across her face.  “Listen up, cunt!” Jennie hissed.  “You’re wearing clothes that don’t belong to you.  What did you do with the redhead whose clothes you’re wearing?”

Lucie gulped and almost pissed herself.  “Please, … I didn’t know.  I thought she was some arrogant bitch lording it over her bimbo.  She’s upstairs bound and hooded along with her blonde bimbo.  The other two are real pieces of work and deserve being sold.”

“Fuck!” Sharon hissed as she realized that Angelica and Ginger had been subdued by these college girls and were in danger of being trafficked.  She stepped out of the van and used a speed dial button on her cell phone.  “Master Sergei,” she spit out with urgency, “their plan has gone tits up!  I suggest you get rolling right away.”

Inside the van, Jennie glared at Lucie.  “You escaped and planned to have our friends take your places?  To be sold to sex traffickers?”

Lucie wept and nodded.  “They have a van parked at the rear exit and that’s what they’ll use to move the girls to some sort of private airfield.”

“Time to go kick some ass!” Jennie commanded Sharon.  “We’re moving.”  With that, Jennie led the way back along the side of the building.  She hoped they were in time because she couldn’t imagine what Sergei’s reaction would be if they lost Angelica and Ginger.


23.  That Same Friday Night: Voluntarily Wearing a Collar

“I’ll sell you their debt for $3,000,” Jena had offered.  “And, I’ll take the NLEC loan of $10,000 in exchange for wearing your Green Collar here at NLEC for 20 date-night weekends.”

Jena’s first session as Sugar was scheduled for that next Friday night and she would be on duty until midnight on Sunday.  She would be an escort and a prostitute for 48 hours every week until her debt was cleared.  Jena had been very excited to get her personal DVD copy of the edited scenes of Emily and Cynthia getting the fucking of their lives.  When she agreed to accepting a loan from NLEC to cover her tuition and some living expenses, she’d also been eager to see herself getting sexed in her own DVD.   Since then, she’d developed some very worried thoughts about NLEC.

“Honestly,” Sergei had told her, “you look like a model with your slim body, tight ass, and firm tits.”   The comment had flooded her panties with arousal.  Only the importance of the loan and contract they were discussing kept her from pulling down her jeans and panties to beg him to use her the same as the sluts Emily and Cynthia.  She actually had a little cum when he admitted, “I’m a slaver and we’ll get clients excited about using you with a customized marketing plan.”

“Fuck!  That’s hot!  I’m getting a Masters in Business Administration and I’ve become a marketing plan,” Jena had whispered.

Her remembrance of what happened when she come to help out her friend, Cynthia Dickerson, was rudely interrupted.

“I don’t understand how you got to be in charge!” Emily Dickerson complained in a whiney voice from the back seat.  “That crop hurt!” she moaned.  “And why did you put this stupid Green Collar on me in the garage and make me walk out of the garage side door naked, … and leashed like a pet?” she added with heat.  “And why the fuck did you cuff my hands behind my back?”

Beside her in the back seat, equally naked, collared, and cuffed, her daughter Cynthia Dickerson wisely kept her mouth shut.  She and her mom both knew that her friend, Jena Tanner, had sold their debt and supposedly was responsible for getting them all to NLEC every Friday night.  “Jena told me it was because she didn’t trust mom to pay her back in time to make her tuition payment,” Cynthia told herself.  Deep down, she couldn’t help but wonder if her friend had somehow profited from the exchange.  “No,” she told herself, “after all, she signed up for an NLEC loan so she must really have needed to get her credit card paid off again.”

Jena sighed and responded softly, “This is all because both of you are sex obsessed, lazy, and untrustworthy.  I bet you haven’t even begun to gather the funds to pay off your Horny Housewife Experience.  That experience didn’t end up too well for you, … did it?”

Both mother and daughter flushed and took that moment to look down in shame at the truth of Jena’s words.   Their initially wildly erotic experience being treated like slaves had changed drastically when Master Sergei threw them into the general use pool of slaves when they defaulted on their bill.  “He told us we lost our protections for gentle use as Horny Housewife Volunteers,” Emily reminded herself and then flenched in remembrance of the almost vicious way the male and female Members ravaged their bodies over the next 72 hours.

To divert their thoughts from that much less enjoyable time, even with the many orgasms forced from them, they tried to clear their thoughts and each visually traced the steel link leashes that led from their collars down to the leather hand loops that Jena had laid beside her on the empty front passenger seat.

Emily, the 42-year-old mother, wasn’t calmed and she scowled and spit out, “Well, why aren’t you in a collar and why are you wearing clothes?”

“Em, hush!” 21-year-old Cynthia begged. “Please, mom, don’t antagonize her.  I saw her crop slash your loud-mouthed butt.  You deserved it, I’m sure she expects respect, and she’s responsible for us.”

“I’m lucky that Master Sergei agreed to purchase your debt from me,” Jena hissed back at the two slutty blondes with some heat in her voice.  “I knew I wouldn’t get repaid and he at least has the option of extending your slavery every time you default on full repayment.”

After that reminder, the car was silent the rest of the drive.

At NLEC, Ann a 16-year-old 4H Junior Girl took the leashes from Jena with a wide grin.  “Master Sergei has such a busy weekend scheduled for these two welching bitches.  Jena, Heather will get you oriented for your job during tonight’s Date Night.”

Jena flushed and her right hand unconsciously reached down to trace the still tender tattoo under her skirt.  She glared briefly at Ann who was holding Bimbo and Bimbette.  “I still can’t believe what Ann did to me after Master Sergei, Angelica, and Ginger left me alone with her that day,”  she thought with restrained anger.  “Master Sergei never mentioned when I signed the loan package that fake henna tattoos had to be replaced with real tattoo ink if some idiot accepted a collar on ten or more occasions.  It’s a stupid NLEC rule written into every single type contract.” 

When the young high school NLEC worker led her out of the meeting room after accepting the loan, they went straight into a room identified as Processing Room 1; the same room she now stood in with Bimbo and Bimbette.  Jena saw the Dickersons appeared to be bursting with something catty to say.

Cynthia scowled at redhead Ann and almost commented sourly.  She held back and forced herself to stand silently awaiting whatever happened next.

“Well, aren’t you both too young to be working in a place like this?” her mother interjected with scorn.

Sixteen-year-old Ann and 14-year-old Heather exchanged glances.  With no hesitation, each grabbed the riding crop clipped to their waists and descended on the woman. 

“Eiiii!” pudgy Emily howled and her floppy breasts lurched about.  “Owwww!  Sstop!”

Heather stepped back to stand beside Jena while Ann continued to rain blows down on the mouthy bitch.  “We may be Junior Girls but tonight we have permission to conduct harsh corrections because many of the 4H Senior Girls are busy on something critical that popped up.”

Jena smirked down at her friend’s mother and softly replied, “The horny cunt has always had a snide and irritating demeanor.  It’s best she learns to behave properly when wearing a collar.” 

At that comment, 16-year-old Ann caught her fellow 4H Junior Girl 14-year-old Heather’s eye.  Each took a leash leading to Cynthia and Emily’s collars and yanked their victim toward a leather covered padded mounting stand.  With now expert moves, each bent a fake blonde over the stand and first fed a wide Velcro band over the small of their backs, through a ‘D’ ring and back to secure the hooks and loops of the strap together.  Next, two sets of ankles were kicked apart and cuffed to the base of the mounting stand.

“You’ll get a kick out of this,” Ann told Jena with a wide grin.  “I love processing self-absorbed, pampered bitches like these!  They cry and scream as they learn the reality of how the world owes them nothing.”

Jena shivered in remembrance of how Ann had bound her helplessly just like she had just done with Cynthia.  “She tattooed by ass with the NLEC logo and then needled the racist name of ‘Sugar’ on my pussy mound,” she moaned as if the tattoo gun was still vibrating as it marred her flawless skin forever.  “Ann claimed the computer picked the name randomly.  Hah!” she told herself.

“Hmpph!” was 42-year-old Emily’s complaint from atop the leather-covered stand as the foul tasting rubber ball was forced in her mouth.

Cynthia didn’t resist or complain as an identical gag was set in her mouth.  She had already accepted that resistance simply brought on more punishment.  “Eiiii!” was her muffled cry of pain when a paddle unexpectedly smashed into her left rump.

“One!” Ann cried out in excitement.

Heather swung her own paddle against the mother’s softer, wider ass.  Her announcement of, “One!” coincided exactly with Emily’s own howl of pain as her ass felt the stroke of a paddle.

Ann and Heather stoically rained down stroke after stroke of their paddles.  At the count of ‘5’, each paused momentarily while Ann added, “This is a reminder of your lowly status as slaves, … you only exist to please our customers.”  Ann and Heather nodded at each other and they began the second set of 5 strokes.

The crying mother / daughter duo wriggled, grunted, and cried to no avail.  As commanded after the 10th stroke and removal of her gag, Cynthia was the first to loudly assert, “I’m your bitch, … your obedient slave, … mercy, Mistress!  This lowly bitch will do whatever you command!”

Tears streaking down her face and snot drooling from her chin, Emily shrieked out her own similar version of submission.

Ann resumed control of the women’s leashes while Heather unbound Cynthia and Emily.  “Bimbo, Bimbette, follow me!”  With that, Ann led the two women away for their scheduled appearance in the Members Area.

Heather turned to Jena.  “They will get the same treatment each time you deliver them here at NLEC.”  She smirked at Jena’s look of approval and then waved to the two sets of mounting stands.  “Ann told me that you were at least stoic about your own processing.  She didn’t give you an introductory slave beating like you just saw with those two cunts.”

“She said I didn’t need it,” Jena whispered, “because I’m here voluntarily and fully understand my obligations.”

Heather looked askance at the tall black college girl and nodded.  “Master Sergei agreed.  I’ll need you to strip down into some more proper clothing so we can get you outfitted for your ‘date’ and then get you in a proper Green Collar.”

Jena pulled her dress up over her butt and over her head.  She yanked down her panties and slipped off her flat-soled sandals.

Heather grinned in satisfaction.  “Gotta admit, I’m jealous that you’re such a hot piece of ass.  You’re a full-time college student at 21 and that tight, slim body with your firm breasts shows you keep good care of yourself.  And I love your perfect coffee colored skin.”

Jena flushed in embarrassment and remembered the tattoos that now marred her formerly perfect flesh. 

Heather must have been reading her mind.  “All slaves serving at NLEC are required to be identified by law,” Heather explained.  “Most Green Collar self-enslaved women get the prized henna dyed NLEC logo, their henna dyed very real slave registration number, and their henna dyed slave name.”  She paused to run an appreciative hand down Jena’s side to her freshly marked right haunch. “Like you, they all also get a set of RFID chips embedded in their body.”

“But I didn’t have any body markings,” Jena complained softly.  “I’m proud of my body.”

“You’ll be wearing this Green Collar on at least 20 weekends,” Heather answered curtly.  “That’s why you got real tattoo ink and not the henna dyes.  Its painful and expensive, but you can get the tattoos removed with laser treatments.”

Jena couldn’t believe the tiny 4’3” blonde who was her minder for the night was only 14. 

While Heather sorted through racks of female clothing, another of the young NLEC workers came in leading a naked slave wearing a Black Collar.

“Sugar, this is Kitty, one of our older Black Collar livestock, … a very beautiful, and talented possession.  Like you, she has a date for the night.  She’s lucky because it’s usually our newest, Green Collar possessions that get the chance at a more romantic evening.”

Jena was in the middle of struggling into a dark blue dress.  “It’s so tight,” she muttered, “and the material is so thin you can almost make out my skin underneath.”

“Actually, I can see the darker hair above your pussy through the dress and your darker areola quite clearly,” Heather answered with approval.  “I think that’s a perfect outfit.  No need for panties or a bra tonight.”

“Shit!” Jena hissed as she tottered about after putting on heels that matched the dark blue of her dress but were much higher than she normally wore.  She looked askance at Heather and saw that she was blatantly admiring the nearly identical outfit that Kitty was also struggling into.  It was the classic little black dress (LBD) and black high heels.  Like Jena’s, the dress looked a bit too tight, a bit too thin, almost translucent, the heels a bit too tall, and the skirt portion of the LBD was more of a micro miniskirt than society would have nodded in approval.”

“Your dates will both certainly approve,” Heather offered with a grin.  “Prime pussy for our most respected Members.”

Jena groaned, already regretting her decision to take the NLEC loan.

Heather gathered up the two leashes and led them out of the room.

**********

As Heather brought her into the Members area, Jena glanced off to the side and saw Emily bound belly down over a rape frame.  A male Member was thrusting into her mouth and another into her ass.  Jena reached up to be sure her mask was still in place.  “Mistress Heather,” she whispered, “Emily doesn’t have on a mask.”

Heather stopped abruptly.  “First of all, that cunt is named Bimbo and since it has such a foul attitude after defaulting on a lawful payment, Master Sergei took away her rights of privacy.  NLEC hopes to replace that Green Collar with a Black one soon enough.”

Jena gulped and her eyes widened again when she saw her friend Cynthia upright with her arms held over her head by a chain.  She was being displayed on a raised platform and a group of male and female Members were discussing something with excitement and animation.

“Bimbette is almost certainly going to participate in her own orgy,” Heather added dryly.  “At least she is still masked because she has a much better attitude than her mom.”  She paused and looked Jena directly in the eyes.  “Like her mom, your friend Bimbette is likely to be wearing a Black Collar as well since they seem to be heading to true default on their payment.”

Kitty had gulped at the idea of how debauched the mother and daughter team of slaves would be before they were released.  Then she heard they would likely soon join her in Black Collar slavery.  “Stupid bitches!” was her next observation.

**********

Kayne Lawson was sitting at a table for two in an alcove of the small restaurant facility in the Members Area.  He had a hypodermic syringe pre-filled with Trimix in his jacket pocket.  The powerful erectile disfunction medication consisted of three active ingredients: alprostadil, phentolamine, and papaverine.  After spending himself once each in the two Ponygirls he had enjoyed during his last visit to NLEC, he decided to drastically extend his time fucking the slave Kitty.  The Trimix was guaranteed to arouse his dick to full erectness for at least an hour or two of pussy pounding sex.

He stood up with a wide grin to greet diminutive blonde Heather as she led a leashed Black Collar slave toward him that he instantly recognized.  Heather had changed from her normal 4H Junior uniform to a simple black knee-length dress and low heels.  Next to her, the 36-year-old Kitty was beautiful in her much more sexy little black dress (LBD) and black high heels.  Black-haired Jena was beside her in an equally sexy outfit that was deep blue in color.  He instantly noticed that each of them wore dresses that were a bit too tight, a bit too thin, almost translucent, the heels a bit too tall, and the skirts were cut shorter than an acceptable miniskirt.  However, as prime examples of bedroom livestock, the ensembles were stunning and proved to all watching that they wore nothing under the dresses.  

Even though NLEC had made it obvious that Kitty’s too-white blonde hair was from a bottle, the carefully rumpled ‘just out of bed’ look of her hairstyle and the carefully applied makeup added to her overall sexiness.

Kayne held out a hand to his ex-agent.  Kitty almost stumbled and fell at the sight of her ex-boss.  Her carefully learned hip-swaying stalk of a vamping cougar on the prowl was disrupted.  A discrete tug on her leash by Heather brought back her attention to her client and she held her arm out for Kayne.  Heather never noticed the red flush of humiliation on Kitty’s face as her boss discovered the sexual vamp she’d become.

“Master Tom,” Heather gushed, “this is Kitty, one of our prime attractions.  She is extremely versatile and has mastered every technique taught to her by our staff and is yours for the evening and night if you so desire.  The alluring woman in the Green Collar is Sugar and this is her first appearance at NLEC.  She is available every Friday night.”

Kayne nodded at Sugar, smiled, and responded, “Yes, … Sugar, … I can see that you are exceptional.  Heather, if I wan’t planning on taking your Kitty on a trip around the world tonight, I’d be trying to outbid the lucky man that is going to enjoy Sugar.”

Jena blushed as much as her coffee skin could react at the thought that men would line up to spend a dinner with her and then follow up with a ‘no holes barred’ evening.

Heather also blushed deeply at the possible double meaning of ‘your kitty’ and the tiny 14-year-old felt her virginal pussy loosen and gush juices.  It felt like she subconsciously welcomed the forbidden and illegal thought of being sexually dominated by this handsome man.

“Nice,” Heather replied with nervousness.  “A trip around the world sounds pretty exciting.  Right, … Kitty?”

Fully unaware of the mental turmoil he triggered in the naive teen’s mind, Kayne dismissed her and graciously moved to seat Kitty, previously known as 36-year-old FBI Agent Supervisor Aleksandra (Alex) Richardson.  Kayne guided Kitty down to her chair with a respectful hand on her side and then gently eased her chair forward.  He returned to his own seat beside the captivating creature.  An attentive waiter came quickly to his table. 

Kayne observed out of the corner of his eye that Heather had taken Sugar to another alcove where a rather nondescript middle-aged white male stood as they approached.  “Yes,” he thought, “I’d love to tap that nicely put together girl.”

“Sir, madam, can I offer you a drink before you pursue the menu?” The maitre-d asked.  The restaurant was a well-paid concession staffed by a profession team of maitre-d, waiters, and kitchen staff.  While reserved for the exclusive use of NLEC Members or outsiders willing to pay a huge access fee just to get a reservation in the restaurant, the venue had a very well deserved reputation for serving the finest food and drink.  While seated for a meal, Members, Clients, and staff treated all collared livestock as if they were once again free and respected women of status.

Now throughly confused, Agent Richardson glanced around at the white cloth covered tables, the sparkling glassware, the polished silverware, and the décor of an upscale, expensive restaurant.

“Ahh,” Kayne responded with a smile at the waiter and the flustered slave, “for now a glass of your house white wine will do until we explore the menu’s offerings and create our meal plan.”

“Of course, sir!  A good initial choice.”

“So, … Miss Kitty?” Kayne whispered to his ‘date’ for the evening.  “You look as though you’ve never eaten here?”

“Ummm, … no, … ah, … Mmaster, … Master Tom?” she stuttered and looked about wild-eyed as if she sought to escape.

“Well, for starters, you can simply call me Tom for the night,” he responded with a wry grin.  “Maybe, if I do things right, you’ll call me Master later in the bedroom.”  He grinned deeply and added, “I have to say that your stay her at NLEC has done wonders to your body.  You look absolutely amazing!”

Kitty gulped at the oddness of the situation of a senior FBI official who clearly planned to fully enjoy her sexually.  She glanced about the room, spotted the always present cameras and grabbed ‘Tom’s’ hand and pulled it to the small arrangement of exotic flowers in the middle of the table.  “Sorry Tom, … I’ve never had a Master speak so casually to me, … they always have a stilted manner as if others would overhear and judge them for opening up to a mere Slavegirl.”  She darted her eyes from his to the flower arrangement.

“Oh, Miss Kitty,” he replied softly with a wide grin at her understanding they would be observed, “I view this as a fitting venue for learning more about such a fascinating creature as yourself.”  He paused and added with a bit of a smirk, “I do admit to fully enjoying my visits so far to NLEC.  Last time, I had a wonderful excursion through the beautiful woods surrounding NLEC.  I had the pleasure of driving a fascinating pair of Ponygirls.  Maybe you’ve met them, … Jiggles and Lola?  Big bouncy tits and jingling titty bells?”

Aleksandra gulped, nodded, and answered back, “I’ve seen them displayed in the Petting Zoo, both indoor and outdoor; but, I’ve never seen them on the track.  When I was processed here at NLEC I heard that they were to be devoiced.”

Kayne took a sip of his dry white wine and nodded sagely.  “Yes, correct.  They weren’t much at conversation and it was very clear neither knew anything more than you’d expect from a mute Ponygirl.”  He smirked openly and added, “It was interesting how singularly a Ponygirl thinks and reacts.  They’d do anything for a chocolate covered malt ball or the stimulation from a stiff cock.”  He smirked again at Kitty.  “I don’t think they practice any high level brain exercises.”

Aleksandra flushed and forced herself to smile.  “Did you ‘fully enjoy’ both of them?  Everything they had to offer?” she whispered in a catty tone of voice.  Inwardly, she shivered at the thought of her FBI boss openly admitting he’d fucked a couple of Ponygirls and surreptitiously interrogated her friend Jiggles only to discover that she had discovered nothing about the case.

Kayne nodded first and then shook his head slightly to the negative.  “Yes, I enjoyed both of them. But, no, I didn’t have time to fully enjoy all their so very alluring charms.  If you know what I mean?”

Kitty licked her lips in a faked expression of lust.  “You mean you didn’t take them around the world like you plan for me this evening?”

“Oh, yes,” Kayne answered.  “I can’t wait to ravish you in every way possible and then we can cuddle and whisper sweet nothings to each other.  You are mine until breakfast.”

Kitty shivered at his answer and his accompanying smirk.    “Heather, the 14-year-old acting so worldly wise, told me that my date would pound me into jelly, … going around the world cumming in all three of my holes,” she told herself and then added inwardly, “I know he’s going to ask what I’ve learned about the case.” Despite knowing they were certainly under video and audio observation, she continued, “Even the cameras and microphones in the bedroom won’t be able to pick up that interrogation.”  She shivered and almost vocalized internally that despite him being responsible for her Black Collar slavery, … the absurd situation had her so turned on that she was almost certain her juices had leaked through the back of her skimpy dress to soak the leather covered seat.

By meal’s end, when desert was taken away and only cold coffee and a pair of small empty liqueur glasses remained, Kitty couldn’t hold back any more.  “Mmmaster, … Master Tom, … please, … you have to take me to your room and fuck me to death!” she demanded.  She looked down at the floor.  “Fucks sake!  This is stupid you fucking bastard!  This meal was wonderful; but, I really hate you, … whip me if you want for insubordination, … but you have to fuck me now!”

Abandoning the decorum of the restaurant, Kayne reached up and grabbed a handful of Kitty’s fake-dyed platinum tresses.  He hauled her up and force-marched her to the exit.  The few Masters and Mistresses in the room smirked at the wide-eyed slave.  Their collared ‘dates’ for the night looked on with longing at the obvious need for sex exhibited by the couple.

Jena also flushed with both excitement and trepidation at the way Kitty was being man-handled.  Her ‘date’ was rather boring and she was looking forward to some bedroom excitement in order to earn a five-star review from the client.

Kitty’s rapid, forced removal from the romantic setting of the restaurant was punctuated by her too-short and too-tight dress popping up over her ass to rest on her lower back.  The juices on her glistening thighs brought one Mistress to remark, “I’d love to sink my biggest strap-on into that bitch’s wet gash.  She’s ready for my favorite dildo, ‘Mr. Big Business’ can dominate any cunt!”

“Fuck that!” a male dominate mock whispered to his ‘date’, I’d spank that white ass until it glowed and then I’d mercilessly fuck her tightest, most private hole.”

“My god!  Master! Please do that to me,” Mare begged her ‘date’ for the night.  “Please, spank me and take my ass!”  The cock hungry slut, previously known as Mistress Mary had been sentenced to 12 years and was wearing a Red Collar.  After forced training at her old business, Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids, she was sent to Connie’s Cunnilingus Cafe for more specialized training.  Now, she was ready for some hard sexing by a real, flesh and blood, cock.  Her Member client ‘date’ had picked her out by reviewing the NLEC internal livestock website and Mare had been brought back from her cunt munching training specifically for the date.  The 4H girls had worked magic to return the 30-year-old sex-starved brunette slut to Red Carpet level beauty and sexy allure.  

It was a short walk to Kayne’s reserved private room.  He kept a hand roving over Kitty’s tight buns the entire way.  Once, he slipped a roving middle finger from her wet cock slot upward and into her much tighter hole, her ass grommet.  Kitty hissed her approval and wriggled her ass.

He stopped outside their room to push her against the wall.  In seconds, the top of her LDB joined the bottom hem of her dress in a tiny ring of flimsy black material scrunched around her small waist.  Kitty didn’t pay attention to her momentary public nudity as she desperately sucked her boss’ tongue and her fingers fought to undue his belt.

Kayne felt like he was once again a teenager desperately clawing at his date’s clothes to nail his first slice of pussy, a very randy and sexually experienced cheerleader.  Like that time with a lusty and slightly drunken cheerleader, he was prepared to sink his cock ‘right fucking now’ into Kitty’s eager, desperate cunt, regardless of who might see the act.

Somehow, just as his pants and underwear fell about his ankles, he stumbled through the door and the couple fell to the carpeted floor.  Before the door automatically slid shut behind them, his 7-inch very meaty cock was fully seated in his former agent’s sloppy wet gash.

“Eiiii!  You fucking rat-bastard!  Fuck me like you mean it,” she wailed as her ass slid backward across the carpet from his violent thrust.  His cock was buried as deep as it could go and her legs wrapped tightly around his waist to prevent its removal.  She twerked her ass upward and downward in a blisteringly fast move impossible for a man to duplicate.  “Ohhh! Fucking, yesss!” she howled as she immediately shifted into orgasm mode.

“Rat fucking bastard!  Nail my pussy,” she screamed again.  “I want to cum again and again!”

Kayne didn’t even have the chance to inject the Trimix.  He grunted in dismay at so quickly unloading into the desperate bitch as she twitched again in her second, longer orgasm.  He quickly pulled his sopping wet dick out of her cunt, flipped her over, and proceeded to wail away at her ass.  Slapping blow after slapping blow exploded against her pale fleshy ass.  Unlike the two Ponygirls, Kitty’s fleshier, softer ass rippled with the impact of each blow.

“Eiiii!  You bastard!” she wailed.  “Stoppp!  Just fuck me!”

In a hurry, Kayne threw off his jacket and drew the hypodermic.  Skipping the normal careful application of alcohol to prep the injection site, Kayne simply jammed the needle into the spongy side of his dick and unloaded the Trimix.  Then, leaving his pants and underwear about his ankles, Kayne drew her ass up and sunk his now throbbingly erect cock back into her sloppy cunt.

“Ahhhh!  Fuck, yessss!  Better!  Fuck meeee!” she yelled.

With his cock slathered with her slippery juices, Kayne quickly drew out his cock, nestled the tip in the recession where her ass grommet waited, and punched forward with all his might.  His 7-inch, steel-hard rigid cock punched 4 inches deep in her guts on the first lunge.

“Eiiii!” Kitty screeched in more pain than pleasure.  “Slow!  Oh for fucks sake! Not ready, … go slow!  So big!  So hard!”

Kayne grinned at her wails of displeasure, pulled out a scant inch or so, and drilled downward once again.  This time, he seated almost 6 inches of his cock.  Despite the throbbing pleasure induced in his Trimix treated cock, he knew he wouldn’t be able to cum anytime soon.  He pulled out another inch and then slammed the full 7 inches into her tightest and most private hole. 

Kitty felt his groin impact her ass and knew he’d bottomed out.  She relaxed in defeat, … in full submission and acceptance of a Master dominating her ass.  Kitty felt her ass release its tight grip.

Kayne grinned as his next withdrawal was noticeably easier.  He pulled out 5 inches and then slammed back down.  “Your ass is begging me to fuck it!” Kayne gasped as he bottomed out with more force knowing her ass had stopped resisting its violation.  Grinning wildly at the wondrous sensations, Kayne picked up the pace and began pumping quicker and more fully seating himself with each downward lunge.

“You wondrous bitch,” he panted, “fuck me!”  Kayne began to slap Kitty’s ass in an exact rhythm with his thrusts. 

“Yes!  Oh, yes!” Kitty howled.  Her free woman persona, that of prim and proper FBI Agent Richardson was long gone and buried.  Black Collar Slave Kitty begged for more, for more mindless sexual orgasms.  “Eiiii!” she howled out in her third of many more to come orgasms. 

Next door, Jena’s ‘date’ responded to the howls of lust, demands for harder and deeper sexing, and the punishing slaps as Kitty was spanked by increasing his own thrusts into Jena’s pussy.  “You are such a tight bitch!” he told her in admiration as her trim breasts bobbled about.  Despite being more than satisfied by the start of his first time with the coffee skinned whore, inwardly, he committed himself to reserving the platinum-haired wench the next weekend.

Kayne was the most sexually aroused of his life at nailing the prim woman that used to be his subordinate.  Assisted by the Trimix, Kayne fulfilled his promise of forcing the Black Collar Slave to experience a rousing ‘round the world’ experience, … twice.  He collapsed in exhaustion during his third trip around the world.

Much later, when he curled himself behind his satisfied and exhausted ‘date’, Kayne softly whispered the same information into her ear that he’d passed on to Jiggles.

“Aviana Riley, ‘Thumper’, is actually the daughter of Mrs. Mariana Powers?” she whispered back in wonder.  “Mariana never changed her name when she got married?  So, … Aviana is actually Aviana Powers Riley?”

“No,” she added in a soft sigh.  “I didn’t know that.”  Then, she paused, stretched to thrust outward her big breasts and added, “And, I refuse to further investigate that matter unless you fuck me once again when we wake up.”  She wriggled her ass against his limp cock, tenderly kissed her hated boss, and whispered, “But, … you’re still a major asshole who better get me out of this fucking situation!  I’d rather be your willing slut outside of slavery than forced to service every fucker with a handful of dollars.”

Kayne heard her offer to be his willing slut if he got her status reverted to a free woman.  “It might be worth it to have a full-time personal slut, he told himself with a grin.  His cock twitched at the thought and began to engorge.  “Kitty, I think I’ll nail your pussy now and in the morning,” he vowed.


24.  Very Unpleasant New Realities

Jennie Floyd was watching carefully as the back door of Vixen’s Venus Trap Gentlemen's Club opened.  A very muscular man passed through and he hesitated and looked about before propping it open.  He leaned back inside for a moment and picked up two medium-sized duffle bags which he carried to the nondescript van parked beside the door.  It was one of the club bouncers with two very heavy bags stuffed full of cash from the two club safes; the one in the manager’s office full of the week’s proceeds and another well hidden safe in the store room full of more than a month’s worth of skimmed cash waiting to be laundered.  The cash from the evening till was also included along with the security camera hard drives and boxes of archived recordings on DVDs.  He opened the van’s sliding side door and threw in the bags. 

While the bouncer bent over storing the bags in the van, Jennie’s partner slipped around the vehicle and tased him.  She took one look at the powerful brute barely quivering from the taser’s shock and the glare of pure hatred in his eyes.  She jammed the taser back into his chest and triggered it twice more before kicking him over onto his belly.  It took both women to yank his arms back to cuff his wrists and then drag the heavily-built bouncer away to the far side of the garbage dumpster.  Jennie stayed to tie him up more securely while Sharon went back to guarding the back door.

Upstairs, the gay male dancer helping to spirit away the college girls grinned at the four naked bodies arrayed side by side in the private room.  Four sets of asses were laid out side by side.  “Efficient fucker,” he observed to himself as he assumed the burly bouncer had done the deed since he’d controlled access to the VIP Lounge.  His cock lurched in his pants at the thought of the hunky bouncer and for at least the thousandth time, wished the bouncer was gay, bi, or at least sexually curious.  “Such muscles,” he thought wistfully.  Shaking his head at what was never to be, he decided to pick up the bitch with the deep red welts covering both of her ass cheeks.  “I wonder, if she resisted and had to be subdued, … or if one of our customers did this?”  He shook his head, “Doesn’t matter as long as her price isn’t affected.”  He was already thinking of how to spend his share of the loot.

He grunted and staggered a bit as Ginger’s dead weight settled over a shoulder with her head hanging down his back.  He grinned as she began to weakly wriggle about in protest.  He reached behind him and pinched, twisted, and yanked on a nipple.  “Behave!” he growled.  “You’re going on a trip and the sooner you accept that you’re nothing but captured cunt, the better!”  Going downstairs with her easily held across his shoulder, he passed by Carl, the day manager who was heading upstairs. 

“The money’s all bagged up and in the van,” Carl said as they met on the stairwell.  “All we need to do now is get the rest of the bitches loaded up and we’re ready to make our delivery.”

Ginger howled when her nipples were abused.  But, she knew from experience gag testing bound slavegirls that her protests were so muffled that there was no chance anybody would hear and come to her aid.  Ginger knew that she was in deep shit.  The remote and nearly abandoned nature of the semi-industrial neighborhood meant nobody would come to her aid anyway.

Carl briefly rubbed the redhead’s ass as she passed by on her way downstairs while slung over the bouncer’s shoulder like a slab of beef.  He almost asked him to pause so he could continue caressing the silken heat of her abused ass.  Shaking his head, he cleared thoughts of later on tapping some unwilling cunt at the airfield and began thinking of the huge payday they had coming.  “Over $400,000 in the safe waiting for our money launderer, at least $50,000 in receipts for the week, $25,000 each for five cunts, and $5,000 for the pansy.  That’s at least $580,000 split only three ways; a little over $190,000 each.”   The slim male dancer and Raja Khatri didn’t know that they were to be included in the sales deal with the illegal slavers.  Four college girls, a scheming tuition counselor, and a gay stripper were scheduled to be sex trafficked to heartless Mexican slavers.

Their contact in the District Attorney’s office had orchestrated the entirety of the scheme to eliminate any traces back to them.

“It’s a good thing that the price of prime cunt skyrocketed once The Act was temporarily suspended,” Carl chuckled.  “Plus, $25,000 for that pain in the ass slut Raja was too good a deal to pass up.”

He paused abruptly at the sight of only three naked bitches left trussed up in the room.  “What the fuck?” he hissed.  “We’re missing a girl and I bet it must be Raja.  How the hell did that bent bitch escape?  Is she still in the club?”  He randomly picked up a naked woman and he didn’t realize it was actually Raja.  Like Ginger, Raja immediately began to grunt and whimper into her gag.  Carl ignored the complaints and quickly headed downstairs with his head no longer full of ideas about investing nearly $200,000 in safe offshore accounts.  “Where the fuck is Raja?” he asked as he passed through the open delivery door and spied the van.  “She can’t have found out about tonight’s plan!”

The bouncer, the gay male dancer, and now Carl the night manager were quickly subdued and laid out by the garbage dumpster.  The stolen money, security system hard drives, and any electronic recording devices were stashed in the two duffle bags along with naked, bound, gagged, and hooded Ginger and Raja.  Angelica and Nichola Mata, the Assistant District Attorney were still upstairs.

“One more bastard and two missing girls are all that’s left,” Jennie hissed to her black friend.

“No time to stop now!” Sharon Waller hissed back as she stood up.  “We better get this under control before Sergei arrives.  Lets go fuck up that last bastard!”

“Hold on!” Jennie demanded.  “We have to wait here for the last one to come out.  We only go inside if we think we’ve got all the players and everything out here is buttoned up and secure.”  She grinned at her friend’s look of annoyance.   “OK, … after he comes out, we can figure out how to fuck them all up!” she agreed.

**********

A couple hours later, Sergei parked the club manager’s van beside a small aircraft service hanger.  He got out and met Jennie Floyd who stepped out of the van’s sliding door.  She was grinning and looked happier than he’d ever seen her.  “Everything all right, Kathi?” he asked.

Jennie Floyd grinned back with an ear-to-ear grin.  “Yes, boss!  More than alright!  I just loved fucking up well-deserving fuckers!”

Sergei shook his head at her enthusiasm.  The sound of tires on gravel drew his attention to the unimproved access road that led to the grass airstrip.  “Your partner is here.  Lets head back to NLEC as soon as I find the money satchel left here by the human traffickers.  Supposedly it’s $130,000 for six bodies; five sluts and the male dancer.”

“But there’s only four bodies in the van,” Jennie protested, “and they paid for six.”

“Like I give a fuck if some Mexican cartel gets shafted,” Sergei muttered.  He saw the gym bag hidden in the garbage can by the corner of the building, quickly checked its contents, and nodded, “I think it’s all here.  Let get going!”  He threw the bag into the car driven by the other fake ex-Marshal.

**********

The rolling, swaying, and bouncing of the van had prompted Angelica to vomit into her slave hood soon after the van pulled off an asphalt road to what must have been a rough secondary road.  Her heart began hammering in her chest as the van stopped and shifted as the driver and passenger left the vehicle.  “We didn’t get rescued,” she told herself with a shudder.  Twisting and wrenching at her bondage one more time didn’t result in any loosening of her restraints.  “Hmmmph!” she protested when someone grabbed her ankle and dragged her out of the van.  Her butt, shoulders, and then her head thumped down on the ground.  Her cries of pain into the gag did nothing to slow down her movement.  Her eyes widened in shock when the hood was removed.  She was at the back side of what looked like an ancient small quonset hut aircraft hanger with the front facing a grass runway.    Dense woods came right up to the back of the building and a roaring fire was positioned not far from a huge, towering oak tree.   

Angelica’s shock was from the sight of three naked women dangling below their bound wrists from ropes slung up and over a massive tree limb protruding out at least 15 feet over her head.  The left-most woman was the one who’d so throughly raped her with that massive strap-on dildo.  Next, to Angelica’s right, was their target for the night, Raja Khatri.  Last was a throughly miserable looking Ginger who stared at her with wide-open fear-filled eyes.  Each woman had a spreader bar locked to her ankles.  Still naked, all three women were still gagged.

Two heavily-built older men easily manhandled her and quickly unbound her elbows and wrists, wrestled her wrists forward, and buckled on a pair of wrist cuffs already snapped together.   They were muttering excitedly to each other in some deep gutteral language.  Angelica couldn’t understand anything being said.  “German,” she wondered, “no, … maybe eastern European, … maybe?”  She had no idea, it could have been Arabic, Albanian, whatever.  Someone out of sight hauled on the rope snapped to her wrist cuffs and her arms rose higher and higher until her toes were barely touching the ground.  Angelica tried to kick out at one of the men but the spreader bar they had just attached to her ankles ruined that idea.

Angelica gasped when an equally stocky and short woman was handed a cat-o-nine-tails by one of the men.  With no ceremony, the cat sliced through the air to impact with Raja Khatri’s B-cup breasts. 

“Eiiii!” Raja shrieked and continued to beg fruitlessly into her gag as the woman slowly shifted around her form while continuing stroke after stroke on her torso.

“You my bitch?” the woman demanded in a harsh voice with some sort of strong accent.  After a moment with no reply, the woman swung the cat-o-nine-tails upward and the whip stroked across her most sensitive flesh.  “You Mistress Irina bitch?”

“Ahhhh!  Hooooo!  Hop!  Hease!” the Raja begged

“Russian?” was Angelica’s errant thought through the horror of her situation.  A shower of sparks from the fire drew her attention and she peed herself at the sight of the red glowing end of a branding iron that one of the men was stirring in the deep bed of coals.

“You my bitch?” the Russian woman demanded again as she paused using the whip.  Red welts covered the woman’s back, breasts, and belly.  The last blow left red marks on her inner thighs and across her pussy and vulva.

One of the men silently held up a crude iron slave collar.  Raja’s eyes widened in horror at what the rusty ornament implied.  She must have known unwilling enslavement was coming since she knew of the plan to sell four of her girls.  She had been looking forward to her share; the full value of the sale of one of the beautiful American college girls.  She shook her head and then instantly regretted it as the whip rose for another strike.

“Hesss!” she screamed.

Mistress Irina just continued the powerful stroke and then rained down 9 more equally devastating blows. 

“Hesss!  Hesss!  Horr hitch!” Raja moaned as the whipping paused again.

Everyone stared at the 5’4” woman with her mere B cups.  Her far eastern Indian heritage gave her skin an enchanting dusky hue in the flickering firelight.  “Soon you make good slave,” the woman praised as she caressed Raja’s cheek.  “You give good service to very rich Colombian gentleman with large plantation, … a real finca with coffee plantation, cattle, a big house needing maids, and big staff for being fuck toy with.”

Raja shuddered and weakly nodded her head.

The gag and head harness were removed.  Raja sobbed and worked her jaw to loosen over stressed muscles.

“Now, … tell me what you are!” the woman demanded with her grip returned to Raja’s face.  A harsh hand gripped her jaw and slightly shook her head.

“Bitch,” Raja moaned softly in resignation.  “I’m your bitch.”

“Hmmm,” the woman said with a smile.  She held up the antique iron slave collar.  “Beg your Mistress for this, … for the collar of a mere lowly slave, … for my mercy allowing you to live, … for finding a nice home for a treacherous, back-stabbing cunt like you.”

“Better be complete in your reply, whore!” one of the men hissed in the same thick accent as the woman.

Raja whimpered and began to cry again.  She shook her head to clear her thoughts and whispered, “Please, Mistress.  Yes, … I’m your bitch, … your slave, … a back-stabbing cunt glad for your mercy in not killing me and finding me a new home.”  Then she wailed in anguish and added in a loud voice, “Mercy!  Mistress!  Collar this useless cunt!”

Angelica watched all three of the foreigners grin widely and clearly heard the loud click as the latch in the antique iron collar snapped into a permanently locked position.  Unlike the antique it was patterned after, it latched shut without the use of a lead rivet beaten in place.  Only a special key could unlock the collar.

Raja sagged down to her knees after her leg spreader was removed and the rope holding her upright loosened.  Both men stepped forward to control her while her wrists were freed from the rope and then firmly drawn back behind her back.  Finished, they shoved her to her knees on the coarse grass.  The youngest of the men stepped back and unbuckled his belt with a wide grin.  He lowered his pants and underwear to fist his hardening cock.

“To prove submission,” the woman commanded, “eagerly suck cock and swallow gift of jism.”

Raja resumed full-scale weeping as she faced her first task of submission.  “I’ve never, … I’ve never done this,” she admitted.

The woman grinned.  “Pleasure whores like you figured it out more than 100,000 years ago.  Needing my whip for motivation, … for encouragement?”

Raja gasped and awkwardly knee-walked forward.  The cock bobbled before her and she tentatively tasted it with her tongue.  “Gawwk!” she protested as a strong hand pulled her head forward and her mouth mounted on the erect cock.  “Gawwk, gawwk, gawwk,” were the sloppy sounds made by her mouth as she began her first blowjob as a relentless mouth raping.  The young thug moaned as he yanked her head forward and back on his cock.

A whip cracked harshly and then thudded against tender female flesh.

“Eiiii!” Assistant County District Attorney Nichola Mata screamed.  “Eiiii!” she screamed as the second blow struct across her breasts.  The merciless foreign woman swung even harder than she had with Raja and she rained down 15 relentless blows in this very first round of forced submission.

Angelica instantly shifted her attention from Raja’s forced conversion to slavery to the woman who had forced her to perform oral sex on a stripper and then brutally dildo fucked her.  “Oh, she’s such a cunt!” she muttered in remembrance of her drunken orgasms as the woman skillfully topped her. 

The stocky older woman grinned wildly in enjoyment as she paused the whipping.  She repeated the same mantra.  “You my bitch?”

Nichola shook her head furiously.  “Huck huu!” was her instant reply.

“Ahhh!  Fuck me?  Finally, one wanting to go hard way!” The woman hissed in satisfaction.  She started the next round of blows with five quick strikes upward onto her cunt.

“Eiiii!” Nicola screamed as strands from the first blow parted her labia and struck squarely across her clit.  The remaining four blows struck across exactly the same spots.

While Nicola was gasping for the breath driven from her by the first horrendous five blows, punishing criss-cross strokes were aimed against her coffee-hued C-cup breasts.  Each pass left behind 9 welts that quickly formed a series of overlapping ‘X’s over her upper torso.

After a total of 20 strokes, the woman walked behind the weeping woman.  “For telling Mistress to ‘Fuck Off’, you are gifted 20 extra strokes of my lovely cat.”  All twenty strokes in near continuous thudding blows were aimed over her upper back.

When Nicola recovered her wits enough to think about something other than the unrelenting pain of the blows, she spoke weakly through her gag, “Hubhit, hi, hubhit!”

“Submit?  You submit?”

“Hi hubhit Histress!”

Her collaring with another crude looking slave collar was almost uneventful.  Still, Angelica shivered at the finality of the loud click as the heavy steel device latched shut.

Angelica watched as proud and haughty Nicola Mata, Puerto Rican beauty queen and top graduate in her law class, shuffled forward with her mouth wide open.  Weeping, angry, but now beaten into submission, the second woman of the night who had never touched a cock hesitantly allowed the bulbous head of one to enter her mouth. 

The tentative blowjob on this older woman quickly became just as brutal as the one Raja Khatri was forced to endure.   The mixed race beauty was grabbed harshly by her ears and pulled onto a very erect cock.  “Gluckk!” was the sound again made by the plunging motion of a fat dick in and out of a bitch’s saliva-filled mouth.  He shifted his hands to the back of her head and continued the brutal skull-fucking.  She retched and long strands of drool and bile drooled out of her wide open mouth.  The mouth rape continued as she struggled to breathe.

Angelica swallowed in disgust and looked away.  She saw that Raja was now tied belly up over a 42-gallon fuel or oil drum laid on its side.  Her back rested on a thick horse blanket and her legs were held widely spread by rope tying each ankle to a stake.  Raja’s cuffed arms were pulled back over her head and tied off to another stake.  Raja’s mouth rapist sat on her belly with his back to her face.  He both blocked Raja’s view of everyone else as well as locked her waist from any movement.  He looked raptly down at the smooth canvas of coffee-colored skin just above her pussy.

Irina moved to the fire pit and pulled out two of the branding irons.  She thumped both against a rock to discharge embers that had been stuck to the glowing steel.  They flew off in a shower of sparks.  Irina looked at both and selected one of them.  She glanced aside to where the Assistant District Attorney was now struggling to breathe as a cock was clearly lodged deep in her throat.  “Bitch can’t see me,” she thought with satisfaction as she turned toward Raja.

Angelica and Ginger were the only other women to see the glowing steel move toward the precious ‘V’ between Raja’s legs.  Irina swung the steel from side to side while it cooled to the optimum temperature.  When she was ready, Irina spoke in a loud voice, “You are now slave Jade!”

The steel hissed and the smell of roasting meat wafted up from the branding site.  “Eiiiiiiii!” Raja Khatri screamed.  The shriek went on and on as Irina settled the red-glowing iron in place and then gently rotated the branding iron to fully seat the letters into her charred flesh.  The process took about five seconds.

Unaware of the branding of her friend Raja Khatri, Nicola was totally focused on attempting to breathe.  Her head had been pulled back to the proper angle and the long cock entered her throat, cutting off her breath each time her lips were locked against the bristly hair of her rapist’s groin.  When the cock in her mouth finally pulsated, cum filled her throat and mouth, and it pulled out.  Nicola could finally heave in deep gasping breaths.   Before her oxygen-starved brain could recover, she was dragged to another steel 42-gallon barrel and secured just like Raja.  Nicola’s mouth rapist also sat on her belly.

This time, Irina spoke more softly.  “This slave is now Coffee!” and the same hissing and stench of cooked meat filled the scene.  Angelica barely restrained herself from once again vomiting as she had in the slave hood.  Ginger was equally horrified and struggled to escape her bonds.  Both women stared with horror at the other two branding irons still in the fire.

Jade and Coffee were helpless to resist as the two men worked together smoothly to first untie a set of ankles, flip the new slave belly-down atop a horse blanket, and adjusted the tension on her wrist cuffed arms to lock her in place.  Jade was used first.  Her mouth rapist set a tiny glob of lubricant on his now rejuvenated cock’s head.  Then he knelt down behind the weeping woman, set his cock head in place, and shoved forward with a deep groan of pain and pleasure as his shaft forced its way into the virgin rear passage of the new slave.  Beside her, Coffee and her rapist each grunted and groaned as his dick punched its way slowly into her own virgin rear sleeve. 

Angelica shuddered as the matter-of-fact rapes took place before her with absolutely no romantic connection.  It was brutal in that the two men took their pleasure from the two helpless women and gave nothing in return save for pain and humiliation.  She looked to Ginger and saw resignation on her face.  “We’re next,” Angelica cried to herself.  Unable to stop looking, her eyes took in the deep bed of coals that the fire had been reduced to and the remaining branding irons with the business end buried in those deep red embers. 

After their rapes, Jade and Coffee were rebound with wrists cuffed behind their backs and ankles tied back together.  Each man slathered some sort of cream or balm on the weeping wounds left from the branding irons and then they rolled a slave sack up their legs, over their torsos, and over their heads.  The girls were ungagged but blind inside the heavy canvas sacks.

Angelica, Ginger, and Irina looked up at the sound of an airplane approaching and then circling the airstrip.  Car or truck headlights at each end of the runway blossomed into light.  Now with the airstrip identified and marked, the small single engine transport came down for a bumpy landing, slowed drunkenly on the grass strip, and taxied toward their location.  Each man grabbed a slave sack, threw it over a shoulder, and then trotted easily toward the aircraft that had stopped with its landing lights on and the engine throttled down to an idle.

Angelica felt a soft hand on her hip and she looked down to see Irina smiling at her.  “Is good.  Jade and Coffee be to new owners, they most happy to get fresh ‘merican slaves.”  She locked eyes with Angelica and gave her a cruel smile.  “You two bitches got different destination.”

The blonde lawyer looked toward the aircraft and saw one of the men climb inside and the other hand up the girls one after the other.  Then, surprisingly, that man joined his comrade inside the airplane and reached out to pull the door and stairs upward.  A minute later, the engine roared to a much higher RPM, turned about, and headed slowly to the far end of the runway.  A couple of minutes later, it turned around and roared to a quick takeoff.  The two slaves and two slavers were gone.

The vehicles at the end of the runway joined up in the middle and zoomed off on some trail hidden from sight by the hanger.

Meanwhile, Irina spread out a thick blanket beside the fire and dragged over a flimsy looking lawn chair.  Humming happily, Irina let loose the rope holding Ginger’s arms overhead and kept her balanced because of the spreader bars.  Ginger was dragged toward the blanket and eased down on her back.  “Stay in place!” Irina ordered harshly.  With the spreader bar holding her legs far apart and her wrists still cuffed together at her belly, there was little that Ginger could do.  Irina reached down and unbuckled the head harness holding the fat rubber ball in her mouth.  “Quiet too or whip like others,” Irina ordered.

Still paralyzed with fear from the sight of the branding irons that awaited them, and what they meant for her future, Angelica moaned in sheer fear when Irina also loosened her arms and dragged her toward Ginger.  Angelica found herself face down with her mouth squarely over Ginger’s pussy.  Her arms were tugged toward Ginger’s spreader bar and Irina tied them together.  She did the same with Angelica’s spreader bar and Ginger’s cuffed wrists.  Last, Irina unbuckled Angelica’s head harness and drew out the ring gag.

Irina set a small cooler down beside the lawn chair, sat down heavily with a sigh, and flipped off the cap of an ice cold beer.  She took a deep swallow and set the glass bottle in a recess in the chair’s arm.  “Please to be putting on hot girly show!” she commanded and swung her riding crop through the air.  “Wanting to making me very, very happy with eager bitches putting on show with tongues and lips,” she added with a big grin.

Angelica’s head popped up as underneath her, Ginger momentarily sucked her fleshy labia into her mouth.  She moaned involuntarily and couldn’t help but rotate her hips down toward Ginger’s questing lips and mouth.  “Owww!” she yelled when the folded over leather popper at the end of the riding crop smacked against her ass.

“Getting going!” Irina commanded as she sat back down.  “Redhead is lover of pussy, I can tell.  Much experience training womens in Russia, … much experience.  Blondie, … you better be returning favor.  Last bitch to make big cum gets twenty strokes of riding crop.  Not hurt as much as cat, … but can hit strategic spots much better.”

Angelica forced herself to kiss Ginger’s private place softly.  “Pee!” she complained silently, “we both smell like pee!”  Steeling herself, she tried to copy the moves that Ginger was making on her own pussy.  She jumped when Ginger’s lips captured her clit and the tip of Ginger’s tongue swirled around the very sensitive pearl, … the man in the boat.

Irina continued watching in silence as the two women slowly sped up their oral explorations of each other’s twat.  She popped the cap off a second beer, belched loudly, and drank deeply of the icy cold brew.  The retired Russian Slave Mistress quickly became bored with watching.  She sighed heavily, reached down to a paper bag set down beside the cooler, and pulled out two plastic wrapped roots.

Ginger had a very close up view of Irina reaching down above her eyes to set something against Angelica’s tightest hole, the grommet of her ass.  “No!  Mistress, no!  Please, we submit, we submit to Mistress.”

“Silly little bitch,” Irina chided with a laugh, “captured bitches can’t submit till Mistress asks.  You two naughty cunts not ready for reward of Mistress’ collar.  Needing more incentive.”  With that, Irina chuckled and jammed the narrow end of the large ginger root into Angelica’s ass.   The root went from narrow to almost two and a half inches wide along its five inch length.  Like a butt plug, Irina shoved the root all the way inside Angelica’s most private hole.

“Best to see big improvement in entertainment,” Irina chided as she shoved a similar ginger root up Ginger’s ass.  “Want to see much wriggling, moaning, grunting, and cries telling other how to best bring on orgasm.  Need winner and loser in 5 minutes or use hot pepper enema instead.”

Ginger knew her way around pussy and increased her attention to Angelica’s most erogenous points.  Her tongue reached deep inside Angelica’s pleasure sheath and reached for the rough area inside with the tip of her tongue.  Her chin pushed hard against Angelica’s clit and she moved her jaw about to further stimulate that bundle of nerves.  Being underneath, Ginger had to counter gravity to reach up with enough pressure to do the needed work.  When Angelica moaned into the pussy she was to pleasure, quickly began to wriggle her hips, and pushed down against Ginger’s questing mouth, Ginger knew she would win.

She relaxed and tried to catch her breath as Angelica shrieked and writhed above her.  Irina had seen the obvious signs of Angelica’s orgasm and immediately began laying punishing blows of the crop over Angelica’s exposed backside.

Angelica was next to beg for her Mistress’ collar.  “Please,” she begged, “please, we submit, … we submit as lowly cunt slaves to kind Mistress.”  Angelica almost cried in relief when Irina reached down and closed a modern Black Slave Collar around her neck.

“You be good bitches now,” Irina promised the two defeated women.  “Good bitches indeed.”

Only after she was placed back in the van in a slave sack like Jade and Coffee did Angelica realize she not only didn’t she get branded, Irina didn’t tell her what her slave name would be.  “Did she forget?  Are we getting tattooed instead of branded?” she wondered.  The van repeated its bumpy passage down the airstrip’s access road and finally pulled out onto a smooth, asphalt roam.  Irina drove them for hours and finally Angelica succumbed to the stress and passed out.

The rattle of the van door sliding open woke Angelica from her sleep.  Groggy and confused, it took her long seconds after the slave sack was unzipped to her navel to make out anything in what seemed to be a dark garage. 

“Is good money,” she heard Irina say with a chuckle.  “I make good profit today.”

Angelica could barely make out a shadowy figure handing something, probably money, for their capture and delivery to her ultimate owner.  “My new Master?” she wondered.  “Or, is this just a waypoint on my journey deeper into slavery?  Are we to be trained?  Will it be as harsh as I expect?”

Hands lifted her out of the van and set her down on what she recognized was a slave gurney.  She was strapped down and left looking up at a dark ceiling.  The van door slid shut and then drove away, leaving her with her new owner.  Even though she was no longer gagged, Angelica had seen enough slave conversions to know to only speak when answering a question.  Tears rolled down her cheeks at how terribly her plan at the strip club had unraveled.

Someone pushed her gurney through the dark garage and down a long dark corridor.  An electronic controlled door hissed open and her gurney was pushed into a small room.  The lights came on abruptly and Angelica was momentarily blinded.  A hand fumbled at her neck and the heavy collar unlatched and was pulled away.

“Whha?” Angelica asked in surprise.  Then, it occurred to her where she was.

“You ready for an after action critique of your absolute failure of a plan?” Sergei asked in a serious tone.    He pulled her naked, sweaty, and vomit smelling form out of the slave sack and set her down on an upholstered chair.  She was in one of the small video reviewing rooms.  Ahead was a wall-to-wall monitor that flashed on and showed a still image of Nicola Mata with her dress fully unbuttoned and flapping open from from her neck to below her knees.  The scene showed Angelica wearing the disheveled street walker outfit with her mouth wide open while she cried out in pain from the hand strongly gripping her elbow and yanking on her ear. 

Ginger plopped down beside her.  She was equally naked and spitting mad.  “What the fuck was this all about?” she demanded.

“Manners, … I can easily have my old friend Irina come back and continue her lessons,” Sergei Kozlov answered with a sly grin.  “Her favorite saying is, “Failure without consequences is making mistakes without learning lessons’.”

“Bastard!” Ginger spit.

Angelica held her temper in check and realized this was one more consequence of tying herself to the business of slavery.  “Sergei is indeed a bastard,” she told herself quietly.  “To my own peril, I have to remember a lesson that he taught me soon after we met and I warned other free women about.”

Angelica paraphrased: ‘Women need to watch their step; they have pleasure bags on their chests and they have two gold mines between their legs plus one in their mouth.  They’re all prime enslavement stock and if they don’t want their gold mines to go public while unwillingly building up precious profits for slavers that will sell access to their sexual assets, … then they need to be very careful.’

**********

At the end of the quick critique, and after Ginger left to get herself cleaned up, Angelica tightened the blanket wrapped around her body.  She looked pointedly at Sergei.

“Don’t revisit anything we’ve covered,” he warned while lifting up a finger indicating she should stop.

Angelica paused, and then she frowned.  “Alright,” she started with reluctance, “I guess I should thank you for altering my plan by adding a backup option.  We were wrong to think we were never in danger; it was supposed to be a simple effort to get video blackmail material before we interviewed the girls.”

Sergei smirked for a second and then nodded his head.  “Thanks accepted.”  He paused and added, “Right now the staff is up in the office having a hell of a lot of fun adding up all the cash we took in as a bonus on top of your plan.  The strip club take appears to be well over $460,000 and the traffickers left a bag with $130,000.  That’s an unexpected bonus of at least $590,000.  That’s a pretty good haul for the night plus what we’ll earn from the bitches taken at the club.”

Angelica bristled at the cavalier comment about the girls, victims at the club, but held back her visceral reply.  She took a deep breath.  “What happened to the staff at the club?”

The slaver grinned in a manner that made Angelica nervous.  “The paperwork captured with the four gentlemen in question let me know that there was to be a planned transfer of merchandise in exchange for money at a local unimproved airstrip.  The actual exchange this time was supposed to be for female strippers, a male gay stripper, and the college Tuition Assistance cunt all slated for delivery in the rendezvous.  Since they specified men with the potential of being sculpted into girly men, I used the emasculator and emasculator bands I found in their gear.”

“You what?” Angelica gasped.

“An emasculator band is a tiny diameter, very thick band that is stretched open by the jaws of an emasculator tool and when released, the band shrinks down very tightly around the base of a ball sac,” Sergei responded.  “The band crushes down and shuts off any blood flow into or out of their balls.  It left the cocks intact, but all four are now eunuchs with the associated body changes certain to occur from a total lack of testosterone and added female hormone treatments.”

“Then, with extreme diet control and sexual training, … they become girly men?” Angelica asked in horror.

“They were illegal slavers and human traffickers,” Sergei responded softly.  “I have no sympathy for them.”

Angelica gulped.  She gathered her thoughts and took a deep breath.  “When she helped me out of the slave sack, Candy mentioned something about there being six women involved beyond our informant, Jade.”

	Gentlemen’s Club Permanently Enslaved Female Captives
	Jade	(28) black hair, Indian (India) descent, 5’4”, 145lbs, B cups, tricked girls into prostitution at gentlemen’s club, breasts enlarged to DDs, involuntarily sentenced to 15 years Black Collar Slave	Raja Khatri
Tuition Assistance Counselor at local college
Black Collar Slave
	Coffee	(28) black hair, Puerto Rican, mixed race (Spanish, Indigenous, Black), C cups, enlarged to DDs, involuntarily sentenced to 15 years Black Collar Slave	Nicola Mata
Assistant County District Attorney
Black Collar Slave
			


“Yes,” Sergei answered.  “The two women you saw at the airfield were Jade and Coffee, the tuition counselor and a dirty assistant district attorney.  They were flown away to a site owned by Irina Pavlova for some brutal punishment and reprogramming as compliant cunts.  That process is what made her rich in Russia.  Many oligarchs paid handsomely to have troublesome trophy wives and mistresses remade into submissive whores.  Bottom line, each will wear a Black Collar for the remainder of their lives.  Three charges of 10 years each for illegal enslavement, 10 years for attacking a Federal Enslavement Agent, 10 years for operating a house of prostitution, and 5 years for engaging in prostitution.  That’s 55 years!  That kind of math means a life sentence.”

“And the college girls we thought to recruit?” Angelica asked.

	Gentlemen’s Club Green Collar Females
	Sugar	(24) black graduate student, tall, slim, firm C cup breasts, friend to Cynthia Dickerson, pays Emily and Cynthia Dickersons’ debt to NLEC	Jena Tanner
Green Collar (tuition contract volunteer)
One ‘date night’ per $500 owned on loan
	Destiny	(21) senior at the college, D-size enhanced breasts by club staff, victimized by Raja Khatri, captured Angelica and Ginger to mask her own escape	Lucie Green
Green Collar (involuntary volunteer)
52 date nights w/ option for 3 credits per 24hrs at petting zoo
	Ambrosia	(20) junior at the college, blonde, victimized by Raja Khatri, escaped with help of Lucie Green	Ellie-Mai Kramer
Green Collar (tuition contract volunteer)
One ‘date night’ weekend per $500 owed on loan
	Fantasy	(20) brunette, junior at the college, victimized by Raja Khatri, escaped with help of Lucie Green	Cari Morrow
Green Collar (tuition contract volunteer)
One ‘date night’ weekend per $500 owed on loan
	Cupcake	(16) black hair, Hispanic descent, recently signed one of Raja Khatri’s loan contracts, first night dancing and whoring at the club, escaped with help of Lucie Green	Tamera Arroyo
Green Collar (tuition contract volunteer)
One ‘date night’ weekend per $500 owed on loan
			


Sergei answered with a nonchalant shrug.  “I kept my promise with Jena Tanner and the women we rescued from the club.  That is, except for Lucie Green, the one who got you and Ginger captured.  The rest all agreed to a ‘date night’ for every $500 remaining on their tuitions because Raja Khatri never actually made any tuition payments on their behalf.  NLEC will advance those funds to the girls.  Because of her role capturing you and Ginger, Lucie Green had no choice but to agree to 52 ‘date nights’ prior to her graduation.  Since she is already in her last semester, graduation is coming up fairly soon, I offered her a chance to use up three ‘date nights’ owed for every 24-hour stint in a petting zoo.  All her ‘nights’ are payable prior to graduation or she’ll incur big penalties; essentially three new ‘date nights’ added as interest for each one remaining unpaid by graduation.”

“She signed off on that?” Angelica asked in amazement.  After a moment, she added, “Of course she did, … it could have been 10 years for attacking a Federal Enslavement Agent on top of the 5 years for engaging in prostitution.  So, Sergei, what are their new names?”

“Jena is Sugar, Lucie is Destiny, Ellie-Mai is Ambrosia, Cari is Fantasy, and Tamera is Cupcake.”

Angelica held back a smirk at the names by reminding herself that she also had a couple of horrible slave names; Precious and Bunni.  “I still think you are a bastard and a horrible human being,” she said as she rose to end the meeting.  She tried to leave the room with as much dignity as she could given that she was naked under a thin blanket and her hair was matted with vomit.


25.  Cheerleader Runoff Competition

The security system pinged to announce that attention was needed.  It was early on in her shift, about 8:30 in the morning when things were usually very quiet.  Heather looked up from her Algebra homework due in class that afternoon and zeroed in on the monitors for the driveway and garages.  Shrugging her shoulders at humanity’s weirdness, she picked up the adjacent red phone which automatically rang through to her boss’s office phone and, if unanswered, it would then roll over to his cell phone.

“Yes, Heather, what’s up?” the deep voice of her boss, Master Sergei, answered from his desk phone.

Heather blushed at her boss’s deep, sexy voice and was pleased that he knew she was today’s scheduler at the greeting desk.  “Master, the brainless cheerleaders are just pulling in.  Legal has already sent me the necessary paperwork for their unusual custom request.  I’ve reviewed it and can hardly believe they are so naïve.  I have garage number four open for their use.  Master, do you still want me to do the intake processing or would you rather take over?”

Sergei Kozlov sighed over the phone.  “Heather, I’ve explained this before.  You are only 14, my youngest 4H Junior Girl.  The law forbids you from referring to me in any way as your Master.  You know full well you are only allowed to perform office work and livestock support activities; nothing related to actual sex or Ponygirl punishments.  Plus, no disrespecting our customers, much of our revenue comes from these kinds of walk-in clients.

Heather giggled at the Ponygirl Master’s annoyance.  She knew full well that her very young age made her immune to any physical punishment beyond being fired.  Heather loved her job and the money she earned.  Plus, she loved teasing her very sexy boss.  The idea of a man that so easily physically and sexually dominated young women made her kitty ache.

Sergei hardened his tone.  “If you were a 4H Senior Girl I’d have you in my office for a paddling session for your continued insolence.  If you have to, please, call me Master Sergei and not just Master.” 

Heather swallowed hard at his tone.  “Sorry, Sir,” she said meekly.  Despite her apparent acquiescence, Heather knew her underage pussy was soaking wet.  “Shit! I can’t wait until I’m 18,” she told herself.  Some of the 4H Senior Girls had described to her some of the crazy sexual situations they had seen.  Heather couldn’t wait to be promoted to the 4H Senior Girl level and then later to compete for a full-time staff position.  She imagined herself with her panties down around her ankles and her ass glowing from his hand spanking.  “Hmmmm,” she told herself.  Her kitty itched even more and she wished she could rub out an orgasm.  “Later,” she promised herself, “on a bathroom break.”  She smiled at the thought.

“Go ahead with the in-processing routine,” Sergei interrupted her daydream.  “My presence might spook them into backing out of the self-enslavement paperwork.  You already have Ann and Angelica’s advice on the contract.  This is potentially a big money maker.  So, just follow the checklist and make sure the session is videotaped and placed into their electronic file.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Twenty-one-year-old Team Captain Chantrea turned into the open bay of a garage wide enough for two vehicles side-by-side and deep enough for two cars in each lane.  When she parked the Mercedes rental SUV, she turned to three of her four passengers.  “Zayna, Irini, and Emilia do you still want to do this?  I admit I’m scared.  We can easily just leave for the airport and fly back home to Berkeley”

Outspoken Co-Captain Emilia spit back quickly, “Fuck no!  Those racist, spoiled bitches need taking down.”

“Yeah, let’s do this Irina chimed in.  “Those uppity cunts will never live down the humiliation we bring down on them.”

Zayna was quiet.  Then, she softly added, “Just because we all have black hair and a darker complexion is no need for them to call us black Islamic bitches.”

“Or the other nasty things they said,” Emilia added.  “Besides, those losers will probably be the ones that back out and they will automatically lose any bragging rights.”

Silent until this point, their 30-year-old coach, Lynne, spoke up, “Girls, I think this is very childish and ill advised.  Yesterday’s competition ended in a legitimate tie and we should have just flown back to California on last night’s flight.  But, since you are all seniors and at least 21, I won’t interfere if you insist on going through with this.  I’m warning you though, it has the makings of a full-blown disaster.”

Ignoring Coach Lynne’s advice, and convinced they needed to follow through on the plan to humiliate their rivals, the four college girls got out of their black rental Mercedes, reluctantly followed by their coach.  The four Berkeley girls glared at the UVA girls jam packed in the red rental Mustang convertible that followed them into the garage.  By the time the overhead door slid down and locked in place, the UVA cheerleaders and their coach were out of the Mustang and glaring back at them.

“Well bitches,” the blonde UVA Team Captain challenged the Berkeley girls, “you ready to get your asses handed to you?”

“Or are you chicken?” the equally blonde Co-Captain, Deloris, spit back.

“Fuck this shit! Chantrea yelled back in an aggressive stance.  She looked to start a fight on the spot.

“Yeah, let’s get this going!” Her Co-Captain Zayna added.  “We’ll settle who’s number one!”

Heather giggled as she watched and listened to the high-definition video and audio feed from garage number four.  She’d already toggled the feed to be copied into a folder she’d created named ‘Cheerleader Ponygirl Competition’ and the current date.  The security system kept continuous recordings from each camera in a master file but could also send timestamped digital clips to any designated file folder. 

Almost ready for the two teams, Heather confirmed that the overhead garage door was down and electronically locked.  “Come further into my trap,” she whispered.  She triggered the regular exit door from the garage and it clicked loudly into the unlocked position.

“Hey, what about the rental?” Deloris asked.

“Julie took care of the rental car reservation and changed our plane tickets,” Allissa responded.

“Yep,” Julie answered.  “We can turn in the car any time after five tomorrow night and we’ve got reservations on the last flight and will get home around midnight.

“Leave everything in the hands of the two ‘C’ cup girls,” Allissa sang out.  “Everyone knows that ‘Cs’ stand for ‘Clever’.

“Yes indeed,” Julie responded, “Because everyone knows that ‘D’ cup and bigger mummeries rot away brain power due to a lack in the blood supply taken up by those oversize milk bags.  ‘Cs’ are the way to go!  Not too big, … not too small, … just perfect.”

“Assholes!” Deloris laughed.  “My girls are big, soft ‘DD’ fun bags and the boys eat them up.  ‘Cs’ stand for needy ‘Cunts’ that CAN’T get laid.”

Abby and her ‘Ds’ and Coach Rachel with her ‘DDs’ laughed along with Deloris. 

“By the way, … I thought ‘Cs’ stood for ‘Cows’, … mooo!  All I need to do to get any man I want is to snap my fingers, shake my girls, and then they drop to their knees to worship these titties,” Abby laughed.

“Sounds like a challenge for when we get home,” Allissa said with a smile.  The five all giggled at the thought and continued to follow the Berkeley team down the long hallway.  Despite their callous sounding dialogue all five were committed friends.

To get the last word in, …Julie muttered quietly under her breath, “Everyone knows, ‘Ds’ stand for ‘Dumber’.

Upon exiting from the two-car garage, they entered a long left-right corridor with another door immediately in from of them boldly marked ‘Members Only’ with an electronic keypad beside it.  On the left of that door was a sign with an arrow to the left and ‘Visitors’ painted beside it.  The two groups of five women obediently turned left into the corridor and proceeded down its length.  Since they entered the corridor from Garage Bay-1D they passed three more sets of doors on the left (Garage Bay-1C, 1B, and 1A) before the corridor came to a dead end at a door marked ‘Visitors Office Access’.  The right-most of the three sets of doors on the way were marked the same with ‘Members Only’.

The women entered into a small vestibule with an elevator and a door opposite marked ‘Garage Bay-2’.  The ten women crammed into the vestibule uncomfortable with the other team’s close presence and then similarly crowded into the elevator.  It appeared that there was one other set of garage bays below them with the lowest access button marked ‘Garage Bays-3 and -4”.  The topmost of the three buttons simply said ‘Office’.  Team Captain Chantrea hit that button with a smirk toward blonde Team Captain Alissa that somehow proclaimed a win of sorts.

Just before the eight young women and their coaches entered the office, Heather designated the three office cameras to start copying the high-resolution audio and video to the ‘Cheerleader Ponygirls’ folder.  The door from their garage had already automatically locked, preventing the return of anyone to the garage.  The same with the door from the long hallway to the elevator, it locked automatically as each girl entered the Visitors Elevator access vestibule, preventing anyone from backtracking.

Team Captains Chantrea and Allissa were still verbally baiting each other when the elevator door opened with a musical, “Ding.”  This brought them to yet another vestibule with two other elevator doors marked ‘Sales and Viewing Studios’ and ‘Members Area and Stables’.  The only other regular door was simply marked ‘Visitors Office’.  They passed through into the office and stopped with the others in front of a long wall of a glass partition above a wall-to-wall counter.

Julie, one of the UVA cheerleaders with self-avowed higher level mental functions due to her ‘C’ cups, looked quizzically behind her to the closed door.  She had heard the distinctive ‘Snick’ of an electronic latch.  Julie looked about and saw only one other door marked  ‘Initial Processing’.  Belatedly, she realized that none of the doors they passed through had doorknobs; only pull handles or push plates on the insides.  She gulped at the clear indication that they had arrived at a major decision point.  She looked pointedly at her friend and Team Co-Captain; a raised eyebrow indicated her uncertainty.

Deloris grimaced and then nodded her blonde-haired head in a silent signal to continue.

Julie paused in thought.  Given she was the only brunette on the entire team, she felt more intellectually blessed than even her team captain, Allissa.  “At least my blonde highlights are dye jobs,” she thought with a grin.  “No dimming of brain cells here.”

Her musing was interrupted by an assertive voice.

“Alright girls!” the diminutive girl behind steel grills of what looked to be a secure bank teller style window, “Are you ready to do this, or not?”

Chantrea waved her teammates behind her and scowled at the tiny blonde.  “What are you, … like ten?  Where’s your mommy?”

Most of the cheerleaders giggled at the bitchy put down.

Heather forced a smirking smile onto her face.  She knew that despite whoever became the ultimate winner of the upcoming competition, all eight girls and their coaches were in for a rude, humiliating awakening.  “You emailed about a competition between your two teams, … four girls and a coach will each represent your two schools, … is that right?”  Heather sat erect and confident in her khaki safari style uniform.  The Ponygirl Ranch logo was over her left front pocket, her nameplate perfectly located over her right front pocket, and ‘HEATHER’ was embroidered across the back of her shirt in red 3-inch letters.

“Yes!” Alissa cut in quickly.

“That’s why we’re here,” Chantrea interjected while scowling at her competition for daring to answer.

Julie looked from the heavy steel grill between them and Heather to the ominous doors behind her and the lack of door knobs.  She wasn’t too sure this was such a good idea anymore. “Security seems to be paramount here,” she realized.

“Good,” Heather responded.  She waved her hand to her right and said, “One team on each side, UVA here and Berkeley on the other side; Team Captains closest to my window.”  That said, she passed out a sheaf of four papers to each Team Captain.

“What’s this?” Chantrea demanded.

“First, I’ll need everyone’s valid ID and a current credit card.  Then, each of you will need to read, verify that the personal information you provided me in the email on the forms is correct.  Also, double check the contest description, initial in the highlighted sections, and then sign.  Be sure to initial the certification that you’ve each been provided a copy of the Judicial Enslavement Act, Protocol I which outlines your right to participate under the conditions of The Act, and Protocol II which outlines the rights and limitations of free persons that engage in self-enslavement livestock activities.  Also, initial where you release the facility, NLEC of any liability.  Copies of The Act and Protocol II are at each end of the counter.”

More than one of the cheerleaders rolled their eyes at the detailed instructions and could be heard muttering something like, “Yeah, … whatever.” 

Heather then passed out two additional forms.  “Coach Lynne from Berkeley and Coach Rachel from UVA, you each need to similarly sign these forms.  You will note similar language to the cheerleader forms regarding The Act, the Protocols, and the release of liability.  You are also agreeing to co-sign as guarantor for any fees, charges, or penalties as outlined in the agreement in case of default on the part of any of the girls.”

Both Lynne and Rachel hesitated.  “I thought we were just dropping off the girls for the contest,” Rachel protested.”

Heather held up an additional form.  “No, according to your emails and the draft contract that isn’t correct.  Please pay attention.  This is the contract outlining the terms of your contest, created by our legal department this morning based upon your emails you made after the National Cheerleading Competition where your two teams tied for first place.  This contract details how your teams agree to compete in a series of Ponygirl and Slavegirl contests to determine the best team as a tie-breaker from the Cheerleading Competition.  The judges in each event will be your two coaches along with four of our 4H Senior Girl staff members.  Judging will be the average of the six judge’s assessments on a scale of zero to ten.  The four NLEC staff members will review the event scoring and declare each winner and any penalties for the losing team or teams.  At the end of the contests, the team with the most points will be the winner and will be awarded the video highlights of the week plus one-half of all team receipts from tips, etc.  As you specified, the losing team agrees to continue as Ponygirls at this facility for 30 days following completion of the contests.  The losing team will also bear 100% of the costs of the contests.”

The diminutive 4H Junior Girl grinned a bit evilly.  “Each of you will sign your agreement on the contract.  Everything is being video recorded.  I will pass everything up to legal and they will notarize and file as required by state and federal law.”

The eight cheerleaders and their coaches took turns reviewing the contract, initialing as required, and dating and signing with a full signature.  None of them read beyond the first couple of paragraphs of the three-page contract.  The fine print at the end of the contract defined in detail terms, conditions, and fees.

Julie only noted one thing.  She looked up quizzically.  “Why does it say losing team or teams?  There are just us two teams.”

Heather quietly took up all the signed paperwork and prepared to notarize as required.  “Girls,” she chastised, “you can’t expect a facility like ours to just let you out on our race courses.  Thus, after qualification, you have all just agreed to compete in run-up contests as designated by the Ponygirl Operations subsidiary of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  Some events could well be comprised of teams of one or more members.  Understand?”

Greeted by silence as the ten women absorbed the information that there were to be multiple events. Heather completed the forms and contract and loaded the paperwork, driver’s licenses and credit cards into a vacuum tube receiver marked ‘Legal’.  It whooshed as it disappeared up the tube.  “As I said,” Heather continued, “this will go through legal, then the front office for fee calculation and billing, and then electronically posted with Maryland state livestock officials.  Per The Act, we maintain original records and recordings of all interactions.  You will receive daily fee estimates as the contests proceed.”

“Wait a minute, … what are the actual costs for this contest?” dark-haired athletic Lynne demanded.  “I didn’t see any required payments.”

“Wait, … how long is the contest period?” chubby Rachel demanded.  “Did you say daily fee estimates?”

“Holy shit!” Julie told herself.  “Julie, girl, your superior brain power might have fucked us up,” she added inwardly in self-admonishment.

“Everything was outlined in the contract,” Heather said softly while maintaining a stoic face and tone of voice to hid the glee she felt about the bimbos and their contest.  “After processing, you will each receive a copy of the signed documents.”  She took a moment and gave each a long, serious look.  “A final warning, ladies, … temporary conversion to slavery can be either an easy or a traumatic experience.  In moments you will begin that process.  Cooperate and it can be fun and interesting.  Resist and it will be painful.”

Heather took a moment for that to sink into the clueless heads of the brainless twats.  Shrugging, she continued, “As I said, after you finish processing and are assigned rooms, you are welcome to study everything at length during whatever free time you are allowed.  However, right now UVA Team Blonde Bimbos will proceed through the ‘Initial Processing’ doorway.  Berkeley Team Black Bitches wait here for your handlers.”

“You named our team Blonde Bimbos?” Team Captain Allissa shouted at the Berkeley Team.

“What the fuck!” Chantrea screamed.  “You named us Black Bitches?  We aren’t even black!”

“Please pay attention,” Heather said loudly, “the names were picked from the derogatory terms you each used in your emails.  The names are what they are.”

“Game on!” Team Co-Captain Deloris shouted as she went toward the door.  “You cunts are going down!”

The women heard a loud buzz as the door marked ‘Initial Processing’ opened.

“Get going,” Heather commanded.

The door smoothly shut after the five UVA women passed through.  The UVA women halted in surprise at the sight of the two blonde and busty young women waiting on the other side of the doorway in what looked to be a standard locker room.  The two girls they saw were dressed identically in glossy black leather knee-high riding boots, loose black leather miniskirts, and an identical black rigid leather bustier which began 2” above the low-slung miniskirt waistbands and extended upward to fully cover their full breasts.  Each blonde handler had her tight abdomen exposed.  The handlers had just finished slapping magnetic name placards on five of the lockers and held up five green plastic name tags. 

“I’m Mistress Brandy,” one blonde asserted, “one of the Goddesses ruling your life during this contest.”

“And I’m Mistress Ginger,” the other stated authoritatively, “another Goddess guiding you through these events.”

As Mistress Ginger spoke, the light glistened off her hair, showing significant red highlights, More than one told themselves, “Nice, a real strawberry blonde.”

“We are your handlers, 4H Senior Girls certified in all aspects of Enslaved Livestock and Ponygirl Equestrian training and handling,” Brandy added.

“This is a livestock prod,” Ginger said while waving the 3-foot implement about.  She triggered the device to a loud crackling electrical sound.  “Failure to obey leads to punishment.  Mistress Brandy is holding our most often employed encouragement device, a simple riding crop.”

Brandy theatrically popped the leather loop at the end of the crop on her left hand.

“Holy shit!” someone whispered.

“Fuck, … I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore,” Julie muttered softly.

Ginger triggered the prod while pointing to her left.  “Line up Team Blonde Bimbos beginning with the Coach, Team Captain, Team Co-Captain, Julie, and then Abby.”

Ginger tapped the crackling prod at the slow-moving Coach.  “Get going Bimbo!”

“Eiiii!” the coach screamed.  “Fuck that hurt!”

“That’s just a first warning,” Ginger asserted.  “Be thankful it was only a five-level setting.  The next one to fuck up gets a seven-level prod from me.”

Brandy grinned mercilessly and held out a thick Green Slave Collar.  “This belongs to Blonde Bimbo One, that’s you Allissa.  Lock it on your neck.”

Allissa took the surprisingly heavy collar and protested at the name tag reading ‘BLONDE BIMBO ONE’ hanging below the front section of the collar.  “Hey, that’s not my name,” she protested.

“Eiiiii!” she screamed as the crop whistled through the air to pop against her thigh exposed below her short cheerleading skirt.  As she spun away from Brandy, a second strike quickly followed that thumped hard against an erect D-cup titty clearly outlined under the tight cheerleading sweater.

“Owwww!  Stoppp!” Allissa cried.

“Each infraction from team members earns an increasingly painful punishment,” Ginger added.  “After five punishable individual fouls, the whole team begins to share all subsequent punishments.  Now line up again and accept your collars.  Blonde Bimbo Two is Deloris, Blonde Bimbo Three is Julie, and Blonde Bimbo Four is Abby.”

Sullenly, each girl accepted their Green Slave Collar, gazed with humiliation at their new names, and silently clicked the heavy collars around their necks.

“Good bimbos,” Brandy praised as if they were obedient pets.  “Now, this collar is yours, Rachel,” Brandy added as she passed a Blue Slave Collar to the woman.

Rachel took the collar gingerly as if it would strike out at her.  She looked up to question the name tag that identified her as Blonde Bimbo Zero.  She opened her mouth to protest and quickly paused at the attentive glares from Brandy and Ginger.

“A good move little bimbo,” Brandy praised in a sugary voice.  “Attentive learning will make this a much more rewarding experience.”

“And, with that, … give me your attention,” Ginger demanded.  “Black Collars denote lifetime slaves sentenced by the courts, Red Collars indicate court-mandated slavery for less than life sentences, Green Collars identify you as lucky cunts that have volunteered for an earth-shattering short-term slavery experience, and finally, Blue Collars such as Blonde Bimbo Zero is wearing indicate a day slave whose use is controlled by staff.  In your case, Bimbo Zero, your daily term will be extended day-by-day as the contest proceeds.  Female staff are easily identified by either a khaki uniform of 4H Junior Girls or our uniform for 4H Senior Girls. Other women in similar Mistress uniforms are even more god-like full Mistresses.  If a spoken answer is required, the Junior Girls are to be addressed as Miss. in every sentence and the rest of us as Mistress in every single sentence.”

Julie mulled over the phrase ‘earth shattering’ and fully recognized the double meaning.  “This won’t end well,” she thought with trepidation.

Brandy took over from Ginger.  “The next question will be answered in a loud and subservient ‘Yes, Mistress!’  Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress!” the five women answered with different degrees of quivering voices.

“Good Bimbos!” Brandy said.

“Turn around and approach the locker behind you that has your name on it,” Ginger demanded.  As the group shuffled around, Ginger continued, “Put everything you are wearing or brought into the facility in the locker, close it, and kneel with your faces against the locker until you get your next command.”

Thirty-year-old Rachel paused again at the sight of a locker marked with ‘BLONDE BIMBO ZERO.’  “There must be a mistake,” she whispered in a quivering voice.  “I’m the coach and I’m only supposed to take care of the team, not participate in any contest.  It wasn’t even my idea.”  She turned around tearful of the response of the young handlers.  “Please, … girls,” she implored, “let me go.  I really should have stayed in the car.”

Brandy grabbed the woman’s blonde ponytail and yanked hard, pulling her sideways to fall awkwardly face down.  Ginger pulsed the probe with a ‘seven’ setting and buried the end up under the woman’s short skirt; triggering squarely against her thin silk panties.

Rachel howled and shook as the electrical shock against her crotch short-circuited her muscles identically to that of a high-power Taser.  Unable to control her twitching muscles from the high-voltage shock, she pissed herself.

Ginger stepped forward and knelt on the woman’s back while she took charge of the helpless woman’s wrists.  A quick double set of clicks and the woman’s wrists were handcuffed behind her back.  Then, Ginger took a black leather head harness with a red leather-covered ring gag out of an open locker.  In seconds the red leather-covered ring was deeply seated in her mouth and the leather harness tightened.

Brandy stood confronting the remaining four White Blonde Bimbos.  “Want the same, Bimbos?  If not, throw those purses into your locker and start stripping.  Now!  Everything off, sluts!  Jewelry too!” She tapped the riding crop against her thigh and added, “For the most part, the uniform of Blonde Bimbo Ponygirls will be nearly naked.”

All four girls were shaking in fear with tears streaming down their cheeks.  Forced into obedience, each silently took off her clothes and set everything in the locker.

“That’s right, good Bimbos,” Brandy said in a soothing tone.  “Next, kneel with your hands behind your backs and rest your foreheads on the closed locker.  Hurry now and be good little Ponygirls.”

Allissa shook in terror as her knees thumped down on the cold floor tiles.  “What have we done?” she asked herself.  “This was supposed to be a single race against those assholes.”  She cried as the harsh reality of being forced into having to qualify to be a real-life Ponygirl sunk in.

Next to Allissa, blonde Co-Captain Deloris felt the heavy downward tug of her bouncy double Ds as they hung down heavily in her forward-leaning position.  Like Allissa, her eyes were red and puffy from tears.  Deloris was both deeply fearful for her life and humiliated at being forced to strip herself as commanded by what looked like a pre-pubescent girl.  The weight of the heavy Green Collar hung heavily on her soul.

Each girl became further frightened as soft leather hoods were slipped over their heads.  Then, one-by-one, Ginger and Brandy worked their way through the line of Blonde Bimbos and handcuffed their wrists behind their backs.  Then, the two slave handlers worked together to remove a hood at a time and slip black leather head harnesses with red leather-covered ring gags over the head of each Bimbo.  Admonished to obey and remain silent, the four naked cheerleaders shook their heads for a moment to try and escape the ring gags.  Each opened her mouth wide after short, harsh tugs on their leashes.  They could only follow helplessly as they were taken into the next processing room.

None of the cheerleaders realized that the young handlers had quickly and expertly sliced off their coach’s clothing with razor-sharp disrobing knives.  Naked, with a ring gag jammed painfully into her mouth and a tightened leather harness atop her head, 30-year-old Rachel obediently followed her cheerleaders with wild, wide-eyed glances around.  The petite 5-foot-4-inch California blonde from Chula Vista felt her soft, overly large DDs wobbling about with every step.  In addition to puffy eyes and tear-stained cheeks, Rachel had snot dribbling from her nostrils down over her lips from her rough treatment.

As blonde Brandy led her three naked charges, she turned to redhead Ginger walking beside her and whispered, “I’m not liking all this livestock emphasis on blonde bimbos.  You’re in the same situation.  You might be a redhead, but I’d call that light red hair color strawberry blonde.”  She closed the door they’d just passed through and she added, “Heather mentioned that the front office will evaluate us on how well we train and compete these bitches.”  She paused as she led the coach to a table edge and tugged her upper body over the padded top to anchor the leash on a hook under the far side.  She secured Allissa and Deloris similarly to the next two padded tables.

Ginger and Brandy stepped back to enjoy the view of the five white flawless asses.  “That’s some quality white cunt!” Brandy observed in a loud voice intended to help cow the women.  “They will generate a lot of interest from our dominate customers.” 

Then, in a quiet tone only for Ginger to hear, she added, “We already have bimbo stripper work names dyed in black henna across our backs above these corsets, much like we do with our Ponygirls.  I’d hate to end up with mine permanently tattooed in place and a tattooed federal slave registration number under the ranch logo in place of my federal training certification.”

“Don’t worry, Brandy,” Ginger answered after a long pause, “With our training and certifications I believe we’re too valuable to be wasted as mere Pony stock.  We’re lucky to have this job and all the expensive training to get us to this point.  Plus, it pays well and we get to personally make uppity, spoiled cunts like these see the new alternate reality they brainlessly signed onto.  Believe me, it’s a great career path.”

As Brandy stepped away to log onto the room’s computer workstation, Ginger mentally reviewed her own recent near catastrophic error with Amber.  “Somehow, Master Sergei, Sergei Kozlov, kept his promise.  Nobody seems to know anything about my confession or punishment.  I avoid both Mistress Angel and Mistress Star.  And I haven’t even spoken with Amber about it since we never seem to be scheduled to work together.”  She sighed.  “Better to erase it from my memory.” 

Brandy logged into the Ponygirl Ranch website and clicked her way down to customers where she selected ‘UVA Cheerleaders’.  With the team displayed, Brandy selected ‘stencils’ under the entry for ‘UVA Cheerleaders – In processing.’  The stencil machine hummed and quickly fed out flexible rubbery templates customized for each woman’s Ponygirl name and real slave registration number.  Their real names might not be referenced in the state and national databases, but they’d be easily identified as temporary slaves until the penetrating henna dye wore off.  Brandy took two stencil sets marked Coach Rachel and Team Captain Allissa. 

Brandy started with Coach Rachel.  After rubbing alcohol across the woman’s upper back and right butt cheek, she peeled off a template for the right haunch and stuck the sticky template in place.  A second peeled off template was rubbed in against Rachel’s upper back.  Then, it only took a few seconds to carefully dab a thick coat of the durable henna dye over each template.  Brandy let the deep penetrating dye settle in and dry while she processed Team Captain Allissa in a similar manner.  Soon, Rachel and Allissa had black Ponygirl Ranch faux tattoos with Ponygirl above the logo and their personal slave registration numbers below the logo.  Each also had their Ponygirl names dyed in black in 3-inch letters across their upper backs.

“This is our highest quality henna dye,” Brandy informed the two women.  “It almost always lasts a full six months.  For this service, the office will put $600 each on your credit cards.  That’s the normal rack rate which purchases a full year’s worth of touch-up henna tattoos and up to six happy ending sessions.  Plus, the fee covers any equipment necessary for todays and tomorrow’s events along with one night’s room and two days board.”

Rachel gasped at the huge fee she was paying for the unexpected and unwanted pain and humiliation.

Allissa whimpered at the phrase ‘happy endings.’  “Surely it doesn’t mean we’ll be bred like livestock,” she asked herself.

Ginger offered in a catty tone, “Two bad you Bimbos didn’t check out the $200 group rate credit coupon offer displayed on the information rack in the office for groups of three or more.  That would have saved you five cunts $1,000 overall.”

Brandy and Ginger pulled Rachel up off the table and led her to a dangling chain.  They used a double-ended snap hook to attach the chain to her collar.  Rachel tottered around a bit to get her balance but the chain held her firmly in place.  Rachel was powerless to resist as the front of a stiff red leather bustier was set under her big breasts, the sides wrapped around her waist, and then fastener after fastener was tightened along the line of her spine.  Horrified glances in a wall mirror showed her rigid nipples and most of her bountiful breasts sitting fully exposed with just two partial shelf-like cups underneath that formed left her fully exposed breasts resting on a narrow shelf at the top of the corset-like bustier.  By the time she recovered from the shock of processing, and from her critical self-evaluation of the beautiful blonde facing back at her from the mirror, she was being pulled forward by the leash held by Ginger.  As she stepped forward, Rachel realized that her wrists were now held closely to the waist of the bustier by tight red leather wrist cuffs sewed onto red leather bags which held her fingers in a tight fist position.  She glanced down past her naked pussy to see she’d been outfitted with a comfortable pair of red running shoes.

Rachel shook her head to try and clear the mental cobwebs that seemed to have set in.

“Hi, Ginger,” Heather called out to the group in a cheerful voice as they exited the building.  “I got off office duty for the rest of the morning.  I’m running the quad for the timed qualification events.”  She cocked her head and examined the chubby 160-pound blonde.  She looked down at the clipboard attached to the handlebars.  “Damn, Bimbo Zero, for only being 5’4”, you’re packing more than a few extra pounds.  You look like you need to sign up for our $1,000, one-week Ponygirl diet and conditioning training package.”

“Don’t worry about her health, Heather,” Ginger responded, “if she doesn’t set a good enough running pace in the next three qualifier heats, under her signed contract package, she automatically gets enrolled in that one-week $1,000 course, … at her expense of course.” 

“Hmmmph!” Rachel protested uselessly into the ring gag.  “My credit card is nearly maxed out,” she moaned inwardly, “please don’t enter any more charges.”

“Okay, Bimbo,” Ginger said to Rachel, “This first run will be a chance for you to get used to breathing through a ring gag.  This is the first of three timed, back-to-back practice runs of one-quarter-mile each.  You’re only running on half of this one-half-mile-track.  Watch your balance since your hands are secured to your waist; lean forward more than normal, and let your boobies sway as your hips move.  Heather will pace you on the four-wheeler quad and she’ll use her lunge whip as needed to get your best effort.  The whip popping behind your back means pick up the pace and whip pops on your ass or thighs means you are slacking off and in danger of failing the time test.”

Rachel worked her jaw from the stiffness of the tight ring gag.  She looked directly at Ginger and implored her with her eyes. 

“No,” Ginger said harshly.  “We can speak privately after your runs and after your time in the Petting Zoo.  Right now, you need to wear this mask unless you want the event video to show your face.”

Ginger slipped a stretchy strap from the spandex mask under Rachel’s chin and pulled the mask up and over her face.  The mask was a hauntingly android-like white face that hid all signs of humanity.  Ginger fed Rachel’s ponytail through the stretchy straps around the sides and top of the mask to the back of her head.

“The announcer in the viewing booth in the center of the track will sound a horn signaling the start of your race,” Heather explained. 

As Heather briefed Rachel on the event, Ginger popped on a surgical glove, swiped her two forefingers through the top of a jar of clear salve conveniently located on an adjacent stand, and with a practiced sweep from behind Rachel’s lush cheeks placed a thick coating of the concoction from her clit, across and inside the already slick labia, and ended with both fingers thrust deeply into her rectum.

“Eiiii,” Rachel yelped as the cold salve coated her most sensitive flesh. 

“Good, cunt,” Ginger soothed at Rachel’s non-coherent response.  “You’re learning.  Ponygirls don’t speak unless an answer is demanded by staff.”

At the horn, Rachel immediately leaned forward into her run and stepped out.  She struggled to get her balance for the first few paces.  Just as she heard a whistling pop behind her, she sped up.  Her boobs were held up by the bustier but still swayed wildly from side to side as she ran and lurched up high enough to strike her chin before falling down to the bustier’s breast support shelf.  Another pop resulted in a fractional increase in her pace.

Dimly, Rachel was aware that she was running close to the inner rails of a hard-packed dirt race track. 

Heather followed behind and to the side of the runner on her roaring quad.  She glanced at the time on the inner field board and decided Rachel needed a bit more encouragement.  Carefully holding out the lunging whip to the side, she snapped the handle forward and back quickly and grinned as the end of the nylon whip cracked loudly as it exceeded the sound barrier and the end snapped across the plump left butt check of her target.  “Get going, Bimbo!” she screamed over the engine of the quad.

Rachel somehow managed to slightly increase her speed.  “My fucking girls are gonna hurt tonight,” she told herself.

Moments later, she almost tripped and fell in horror as a loud public address system clearly announced, “OK now everyone, … coming around the track on her first-time quarter-mile qualifying attempt is Blonde Bimbo Zero, an out-of-town Ponygirl volunteer here for the next few days from the great state of Virginia.  If you want to make her acquaintance, she’ll be in the viewing ring between heats and then in the Petting Zoo after her final run and available for your greater enjoyment.  Over the next hour you’ll see four more Blonde Bimbos and then all five of team Black Bitches will make their first-time one-quarter-mile qualifying runs.”

Back at the starting gate, Allissa reared back in horror at the announcement.  “Next few days,” she screamed inwardly.  “What the fuck!”

On the track, Heather snapped the lunge whip twice over Rachel’s head.

Then, the announcer cut in with an excited voice, “Folks, I hope you paid attention to Heather, our youngest, but very talented, 4H Junior Girl riding that quad.  She just popped that whip to keep the new runner at a competitive speed.  No slacking off for Blonde Bimbo Zero!  Whatta job Heather!”

Now, puffing and huffing from the unusual exercise, Rachel saw the end of her event as she rounded the first turn on the half-mile track.  Far ahead, she saw a temporary barrier across the wide dirt track.  Almost upon the barrier, Rachel saw that the chute forced her into the inner circle of the track.  Her heart froze at the screams and hollers of spectators. 

“Run Bimbo, run!” she heard from a male voice.

“That cunt better speed up!” a female threatened.  “I’ve got ten bucks on a bet that she’ll do better than a two-minute qualifying quarter.  That’s only an eight-minute mile pace.”

“Shit, woman!” I’ve got ten bucks on her not making a two-minute first-time pace.”

“Look at those hooters sway!” another man screamed.

“Shit! She’s a short chubby little thing,” another man yelled.  “She’ll never make a qualifying time!”

Rachel burst through the chute and slowed to a stop in a small corral.  She was horrified by the sight of the screaming throngs of men and a few women streaming down off the bleachers to her corral, all wore much more artistically elaborate, beautiful, and comfortable masks. 

“OK folks,” the announcer cut in, “Virginia Ponygirl Blonde Bimbo Zero will be available only for your viewing pleasure at this time.  The sweet bitch has two more runs before she’ll be available in the Petting Zoo along with the other nine cunts running this morning.  Later, I’m sure y'all will thoroughly enjoy the new livestock.”

Rachel fell to her knees and dry-heaved.  She felt like shit and was scared to death about what she’d allowed her college girls to do.

Heather spun her quad around to point toward the exit.  “Hey, bitch, … that run was not up to Ponygirl Ranch standards.  You have about six minutes before your next run around the track back to the starting point.  But, … you better find a way to improve during the next two runs.”

“Hello again, folks,” the announcer chimed in with a jolly tone.  “As you can see that first runner might need a few days of conditioning to meet our track standards.  But, lucky for her team, she’s only a stand-by competitor.  Now, if you’ll pay attention back to the other end of the track, Ann will be riding the quad to drive Blonde Bimbo One on her first run.  Like the rest of her group, the volunteer Ponygirl is from Virginia and will be showing us how Blonde Bimbos race.  Ready, … three, two, one, go!

The starting horn cut off the announcers call of ‘Go!’ and echoed around the track.

Ann swung her whip with a fierce pop right against Allissa’s left cheek.

At her, “Haaaa!” of agony, Allissa was already well on her way.

Ann had to gun her quad to catch up with the fleet-footed cheerleader.

Rachel was still kneeling and trying to get her breath.  “My pussy is itching something crazy,” she moaned to herself.  “What did that evil bitch put on me.  Ohhhh, … shit.” She stood up and tried to pace around, squeezing her thighs together in attempts to relieve her itching cooch.  “How can I run like this?” she asked herself as she danced about trying to find relief.

“Itches, don’t it?” Heather whispered in her ear.  “I’d rub you off but it’s illegal since I’m underage.  The good news is that they tell me the itching stops as soon as you start running.  The faster you go, the longer a delay before it comes back itching with a vengeance.”

“Hoooo!” Rachel said through her ring gag.”

“Whoa boy!  Look at that bitch go!” the announcer yelled happily.  “Folks, at 5’8” that slim filly is a natural for a speedy Ponygirl.  Whoooey!  What a pace.  And look, Ann still isn’t cutting her any slack!  She definitely wants the fastest quarter-mile of the day.”

Heather already had Rachel cued up for her run.  “Two-minute warning!” she hissed.  “You start when Blonde Bimbo Two ends her first heat.  Remember, if you don’t improve your run, I’ll see if Ginger will remind you what a livestock prod does to a sweaty, itchy pussy.”

Rachel was hardly aware when the announcer described Allissa’s entry behind her into the small corral.  She did hear the roar of approval when Blonde Bimbo Two, Deloris, began her run.  The announcer’s description of her cheerleader team was deeply humiliating.  “I hope nobody makes the connection with UVA and our cheerleading program,” she silently prayed.

“Folks, this time up its Cathi riding that quad!” Rachel heard. 

“Look at those big melons fly on Blonde Bimbo Two.  Yes-sir-re!” the announcer continued.  “Those are probably the biggest milk bags you’re gonna see dancing and prancing about today.  Imagine porking that cunt in the Petting Zoo later on.  Keep that whip a popping, Cathi!”

At the announcer’s count down after Cathi drove her Ponygirl in, Rachel had prepped herself for a faster run.  At the horn, she leaned forward and stepped off to a much faster start.  She’d learned from the first run and immediately sprinted into her fastest possible pace.  She prayed she’d be able to keep it up for the whole quarter mile.

The whip popped much more often this run.  Heather didn’t want the old cow to humiliate her with Ann and Cathi.

After her third run, Rachel collapsed in the Viewing Circle.

“Get up bitch!” Heather hissed.  “Time to head from the Viewing Circle to the Petting Zoo!”

Inwardly, Heather was mostly satisfied with the increased speeds clocked in by Blonde Bimbo Zero.  “She won’t be the youngest, or the fastest,” she mused, “but handicapped by those fat, sloppy titties, the runs were acceptable.”  She paused and grinned, “Like there was any way she wouldn’t be forced to run.  Customers love to watch the big floppies hopping around.”

Heather sighed as she handed off Blonde Bimbo Zero’s leash to 20-year-old blonde Amber.

“Sorry, you can’t come in here,” the 4H Senior Girl teased her younger friend.

Heather sulked and whispered back, “I know.  Please tell me how she takes her first cock.  Please?”

Amber winked back and whispered, “I’ll let you secretly see part of the video.  My password lets me review more than just the intake videos that you access.”  Amber watched the younger girl walk away and wondered if she’d get an up-close look at Rachel’s introduction to sex as a temporary slave.

As Heather walked away, she couldn’t help but note that blonde 20-old Amber had not only been given a typical stripper’s work name; and while Amber’s protruding titties couldn’t possibly compete with the gigantic hooters of the team coach, they were certainly bigger than the ‘C-cup’ Amber admitted to.  They were well-presented under her black leather corset.  She ruefully ran a hand over her own undersize breasts.  “I wish mine would grow like that,” she said woefully.  The young teen never once imagined either of them collared as Ponygirls. 


26.  Nailing Blonde Bimbos In The Petting Zoo

Rachel finally caught her breath after her last qualifying run.  She took a small bit of pride in getting her first poor showing of her over two-minute quarter-mile run down to one minute 45 seconds and one minute 50 seconds in the next two runs.  Amber quickly dashed that feeling of pride when she told Rachel that her effort was just short of miserable.

Amber sponged down the sweaty Ponygirl with hot soapy water.  They were surrounded by crowds of masked men and women admiring the two women, … one a naked Ponygirl and the other sexually alluring in her abbreviated Mistress costume.  “They’re waiting for you,” Amber whispered.  “I bet the first guy fucks you so hard your tits fly around like some topless dancer showing off her trick titty moves.” 

“Hi hon’t hanna het hucked,” Rachel rebelled through her ring gag.  Her attempts to squeeze her thighs together to seek relief from the invasive salve showed how receptive she’d be when a cock first drilled into her needy pussy.

Amber just grinned at the tell-tale signs that the itching cream was renewing its effect on the Ponygirl.  “Blonde Bimbo Zero,” Amber promised, “you may not want to be fucked right now, but soon you’re gonna be begging someone to mount you like a bitch in heat.  It’s the only way to stop that horrific itching.”

“Fuck that stuff’s terrible,” Amber thought in remembrance of her experience with her friend Ginger.  “One night during our shift when all our work was done, I let her tie my hands to one of the stall rails one evening and then she gagged me, … and pulled my panties and skirt down.  I about shit myself when I saw her approach with that damned cream.  I screamed into the gag for her to stop, but instead she rubbed that shit on my clit and all over my kitty.”  The remembered agony of being unable to touch herself made her pause in cleaning Rachel.  “Even worse, she rubbed that stuff around and inside my ass.”  She flushed at the promises and begging she made in gag-speak to her friend.  “But, that bitch, she refused to rub me off, laughing at my plight.” She blushed at what she promised when Ginger pulled that gag out of her mouth.  I came like a whore in heat when she sunk that huge black strap-on dildo in my wet pussy and sank it to the hilt,” she told herself.  “It was the best sex of my life,” she admitted.  “Even the ass rape she followed with.  But, I was a fool to think a bit of Pony experimenting on a real Ponygirl ranch would be fun.  Never again!” she vowed.  “The orgasms were out of this world, but it simply wasn’t worth the humiliation of getting caught, … and it was all recorded on video, … that sucked!”

Amber refused to think at all about the next day when she was called into the front office.  “Master Sergei made me watch the video of Ginger topping me on the 80-inch wall-mounted monitor,” she remembered.  “Worse, his two sluts Star and Angel came in for something and they stayed to watch and comment on what a good candidate I’d make as a new submissive blonde Ponygirl recruit.”

“She responded well to the cream,” Star commented in her Russian accent. 

“Screamed like a real slut!” Angel taunted.  “And to think she volunteered to be tied up, … whatta blonde bimbo.” 

“Master, please give her to me for a few more sessions like that and she’ll get truly addicted to Ponygirl sexing,” Star offered, “I promise to get her begging for permanent self-enslavement.”

Amber flushed at the remembrance of how she would have indeed begged to enslave herself if Ginger held off on using that strap-on till she fucked away the effects of the cream.

“Amber,” Sergei told her, “I believe both you and Ginger are of legal age.  You’re 20 and she’s 21, correct?”

Amber had reluctantly nodded.

“Answer verbally, you idiot!” Star admonished her in an angry tone.

“Yes, Master,” she said softly, “we are both of legal age.”  She looked around quickly to see if she could detect the cameras and recording microphones that were almost certainly in the office.

“What do you think your punishment should be for stealing a $600 Ponygirl experience with happy endings treatment from me, … from the NLEC?  And what should Ginger’s penalty be for wrongly treating you as a legally volunteered Ponygirl?”

Frightened at the way the conversation was going and the seriousness in Sergei Kozlov’s tone, Amber immediately began to beg.  “No, Master Sergei, please don’t punish Ginger!  I did ask her for some light Pony play.  Even if she pushed it too far, … it was my fault for not stipulating exactly what I wanted.”

“None of that addresses a punishment,” Star interjected.  “You were on duty when you two were fucking away like bored, horny, brainless housewives.”

As Amber began to speak again, Sergei held up a hand to stop all three girls from speaking out.  He paused as if in deep thought.  “I’ve made my mind up,” he said in a commanding voice.  “Star, find Ginger when she comes in for her next shift and give her this ultimatum.  She is to sign a confession for wrongly illegally capturing a free woman and treating her as livestock.  In the statement, she is to beg for a public strapping as punishment or she will have to leave NLEC forever.  If she concedes, strip her down as if she were a new volunteer, tie her down in the viewing area, and give her 20 stripes of the flogging cat.  Then ungag her and leave her tied down in the Petting Zoo with plenty of the cream slathered across her own clit, vagina, and rectum.  A placard will be displayed including a proviso in small-print where she agrees to fulfill any promises she makes during her punishment.  Let’s see if Ginger begs the customers to take her cunt and ass in order to make the itching go away.”

Amber gasped and then became furious at Star’s, “As you speak, Master, I shall obey.  Think no more on the matter.”

“Bbut,” Amber tried to speak out in defense of her friend, but she was stopped at Sergei’s raised hand.  “Ginger’s not into cock,” she told herself miserably after being cut off.

“Don’t beg, we have the facts and I’ve spoken,” he said.

“Star, I want you to also have legal draw up a similar confession for Amber admitting her theft of $600 for the stolen happy ending.  I believe theft of that amount by the court is punishable by six months mandatory enslavement under the supervision of the employer, isn’t that correct Amber?”

Amber burst into tears at her Master’s proclamation. 

“Don’t you realize how serious this is, he admonished.  “We are a registered facility here and under both state and federal scrutiny.  Due to your actions, we are at risk of a severe penalty from both the state and federal Judicial Enslavement Act oversight boards.  Not only could you actually be judicially enslaved just as I said, … but, you could be barred from ever participating as a free woman in any livestock enterprise.  And that doesn’t even cover the exorbitant monetary fines that are designed to virtually force convicted women into permanent slavery for defaulting on a payment schedule.”

Amber remembered that she continued to cry and beg for an alternative.

Finally, Sergei relented.  “Wait!  Star, ignore everything I just said.  Sit down and go over some of the contracts legal has drafted.  I want you to draft up the confession for both girls to sign where they admit failing to correctly follow the regulations as stipulated in Protocol II to the Judicial Enslavement Act.  You will add text in the confession that management’s investigation determined that no harm or loss of freedom resulted with any free person or to any livestock under the care of the ranch.  You will add that each girl will pay half of the $600 fee for the sex play.”

He paused and turned to Amber, “If you agree to this, you will be stripped down and dressed as a volunteer Ponygirl.  To make this punishment weigh on your minds and attentiveness to following our rules, I will determine when that punishment will occur.  In the Petting Zoo, you will each slather the itching cream on the other and then you will tied down to receive 20 strokes of the riding crop.”

Amber sagged down in relief that neither was going to be flogged.  “Thank you Master,” she cried softly.  Later, she would begin to fear the delayed punishment as she thought through over and over all the possible humiliations.

“Lastly, I do concede to let the written confession clearly state that during the punishment, no stated promises by the two of you will have any legal standing.  Beg all you want, … it will only humiliate yourselves but you will not be legally bound in any way based on video evidence of your begging.”  Sergei then added, “Amber, I value both you and Ginger as employees and hope you will both continue working on the ranch.  As another concession on my part, no other employees will be told of your crime or witness your punishment in the Petting Zoo area.  Videos covering the punishment will be locked to my access only.  After today, Star, Angel, and I will never again refer to this incident and nobody will ever know what you did.”

Amber shook her head to clear away the awful thoughts of what might happen when he triggered her punishment.  Absently, she realized she’d just slathered more of the cream on Ponygirl Blonde Bimbo Zero’s clit, cunt, and ass grommet.

Rachel stood under the dangling chain, standing erect because it was tightly clipped to her collar.

Amber stood beside the whimpering team coach.  “Folks, this is some prime volunteer cunt!” she announced and ran a hand over one of her teats.  “Feel free to examine, … that means briefly touch, caress, or pinch.  If you want some personal time with this bitch in one of the privacy booths, let me scan your Membership Wristband or your Day Pass Wristband.  There are privacy stalls available for your use, … or, … if you want you can do your business here in public.  Sorry, no using them on Ponygirl carts today but who knows what tomorrow brings.”

A big, black member with a devil’s mask held out his Black Membership Wristband.  “I want to take this one for her first fucking!” he growled in a commanding voice.

“Shit!” another member complained.  “Your dick always stretches out the new cunts something awful.”

Amber recognized the hulking black member.  “Well, Black Master,” she said cheerfully.  Having personally seen his flaccid and fully erect cock as well as witnessed close up the massive black club of a cock punching into a virgin ass, she grinned and told herself, “I just wish I could see the slut’s face when she’s mounted.”  She winked and added, “I think everyone has heard about your legendary, monumental bitch stick even if you only pork them in private.”

The crowd murmured approval at her comment.  Without having actually seen his supposed club-sized cock, … word among the members had nonetheless spread that he had a far bigger cock than most humans.

Rachel tried to shift backward away from the man with the devil’s mask.  “Ho!” she yelled.

Master Black, often mistakenly called The Black Master, a 36-year-old lawyer named Tyreece (Tye) Schaefer, leaned down to Amber and whispered softly, “Usually, only slaves refer to me as their Black Master, free folk just call be Master Black.”  He chuckled to her humiliation.  “Must be a Freudian slip on your part, huh?  Blonde much?”

She looked around the crowd and decided nobody heard his comment.  “Sorry,” she whispered back.  “I didn’t know.”  Amber flushed red in embarrassment.  “I mmmean, … that is, … I didn’t mean you were my Black Master.”

Tye chuckled and then added in an equally soft voice, “Since you’ve already seen me in action, you can come in for a private show and stand beside this cunt and watch me skewer her privileged white fuck hole.  You can get a first-hand, close-up view of my black snake pleasuring this privileged blonde bitch if you show me your titties.”

Amber shivered at the man’s breath teasing her ear.  “Shit!” she told herself.  “I’m old enough,” she thought, “as long as he doesn’t actually have sex with me it’s legal.”  She nodded shyly and unsnapped Rachel’s lead from the display pole.  “Come, bitch!” she commanded the older woman.  Behind her, the man quietly followed and closed the stall door behind them.  Amber tugged Rachel over to a padded mounting bar and adjusted the leash to a hook on the far wall so that Rachel was forced to lean over the bar.  Amber briefly admired the leaning forward position of the temporary slave.  “Those big milk bags really hang down low,” Amber observed cattily looking at the woman’s reflection in the wall-to-wall mirror.  She didn’t notice the row of cameras above the mirror providing views of the room or the row of cameras on the door side of the room.  “Enjoy watching those fun bags dancing around while you get your first black sexing.”  She laughed and added, “Once you go black, … you never go back.”  She laughed until she saw the black man looking impatient.  Amber quickly scampered around to stand beside the man.  She looked up and judged he was easily 6’8” and heavily muscled compared to her petite 5’3” frame.

At his nod, she turned her back and shyly said, “The straps that tighten the bustier are really snug but you can get it off easier using the hidden side zipper.  Pull that down if you want to see my boobies.”  She sighed as the man quickly unbuckled the bustier and set it aside.  She shivered as the cool air hit her sweaty torso and breasts.  Amber saw in the mirror that her nipples popped out stiffly.  Then, Amber gasped as the man stood behind her and aggressively squeezed her boobs.  She could see every detail in the mirror of the black fingers as they mauled her breasts.  Her tender breast meat bulged out from his tight, finger spread grip.   “I told you before, my little white bitch, … you have a set of my favorite toys, … soft, white, blemish-free funbags.”

“Oh, shit,” she moaned at the feelings his fingers set off in her breasts.  “Wait!” she demanded as she realized what was happening.  “No sex!” she hissed.

“Nice!” Tye hissed again in approval.  “These are quality, soft, squishy fun bags and definitely not boobies.  Your nipples tell me you love this.  Besides, this is only foreplay and totally legal for you 4H Senior Girls.”  His hands completely covered the soft, white meat.  “Not as big as this blonde bimbo’s DDs.  But, on your smaller frame, those C+ fun bags are mighty impressive,” he observed.

Amber hardly heard anything he said.  Her eyes were mesmerized by mirror’s view of the black hands almost too tightly grasping her breasts.  She grunted as his fingers took possession of her nipples, squeezed, and yanked them outward.

She felt electric shocks run down her back as his mouth simultaneously covered the side of her neck.  He kissed, nibbled, and softly sucked the sensitive flesh.  Amber felt her pussy flood.  The skilled fingers kept massaging her breasts. 

Tye Schaefer, Master Black, snuck one hand down from the young blonde’s soft titties and caressed her bare, taut belly.  He continued down to pass her panty and skirt line until he discovered her erect clit, standing proud above her drooling labia.  His finger twirled around the most sensitive nubbin on her body.

Amber sighed and felt like her knees would give out.  “Yesss!” she hissed in pure pleasure.  “That’s wonderful!”

“I’d love to put a baby in that belly,” he whispered in her ear as two fingers began to worm their way into her slippery cunt.

“Nooo,” Amber groaned softly in a mini-orgasm at the visualization of the Black Master breeding her.

“Take it out blondie!” the Tye Schaefer insisted as his second hand wandered down from her breasts to her taut belly.  “Take out my black snake.  Yes, I know the rules, … as long as I don’t actually fuck you, then you can get it out, stroke it, and guide it into that Ponygirl’s hot, drooling cunt.  Fuck!  I can smell from here that both you bitches are in heat!”  He laughed and added, “So, maybe there are two hot cunts signaling their need for some of my 10-inch black snake.”

Suddenly uncertain, Amber paused, turned around, and locked eyes with the domineering man.  Her hands went to his waist and she shivered at the layers of muscle she felt under his shirt.  Kneeling, almost falling as her legs gave out, she missed his grin of satisfaction as she followed his commands.  She awkwardly unbuckled his belt and his pants fell down.  The rigid pole popped up and whacked her in the chin.  He didn’t have underwear under his slacks.  Unconsciously, Amber grabbed it to keep it from hitting her face again.  It looked obscenely large just inches from her face.  “Holy shit!” she whispered.  “It’s even bigger than I imagined,” she whispered.

Suddenly in a hurry, he demanded, “Get those dainty white hands on that hunk of black meat!”

Licking her lips, Amber hesitantly reached out and put first one hand and then the other around the hot pole of glistening black meat.  “My fingers can’t reach around it,” she marveled.  Knowing what the customers liked, she had no problem whispering, “It’s huge.  The largest ever.”  Inwardly, she had already compared it to Ginger’s big black fake cock.  “It’s definitely bigger,” she told herself as her fingers ran over the knotty bumps on the huge dick.

Tye groaned in bliss as the 20-year-old tugged inexpertly on his 10-inch cock.  “Breathe on it while you jerk me off,” he commanded gruffly.  He loved it when white cunt accidentally called him Black Master as if he were the owner instead of by Master Black, a simple name.  He loved it even more when normally uptight white bitches followed his orders.  He grinned behind his mask and pulled the kneeling blonde up and stepped up behind the naked ass of the big titted blonde bimbo stuck against the mounting rail.  “I can’t wait to teach you how to properly suck cock, Amber,” he hissed.  “But right now, it’s time.  I wanna fuck!  Put it in!”  He bent his knees to lower his cock to the lower height of the Ponygirls ass.

Amber shifted the round, bulbous end of the cock and tugged it toward the glistening twat of Blonde Bimbo Zero.  “It’ll never fit,” she whispered, “it’s as big as my fist.”  Then in reflection, she asked herself, “He just said he’s going to get me sucking his cock.  No way, … that’s beyond foreplay.”

“Hiiee!” Rachel cried as just the fat head of the cock pierced through her itching labia.  “Hits who hig!” she complained.

Amber couldn’t believe the head sunk into the slippery gash.  She wasn’t surprised the blonde bitch complained into her gag that ‘It’s too big!’.  She stared amazed at the tightly stretched labia.  Then, a huge black hand grasped the back of her neck and pushed her belly toward the bar, setting her on the right, alongside the gasping form of Rachel.  “What!” she hissed, as the man’s right hand grabbed her panty-covered ass under her short black skirt.

“No! No sex!” she cried louder as his fingers wormed their way under her black silky panties while pushing her belly tightly against the mounting rail.  “Hiiee!” she cried as two sausage-sized fingers punched into her pussy.

“Ahhgh!” Rachel cried as the black bludgeon skewered deeply into her sex and buried itself in her cunt.

Behind the two girls, the Master Tye Schaefer laughed as he fucked both blonde bitches; one with his cock and the other with his fingers. 

“Fingers are only foreplay,” he hissed to Amber.  The two fingers from his right hand skewered the very tight cuntal sheath of the ranch’s helper.  “Don’t protest!” he demanded.  “Your cunt’s just as needly as the other blonde bimbo.”  He moved easily into a smooth fucking rhythm.  Hand and cock worked in unison to slam into and out of the two girls’ sexes.

“Amber!  Look in the mirror to see whose fun bags are dancing the most,” Tye taunted Amber as his finger-fucking rhythm had Amber’s torso wriggling about.  “Remember, once you go black, you never go back!” he hissed at the young woman.

“Ahhhh, … ahhhh, … yesss, … yess,” Amber moaned.

“Amber, If you don’t cum, … I’ll give you $5,000.”

Amber heard the phrase $5,000 but her dazed mind couldn’t process what it meant.

“Two silly blonde bimbos at once,” Tye hissed.  “Cum little bitches, cum!”

In brainless clouds of ecstasy, neither woman heard.  Later, Amber would blush furiously as Master Sergei once again reviewed and critiqued a video of her having sex.  “He offered you a $5,000 incentive to resist cumming on his hand,” Sergei would taunt her at one point.  “You were helpless in his hands, … you were easy, … he would have fucked you on the spot if you were in Blonde Bimbo Zero’s shoes.  No,” Sergei added, “you would have been helpless to stop him if he really wanted to nail your young cunt.”

Both women’s brains had shut down and focused only on the raping cock and raping fingers.  They were nearly insensate.  The waves of pleasure overwhelmed them both.  Rachel was in cock heaven.  She’d already had two orgasms and the third crashed down upon her and seemed to be never ending.  There was no way she could tear her eyes away from the mirror showing two blonde bitches getting the fucking of their lives.  Amber was mesmerized by the swinging, bouncing motion of her breasts brought on because of the intense forward fucking motions of the black man’s hands.

Amber grunted in unison as the two fingers pistoning in and out of her cunt became three.  “Eiiiee,” she moaned continuously, “so good!  Eiiiee!”

Tye pulled his three fingers from the blonde’s sloppy cunt.  At her wail of discontent at the removal, he jammed his thumb all the way into her stretched out vaginal sleeve.  She grunted happily again until he pulled his thumb out and shifted it to the rear hole.  He took both ass and pussy with a ‘bowling ball grip’.  Two long fingers deep in her cunt and the fat thumb owning her ass.  He squeezed them together and raped into both holes.  He wasn’t tender toward her sex holes with his digits.  It was almost vicious the way he controlled both bitches.

Meanwhile, Rachel passed out.  The instant relief from the itching as the cock buried itself in her cunt and the following glorious orgasms had given her the most intense pleasure experience of her life.

Amber continued her own orgasms.  She was gasping like a fish out of water as the man plundered her ass and pussy from behind.  The man pulled his spent cock out of the blonde Ponygirl bimbo on the mounting rail and he twisted Amber around.  His mouth claimed hers and his tongue raped into her mouth.  Amber unconsciously groaned and then whimpered as he continued to master her aroused body.  His right hand reached down and fingers once again slipped into her greasy pussy, this time from the front. 

“You’re a hot cunt yourself,” Tye hissed quietly into her ear as he tugged her body upward with much of her weight hanging from the fingers in her pussy.  Her toes barely touched the floor of the private room.  Her cunt reacted by rolling out more, intense orgasms.  “You’re way hotter than that Blonde Bimbo Zero,” he hissed into her ear.  “Anytime you want to take a ride on my black snake, all you have to do is voluntarily enslave yourself for a day or so.  Just have Master Sergei let me know and I’ll reserve you for an all-day, pussy pounding event.”

Amber moaned and her legs quivered.  She’d just orgasmed again. 

He licked her neck and added, “Yep, no matter how prim and high and mighty you white bitches are, you’re all simply another blonde bimbo when you’re helplessly mounted by my masterful cock.  I’m your Black Master!  And, if you self-enslave for a year, I’ll pay you $50,000 to breed my black baby in your belly.”

This time, his declarations seemed to reverberate through her very soul and she moaned again as yet another orgasm swept from her cunt.  Electric shocks overwhelmed her nervous system and she fainted.

He turned leaving the two women sprawled out on the floor, jism running out of Rachel’s stretched out cunt and feminine sex lubricant dripping out of Amber’s abused twat.  He paused before opening the door to leave.  Grinning, he turned back and pulled Amber’s limp form over the Green Collared Slavegirl.  He pushed Amber’s sloppy cunt down and across Rachel’s face.  Then, he turned and pushed Amber’s face into Rachel’s sloppy cunt.  Her mouth was pushed deeply into Rachel’s widely-stretched fuck hole such that Rachel’s swollen labia covered Amber’s cheeks.

He pulled out his cell phone and took a couple pictures of the debauched blondes.  He stepped out and closed the door behind him.  “Folks,” he said happily.  “They’re taking a bit of a break, … it was too much for both of them.  But, I’m sure that blonde bimbo’s cock hole will tighten up quickly for your pleasurable experience.”

The eager crowd laughed at his comment.  Then, after thinking about it for a moment, almost everyone in the crowd wondered which blonde bimbo he was speaking about.  Or was he talking about both of them?


27. A Close Call?

Amber meekly walked into Master Sergei Kozlov’s office.  Her last visit to the office had been humiliating and he’d imposed a dreadful penalty that was still pending.

“You wanted to see me, Master Sergei?” she asked hesitantly.

“Sit down, Amber.  I need to critique your session with the man you called Black Master.  His membership alias is Master Black which is the title of respect free persons should give him.”  Sergei laughed and added, “Only slaves refer to him as Black Master.  It’s pretty funny and ironic that you mistakenly referred to him as Black Master, as if he owned you, … as if he was your Black Master.”  He chuckled again at the thought of pale white blonde Amber under Master Black’s powerful black frame.

Amber flushed and whispered, “That’s not very funny.  It was a simple mistake.  You’re making too much of it.”

“Hmmm,” Sergei muttered in annoyance.  “That’s the problem.  You’re a great livestock handler but you do make mistakes, … mistakes we can’t afford with all the federal, state, and crazy people examining everything about the livestock business.”

“I told you I’m sorry,” she said with tears.  “I learn from my mistakes, … really!”

“You do need to know a little more about him.  I can’t tell you his real name, but he is a very loyal customer and our only top tier member.”

Amber remembered back to the mail box at the house of Master Black.  “I know his name,” she thought, “and where he lives.”

“He bought a membership for $25,000,” she asked in astonishment.

“That’s only a Tier 1 Member.  A Tier 2 pays $50,000 for a membership.  He’s rich, so he didn’t balk at paying $100,000 for a Tier 3 Membership.” Sergei told his young slave handler.

Amber gasped.

“I need to highlight that as a Tier 3 Member, he gets every experience and activity here for free, at no cost at all.  He’s literally fucked or used every slave we’ve get, in every manner possible, full-time slave or temporary brainless twat day slave.”  Sergei paused and continued, “He was so ecstatic with your role with that cheerleader, that he gave you a $2,000 tip, … the largest ever by far.”

“$2,000!” Amber gasped at the thought of earning such a huge tip. 

“Yes, congratulations to a job well done.  The problem is he told me that you responded very well to his ‘foreplay’ and he admitted he wants to get you on a temporary enslavement.  And, that’s the problem.”

Amber flushed deep red in embarrassment.  Her first thought was of a cock the size of her arm drilling into her exposed and helpless pussy.  She remembered Blonde Bimbo Zero screaming mindlessly as that black snake mastered her pussy.  An edited version of the videos from the multiple cameras which recorded the experience in the private room with Master Black and the Blonde Bimbo Cheerleader Coach abruptly began to play. 

“Based on what he told me,” Sergei offered as the video played, “I was intrigued and, of course, I had to see what he was talking about.”

On the split screen Amber was horrified to see herself on the 80-inch wall monitor in high-definition color.  One camera caught her face in a head on view covered with sweat and her hair greasy as her upper torso bobbled forward and back with the raping rhythm of his digits in her twat and asshole.  Her naked, down-hanging breasts moved in counterpoint to the rhythm.  The other side of the screen showed a close up of his black hand raping up into her drooling twat and greasy asshole.  “Please, don’t play that,” she begged and turned away.

Sergei stopped the video just after Amber loudly shrieked in orgasm through the room’s speakers.  He turned to the young woman.  “What you have to understand is that he used that session to groom you, … to intentionally set you up.”  Sergei locked eyes with the distraught slave handler.  “Based on your training here at the ranch, you realize our marketing techniques are focused on getting women to commit to things they probably would not do on their own and we never give them a chance to change their minds?  We record their babbling promises as legal agreements for even further expensive slave play?”

Amber nodded.  “Yes, from the moment they arrive, we try to encourage them into spending more money and gaining more experiences than planned.  And, I’ve seen how what they say while begging for yet another orgasm can be used to force them into paying for, and experiencing, more scenes.”

“And we try to get the women addicted to uncontrolled orgasms using the Domestication Agent,” Sergei interjected, “so they crave the sex we offer and coerce friends to do the same so they get $100 referral coupons.” 

“Yes,” Amber answered.  “But, … what’s that got to do with me?”

“He’s into domineering women, … controlling them, … owning them.”  Sergei paused and shook his head.  “You probably didn’t process it, but he offered you $5,000 not to cum during his foreplay.”

Amber hung her head in shame.  “I don’t even remember that,” she admitted.

“Well,” Sergei retorted, “you certainly remember his taunt to put a black baby in your white belly.  And, that he offered you $50,000 if he did it during a self-enslavement session.”

“It wasn’t real,” Amber insisted.  “He didn’t really mean it.”

“Now you’re being a bimbo,” Sergei spit out.  “Listen to this.  His wife is getting tired of his constant, obsessive sexual demands and BDSM games.  So, she ‘allows’ him to freely visit this facility to slake his lust.”  Sergei pointedly looked at the blonde.  “He saw your youth, your beauty, your blonde hair, and that oh, so tight barely used pussy between your legs and he wants it again, … in fact, he wants to own it.”  He paused and frowned at her look of happiness.  “Now, you’re really acting like the brainless twats we process into part-time slavery every day,” he admonished.  “Don’t think with your cunt!  The point is, … he’s looking for a full-time slave and he’s plotting to get a five-year-bondage-enslavement contract from you.  He wants to get you tied up and helpless in bondage with his cock puffed up larger and harder than what you just saw by using a double dose of Viagra.  Lathered up with Domestication Agent, he’ll fuck you for hours, forcing orgasm after orgasm until finally, he’ll hold off further fucking until you have no choice but to beg to be his slave, … until you promise to be his slave for that next orgasm, … until you agree to anything he demands as long as he lets you orgasm.”

“No way!” she gasped.  It took all of Amber’s self-restraint to keep from jamming her fingers under her skirt, under her sopping wet panties, and jilling off right then.

“He’s already signed a lease on one of our bondage villas so he can keep a full-time, live-in slave here on the premise,” he answered.  “Inside that villa is an entire section walled off behind heavy steel bars and loaded with bondage gear.  Plus, there are even viewing areas from the luxury residence portion into the dungeon.  He’s visualizing you trapped in that BDSM playroom, his unwilling captive, a self-enslaved blonde bimbo sex toy.  His wife told me that she’s excited to have dinner guests looking through a glass wall at a bound blonde slut.  As their full-time slave, they have the right to do anything.  Friends can have guest privileges with that blonde bimbo slave, etc.”  He paused and added softly, “I expect that his wife will take out some of her frustration torturing the poor bitch for getting so much attention from her husband.”

Amber slumped back in the chair.  Her legs unknowingly spread as her hands were forced to her sides, to keep them away from her beckoning cunt.  Sergei grinned at her disheveled position.  He knew she was trying to process the question of how vulnerable she would be to self-enslavement if treated the same as the bimbos that she handled every day

“Amber!” he growled to get her attention.  “You want his black cock and I’ve warned you about his plan.  Now, I’ll admit that he’s offered me $10,000 just for the chance to get his hands on you.  In fact, he has thrown enough money at me to acquire a second young free woman for a simultaneous 24-hour, no-holds-bared, sex-a-thon.  He wants two temporarily enslaved blondes in bondage.  Do you get it?  To get his hands on two temporarily enslaved white bitches, he’ll pay me $25,000.  He’ll use that time to get either, or both, of you to commit to a five-year self-enslavement.”

“My delayed punishment?” she whispered in horror.  “You wouldn’t do that to me?”

Sergei nodded his head.  “Yes, I would.  This is a business, a nasty business dealing in slaves.  I’ll be honest, … you would make an especially tasty slave.  I’d love to take Master Black’s place convincing you to self-enslave and fucking a baby into that smooth belly.”

Amber frantically thought of ways to escape the punishment or to protect herself.  “You made me sign a confession,” she whispered.  “So, Ginger and I?”

Sergei nodded again. 

“Holy shit!  You know Ginger isn’t really into cock?”

“Yes, I know,” Sergei responded.  “But both of you signed confessions; and yes, I know Ginger prefers pussy.  In fact, unlike you, she gets off domineering bitches.  She’d love to get her hands on you for 24 hours as her slave.  You’re a closet submissive and I’m certain she could get you to self-enslave.”

“Wait!” Amber shouted.  “You told me that the agreement was that no promises from either of us during the enslavement session would have legal standing.  That proviso needs to be in whatever enslavement agreement legal comes up with.  I’ll read it carefully and if I don’t see that clause, … then, I don’t have to sign.”

Sergei hissed angrily at himself, “Fuck!  She remembered!”  The fact is that he had plenty of volunteer 4H Seniors and he thought it would have been delicious if the two bitches enslaved themselves based on their babbling.  Plus, he didn’t mind letting the blondes enslave themselves while he made an easy $25,000 for his chance to get them to self-enslave and $100,000 more for each one that committed to be Master Black’s slave for the five years.  “Yes, … I forgot about that bit,” he answered as if he’d really forgotten.  “I’ll contact legal to change the terms of your temporary self-enslavement contract.”

“You already had it made up?”  Amber glanced to the corner of his desk and saw an unmarked folder.  “That’s it?” she demanded.  “You are a bastard!”

Despite the warnings, and her almost certain brush with slavery had she not remembered Sergei’s promise, Amber was trembling in anticipation at the thought of being skewered by that black pole.

“One last thought,” Sergei interrupted the day-dreaming teen, “he’ll pay either of you $100,000 if you self-enslave and $150,000 each if you both self-enslave.”  He paused and added in a serious tone, “Either way, he takes 24-hour possession of you both at noon tomorrow.”

Amber gulped. 

At that moment, someone knocked on the door.

“Come in,” Sergei said.  “You might like this, Amber,” he added with a smirk.

Jennie Floyd and Cindy Lowery strode into the office confidently.  Each wore a black cowboy hat, a white cowboy shirt with sculpted breast pockets, and blue jeans held up by a leather belt with a huge belt buckle featuring a panting, titty bouncing and wobbling Ponygirl running for her life.  True to western marshals, they wore fancy cowboy boots and a holster on their belts holding a Taser, handcuffs, and a riding crop.

“Holy fuck!  Tell me you didn’t hire them,” Amber shrieked.

Sergei answered, “Yes, I did.  Meet Marshals Vincent and Lowery, our new security crew.  They are to be referred to as Mistress Kathi and Mistress Cindy.”

Jennie and Sharon grinned evilly at the 20-year old.

Amber gulped looking at the two hard-ass women.  Something about their demeanor during processing of the first livestock just seemed off.  “Plus, Candy wasn’t impressed either.  She thought something didn’t ring true about the pair,” Amber told herself.

Sergei signaled for her attention.  “I’ve asked for a federal judge to mediate a tribunal mid-morning tomorrow.  He told me that since the Supreme Court issued a stay in implementing the Judicial Enslavement Act, there is intense scrutiny on the few livestock already enslaved and on Protocol II activities.”  Sergei paused and added, “How that applies to you is that he issued a writ calling for your detention pending tomorrow’s tribunal.

“Hold out your hands,” Mistress Kathi demanded.  Jennie laughed inwardly at the irony of being an escaped prisoner that wasn’t judicially enslaved, and had instead set up her Federal Marshal for enslavement in her place, and now she’d turned in her resignation to the Marshal’s Service for a job at the very center where she was to have been enslaved.  “Life is fucking great!” she told herself as the young blonde automatically held her hands out.  In a move she’d practiced over and over with her co-conspirator, Jennie slapped a cuff on one wrist, twisted the girl’s body around and cuffed the other hand. 

Amber stood open-mouthed in surprise as her hands were skillfully cuffed behind her back and she was forced to her knees.

Sergei held out a Green Collar.  “Mistress Cindy,” he said to the woman he thought used to be Marshal Lowery, “this collar is programmed for Amber.  The computer database will no longer recognize the RFID chip in her Gold, Staff Wristband.  No doors or electronic devices will respond to her.”

Amber knelt, held helpless in place by Mistress Kathi holding her cuffed wrists behind her back in an unrelenting grip.  Mistress Cindy grinned in her face as she slipped the heavy steel collar around her neck.  Amber almost peed herself when she felt and heard the solid click of the latching mechanism.

“Amber, you have an appointment tomorrow I can’t afford for you to miss.  Legal will have your paperwork ready to review and sign at breakfast.  Then you and your friend Ginger will join up with Master Black at noon.”

He turned to the two new Security Mistresses.  “You know what to do!” he commanded.

“Yes, Master Sergei,” each responded with big ear-to-ear grins.

Sergei grinned back.  “Those two were the perfect choice for security,” he told himself.

Black Mistress Cindy snapped a leash on Amber’s collar and yanked her forward.  Mistress Kathi helped pull the young woman up onto her feet.  Then, a harsh slap resounded through the room as Mistress Kathi slapped her ass.

With absolutely no other choice, Amber followed the black woman down the hall to an elevator she’d never used.

Jennie, Mistress Kathi, stepped ahead and moved her wristband hand toward a digital key pad beside the elevator.  Amber didn’t see the display light up as her RFID was sensed and her potential access granted.  Jennie quickly punched in her six-digit PIN and the elevator doors silently opened.

Amber almost resisted, but then she remembered the shock feature of the collar.  “Shit!” she muttered and followed Mistress Cindy into the elevator.  Mistress Kathi followed from the rear to make sure Amber continued to follow commands. 

Both escaped prisoners laughed at her plight.

“Bitches,” Amber quietly hissed.

“We’ll remind you in a few minutes why mouthing off like that was a bad idea,” Mistress Kathi laughed.

A floor below the garage level, the elevator stopped and the doors quietly opened.  Amber dutifully followed her escort. 

From the elevator, the hallway went to the left and right.  Mistress Kathi, still ahead, moved left toward a locked solid steel door with no sign indicating its function.  Again, Mistress Kathi used her wristband RFID and PIN for quick access to the door.  The door opened with a loud mechanical clunk.

Amber balked at the sight of a security desk with an array of monitors and the steel barred door beyond it.  Through the barred door, Amber saw a row of five cells on either side of the long hallway and another solid steel door blocking the far end of the corridor.  “This is a bit much,” Amber insisted. 

Neither faux Mistress said anything.  Once again, Mistress Kathi moved her dominate hand toward the barred door.  The RFID and PIN confirmed her right of access, and that door also clicked open.

Amber was shitting bricks as the solid cell door with a simple ‘1’ printed in red over the grey-painted door opened ominously. 

“Inside,” Mistress Cindy commanded.

“Now, pay attention, stupid,” Mistress Kathi commanded.

“That’s not necessary,” Amber spit out.  “I’m cooperating.  I know the process here better than you two.”

“Hmmpf, … we’ll see,” Mistress Cindy said with a grin and tone of voice that sent shivers down Amber’s spine.

“Tomorrow, Master Sergei, that lawyer from legal, and a representative from the Federal Livestock Management Service, probably the Federal Livestock Commissioner himself, will be here to review the videos and confession of your little crime as well as your obvious interest in Master Black,” Mistress Kathi said with a sneer.

“You saw the videos?” Amber cried.  Real tears began to run down her cheeks.

“Yep,” Mistress Cindy, answered with a smirk.  “We saw how you lusted after that huge black snake you held in your hands.”  She laughed in a manner intended to humiliate.  “We thought for sure that you were going to taste that big, black snake.

“And we saw how eagerly you submitted to your friend, Ginger,” Mistress Kathi sneered.

“We’re so tired of watching you young bitches having all the fun subjugating bimbos into livestock sessions,” Mistress Cindy asserted.  “It’s time we got some joy from you bitches.

Amber watched with a sinking sensation of terror as each Mistress took turns setting down their black cowboy hats in the corner of the cell.  Then, when they drew their riding crops from their belts, Amber knew she was screwed.  “Shit!” she repeated ineloquently.  “Please!  There’s no need for this!”

Mistress Kathi grabbed her wrists and removed the handcuffs.  Each Mistress stepped back.  “There are cameras in each corner,” Mistress Kathi observed.  “You can be sure Master Sergei will review this session.”

“Session?” Amber asked in horror.  “I thought I was just going to stay here alone until morning.

“No!” Mistress Kathi asserted with a wide grin.  “Now, … it’s time you stripped down naked.  I’m sure you know the drill.”

Amber gasped.  Then she took in the dead serious looks of the women.

Mistress Kathi decided the stupid young bitch had been delaying too long.  She nodded to her friend, Sharon Waller, to give her the first shot at subduing the annoying little bitch.

In her Mistress Cindy persona, Sharon stepped forward and released a nearly full-strength stroke of the riding crop at Amber’s nearest generous C+ tit.  The folded leather clapper at the end of the short fiberglass rod whacked deeply into the soft, sensitive flesh with a resounding snap.

Amber howled in pain.  She backed up until she was stopped by the narrow steel cot bolted to the floor.  Quivering, she cried.  “Ssstop, I’ll cooperate!”

“Strip!” Mistress Cindy commanded without emotion.

Fully realizing her predicament, Amber stomped her foot in frustration and hurriedly began unbuttoning her khaki blouse.  Still sobbing, she managed a look of horror as she confirmed the location of the four cameras, their red lights indicated they were active.

Mistress Cindy watched in appreciation as the blonde stripped while tears cascaded down her red face.  Snot dripping from her nose completed the look that showed she’d been dominated.  “Good bitch,” Mistress Cindy praised the white girl.  “Them some nice titties you got, girl.  Bet you real proud of using your looks to get your ways,” Sharon taunted the girl.  “Them nipples getting big and hard, girl, … you enjoying this?” Blood flowed into her own pussy, puffing up her labia, and her pussy began to drool in arousal.  Sharon knew her own nipples were hard as steel.

Soon, Amber stood shivering in the cold cell.  Naked, goosebumps covered her body.

“That’s some fine booty,” Mistress Cindy observed.

Jennie Floyd agreed.  “It’s been a long time since I enjoyed a decent round of sex,” she observed.

Sharon Waller looked at Jennie with apprising eyes.  “Girl, after we take care of this bitch, I can show you what enjoyment is.”

Jennie flushed.  “Not here,” she whispered.  She nodded toward Amber.

“Right,” the black woman said with a snarky tone.  She turned back to Amber and commanded, “Kneel!”

Amber gasped.  “No!” she wailed as she was pushed knelt down onto all fours.  She lowered her head and tried to bargain with the women.  “Please, you don’t have to,” she sobbed.  “I’ll be good, … I promise.”

“At least she knows the drill,” Mistress Kathi observed dryly.

“Originally, Master Sergei told us to give you just one really good swat to put you in the proper state of mind.”  Then Mistress Cindy added with a huge grin, “That disrespect on the way here earned you a second swat.  Then, … after that, … I want you to show some real respect to your Mistresses.”

“Nooo!” please Amber tried again.

“If that stroke doesn’t make you compliant enough,” Mistress Kathi added, “then I’ll add a third, and so on.”

Sharon Waller almost had an orgasm as her first stroke of the riding crop slammed unannounced into the cleft between Amber’s legs.  It only hit part of her wet twat, but Sharon was satisfied with the stroke and the wet, meaty sound of impact. 

“Eiiii!” Amber screamed as she scampered across the floor to cower by the bed.

“Well, that’s not gonna work,” Mistress Kathi said in disgust.  She unbuckled her utility belt and slid it across to the corner with her cowboy hat.  After getting a nod of approval from her friend, she began working quickly, and eagerly, to strip off her own clothes, leaving everything in a rumpled pile in the corner.  She extracted a couple lengths of blue bondage cord from her pants pocket, strode forward naked, and kicked Amber to her side.  Quickly, she leaned down, and deftly secured Amber’s right wrist against her right knee.  She followed quickly with another cord wrapped quickly around her left wrist and left knee.  Smiling with joy at her task, she arranged the sobbing woman in a face down, ass up position pointing toward Mistress Cindy.  Then, she sat down on the edge of the icy cold steel cot and dragged Amber’s tear-streaked face up to nestle between her legs.

Despite not really knowing much about the fellow prisoner that she’d freed in the Marshal’s van, Jennie would have been worried at the glean of lusty approval in Sharon Waller’s eyes as she absorbed the delicious sight of two naked white bitches.  “Damn!” the black woman told herself.  “That blonde bitch Jennie has a nice tight body.”  She compared the soft, fleshy body of the big breasted younger woman with Jennie’s equally enticing body.  Shaking her head in appreciation, Sharon strode forward and in a near copy of at cricket batsman stroking the pitch, released another blistering upward swing of the riding crop.

As intended, this stroke struck true, squarely in the middle of Amber’s unfortunate twat.

“Eeiii!” she shrieked again. 

The blow drove Amber forward and Jennie grinned as the slut’s face thumped into her pussy.  “That’s it,” Jennie whispered, “The only way you’re gonna show respect to either of us is by eating that pie like a world-class cuntlicker.”

“Show respect to her pussy,” Cindy Lowery hissed, “or I’ll continue stroking my riding crop against your twat.

It felt like 1,000 yellow jackets had stung her in the ass.  Cringing at the lingering, blistering pain, Amber hesitantly licked the outside of the security guard’s cunt.  “Musty,” she complained.  “This is how I got into trouble in the first place.”

Mistress Cindy laughed.  “Keep up that cunt lapping!  This is different.  In your case, it was two free women doing a bit of slap and tickle while on your Master’s time.  Had you wanted any of the livestock to do what you’re doing now, … it would have been fully allowable as ‘slave training’.”

“Hhh, … I’m not a slave,” Amber retorted into the wide-open twat of Mistress Kathi.

Sharon Waller laughed.  “Your legal status is officially in limbo; not a free woman, yet not yet a slave.  That means we can get you to do anything under the proviso of preparation training for a cunt’s new role.”

Amber cried at the realization that she had no choice.  Either she feasted on the woman’s pussy, or she gets her own pussy beaten with a riding crop.  “It’s not a real choice,” she whispered.

“That’s right cunt!” Mistress Cindy observed with glittering eyes as Amber dove furiously into Mistress Kathi’s pussy.  She keenly appreciated the 26-year-old’s tight slim form as she wriggled about in ecstasy.  “I’d love to chew on those tight titties,” she told herself as she stared at Jennie Floyd’s gently quivering breasts as she shook in her first orgasm.   “Maybe later,” she thought with lust.

**********

Angelica Crosby burst into Master Sergei Kozlov’s office.  “You idiot!” she yelled in a very angry tone.  “I just saw those two Federal Marshals dragging a crying Amber away cuffed and collared.  They said she was self-enslaving as some sort of penalty; along with Ginger as well.  Does this have anything to do with that cunt-crazy Master Black?  He’s been making exorbitant cash offers if we’d help him get blonde Amber under any type of contract.”

“No!” Sergei denied.  “Both Amber and Ginger owe me 24-hour penalty enslavements because of their theft of services.”

“Holy hells!  Tell me you didn’t turn that ridiculous minor offense into a blackmail deal so you could hand them over to Master Black?  Is he involved?  You better not fucking lie to me, asshole.”

Put on the spot, Sergei Kozlov could only shrug.  He didn’t want to verbalize his plans for the young blonde woman.  He looked at Angelica’s flushed red face and couldn’t help but smirk.  He once again noted Angelica’s blonde hair, big tits, and wondrous body.  “Our Master Black would like to own this cunt,” he told himself.  “I’ve got to keep in mind that big breasted blondes are the most sought after stock.  Their value skyrockets the higher their level of education or the higher their place in society.” 

“I’m calling the Federal Livestock Commissioner right now!” Angelica screamed.  “I met the Honorable Jorden Schroeder while hand-processing our license and operation requests.  He’s very familiar with our operations.  I’ll ask him to sit down in mediation over this whole thing.  Expect him in the morning to take the place of whatever fucked up mediation session you had in mind.  He’ll be there since he has no caseload due to the Supreme Court stay.”  Angelica charged out of the office.

Sergei Kozlov pondered Angelica’s move.  “It’s within her rights as corporate legal,” he told himself.  “But what a fucking kick in the balls this is, … fuck!”

“Bitch!”


28.  Two Blonde Bimbos?

Prior to the start of the tribunal, Angelica sat down with Master Sergei.  “I am repeating officially that I feel the punishment you are asking for is draconian.  It’s also unfair to our employees.  Please, reconsider.”

Sergei shook his head in disagreement.  “No!” He insisted.  “Pursue the maximum penalty!  That’s what I want!”  He pointed his finger at Angelica, “You’ve advised me and I decline to take your advice.  The best business decision is the one that at the end of the day, makes us the most money.”

“Listen, I know you’re the professional slaver and probably used to doing this in Europe, but it’s unfair.  The actual theft per person for taking an unauthorized break is less than one hour of wages each, something less than $25.” 

Sergei was not looking convinced.

“Look,” Angelica tries again, “There’s nothing in our employee standards of contact that forbids consensual sex among employees.  In fact, we encourage employees forcing slaves to engage in submissive sex as training.  On top of all that, you already garnished their wages for the transgressions.  This is double jeopardy.”

“I don’t care,” Sergei said stubbornly.  “For the last time, we’re going for the maximum penalty and the mediation hearing be damned.  The severe shortage of livestock is impacting our bottom line.  Besides, I’ve already made arrangements for renting them out.”

Angelica sputtered in anger.  “Ttthat’s evil.  I believe we should have both our recommendations written up for the judge that’s coming to mediate this situation.

“Fine!”

**********

The Judge lightly tapped the gavel on the stand and stated in a clear, resonating voice, “I am the Honorable Jorden Schroeder, the lead Federal Livestock Commissioner in the Justice Department’s Federal Bureau of Livestock Management and I declare this special proceeding has begun.  Note that cameras and microphones are recording this session and that national security regulations dictate that only I have the authority to disseminate or authorize release of any part of this proceeding.”  He paused for a moment.  “Miss. Angelica Crosby, please note that your presence represents the legal affairs of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center Corporation (NLEC) and in a secondary role as my supporting counsel.  Also representing the court as temporary bailiffs are Mistress Kathi Vincent and Mistress Cindy Lowery.  Great to see Federal Marshals employed to keep the peace at NLEC.  Consider the three of you sworn in and under oath.”

He looked around the court and added, “See, … simple and straight forward.  The rest of you, your very presence indicates every statement must be true and complete.  So, everyone here is admonished that they are under oath.”

The Honorable Jorden Schroeder continued with the introductions from the notes provided by Angelica.  “Representing NLEC we have Master Sergei Kozlov, the licensed agent of the federal government at the NLEC under the auspices of the Federal Judicial Enslavement Act and he is CEO of the NLEC.”  He then nodded to Mrs. Powers who sat very still and withdrawn after her stint as a naughty maid slavegirl.  “Mrs. Mariana Powers and Attorney Miss. Alaya Farrington are present representing the co-investors of the significant investments in this amazing center.”  He paused.  “As an officer of the court, I admire the beautiful and functional facilities you have invested in.  You have made practical use of livestock possible.”  He paused once again, “Facilities such as this make the second part of my job duties much easier.  That is, to ensure the successful implementation of the Judicial Enslavement Act along with guiding economic growth and a positive public approval for the above.”

He looked around the room designed for use as a tribunal or court.  “The subjects of our hearing today have a peer assigned to the proceeding, a Miss. Crystal, a federally licensed Livestock and Ponygirl handler.  Thank you for your support, Miss. Crystal.”

“I also acknowledge that Miss. Lori Neville is present as a long-standing personal friend and business advisor to Mrs. Mariana Powers.”

“Lastly, the subjects of this hearing; Amber and Ginger, both federally licensed Livestock and Ponygirl handlers.”  He nodded in their direction, but didn’t thank them for their presence.

“Now, everyone, time for my courtroom rules.” He smiled wanly and added, “Make no mistake about it, … this is my courtroom and my rules.  They are intended to keep this hearing on track, following factual data, and concluding swiftly and fairly.” He looked at everyone again.  “Okay, first rule: Nobody speaks or offers any information while I am in my investigative portion of the hearing.  Second rule: I will tolerate no interruptions.  Third rule: If I ask a yes or no question, … it is on purpose, … so limit your answer to ‘Yes, your Honor’ or ‘No, your Honor’.  Fourth rule; No attempts at discussion with the bench, that’s me, especially on rules of law or argument with my version of facts.  There will be time for that discourse later; but it will be obvious to everyone when we reach that stage.  Now,” and he looked at everyone again, “the routine for answering my next question is that each person stands up and either says, ‘Yes, your Honor’ or ‘No, your Honor’ in which later case you have about 15 seconds to leave my courtroom.  So, … in the order I identified you, … does everyone here understand those rules and that you will be held in contempt for violating them?”

Angelica stood up and declared, “Yes, your Honor.”

Mistress Vincent and Mistress Lowery were already standing.  Each asserted, “Yes, your Honor.”

With the process established, each remaining person stood and declared they understood the Judge’s rules.

“Lastly, I must point out that this is more than a mediation session, so get that idea out of your minds.  I have extraordinary license in decisions or rulings in any aspect related to livestock management, livestock use, and conduct of livestock business under the Federal Judicial Enslavement Act and all of its Protocols.  There are no higher appellate courts; however, the Vice President does head an Executive Committee that can administratively review appeals in the form of written briefs without the presence of attorneys or appellants.  He has admonished me to make note in my cases that frivolous appeals can result in punishment for the appellants.”

He smiled again a bit more warmly, rolled up his sleeves, and announced, “So, time to start.”

The Honorable Jorden Schroeder held up a pile of folders.  “For the record, there are a number of factsheets, letters, depositions, and appeals for assistance from NLEC and outside livestock businesses that I’ve received and reviewed along with extensive audio and video records.  From those I’ve come up with a series of questions and remarks.”

“Amber, Ginger, after review of the data on hand, I have determined that the two of you together on one single occasion engaged in consensual sex while on duty as paid employees of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  Is that true?”

Amber, “Yes, your honor.”

Ginger, “Yes, your honor.”

“Amber and Ginger, thank you for your succinct and respectful answers.”  The judge referred to his notes.  “This consensual sexual tryst occurred over a period just over one and a half hours but also included 45 minutes of your lunch break?”

Amber, “Yes, your honor.”

Ginger, “Yes, your honor.”

“Hmmm, and even though you each only owed the National Livestock and Equestrian Center for less than one hour of lost wages, were you in fact required to reimburse two hours each?”

Sergei angrily held back a bitter comment about the proceeding.

Amber, “Yes, your honor.”

Ginger, “Yes, your honor.”

After seeing Sergei’s tense face, Angelica’s boss and lawyer, Miss. Alaya Farrington jumped up and asserted, “Your honor, I object to this abbreviated and heavy-handed travesty of a hearing.”  She remained standing, chest heaving with indignation.  “Without rebuttal, this is blatantly unfair to this Center.”

“Counselor, there is no prosecution and no defense in this hearing where I am your lord and master.  I don’t need to go through a bunch of witnesses that will only drag out this case and muddy the issues at hand.  Everyone will remain seated and silent during a five-minute recess.  Bailiffs, please escort this woman outside the courtroom.  Penalty Three is invoked.”

Since she was already standing, Alaya Farrington was easy to control.  The two bailiffs simply grabbed an arm each and marched her out of the courtroom to an adjacent break area.  Shaken at being forcibly removed, the woman was too startled to verbally resist while in the courtroom.

Mistress Cindy, who takes the greatest pleasure in subjugating white upper-class cunts abruptly pushed her over a table in the break room.  Mistress Kathi grabbed her skirt and yanked it forcefully up over her waist.  With a loud tearing sound, the side seam of her skirt failed utterly from hem to waistband.

At this point, Alaya is shrieking and resisting with all her might, but the prison-tough escaped convicts easily keep her under control.  While Mistress Kathi takes over holding the resisting woman down, Mistress Cindy takes great pleasure in ripping off her dainty panties.

“What the fuck is Penalty Three?” the convicted, big-titted black ex-drug dealer hissed.

Twenty-six-year-old bottle blonde Jennie Floyd shrugged her head but pulled a card out of her pocket.  “Angelica’s notes on the Judge’s contempt penalties says to refer to locker 03 and use the handcuffs to secure her hands behind her back, use the heavy leather belt to administer five powerful blows to the ass and upper thighs, and gag and head harness the offender before returning to the courtroom.”

“No fucking way!  You cunts can’t do that!  Do you know who I am?” Alaya screamed in defiance.  Her torso raised up, catching Jennie Floyd by surprise.

Sharon Waller, in her role as Mistress Cindy or Bailiff Lowery stepped to the side of the table and administered a brutal slap across the woman’s face.

White, pampered lawyer Alaya Farrington thumped belly down on the table, speechless and moaning in pain.

Mistress Cindy held her hands in a tight grip at the small of her back while Mistress Kathi opened the locker and threw a set of cuffs to Mistress Cindy who forcibly yanked Alaya’s hands behind her back.  Then, Mistress Kathi weighed the heavy, old-fashioned, barber-style leather honing strap taken from the locker, winched at the pain it could cause, and tossed it to Mistress Cindy.  Ignoring the lawyer’s kicking legs since she was trapped belly down on the table, Mistress Cindy drew her arm back and used every bit of her strength to swing the heavy strap around her torso to explode viciously on Alaya’s plump ass.  The escaped prisoners watched with fascination as the impact jiggled loose rolls of fat on the woman’s ass, thighs, and waist.

“Eeeiiii!” the 43-year-old shrieked. 

“Fucking hilarious, “the black woman said with an ear-to-ear grin.  “Best fun I’ve had in years.”

“Four more,” Mistress Kathi stated with an equally wide grin on her face.

“Noooo! Alaya screamed.  “Stop, I’ll do anything!  Just stop!  Please!”

The black bailiff swung four more times in rapid succession.  Each blow elicited a louder wail of pain.

Five fiery-red welts had been laid across the lawyer’s ass.

“Mmmm,” the black woman whispered.  “That was so much fun, I think I just had a little orgasm.”

“Speaking of pussies and orgasms, don’t forget about our little science project,” the blonde escaped convict asserted.  “We have a little wager going, remember.”

Black Sharon Waller, now known as either Mistress Cindy or Bailiff Lowery, nodded her head.  “Yeah, just let me check.”  While Alaya was being held securely, Sharon pulled the sobbing woman’s ass cheeks apart.  “Fuck, it looks like her main fun cave is already oozing slippery cunt butter.”  She quickly ran two fingers across the woman’s cunt.  “Shit, just as you said, the bitch’s cunt is dripping wet.  Your theory might be correct that both torture or punishment turns on the pussy lubrication factory.  She’s sopping wet.”

She thrust two fingers deep within the sobbing woman’s cunt.  “Wow!  Yep!  That cock pocket hole is totally sloppy wet and slippery.”

“Good,” Jennie Floyd, now known as either Mistress Kathi or Bailiff Vincent, asserted.  “So, you owe me 50 bucks for my correct theory.  In pain, punishment, or lusty arousal, a female’s defense mechanism is to be prepared to fuck her way out of the situation.”

“Maybe, … I agree, but this wager will continue so we can gather more data.  What’s next?”

The blonde handed over the red ball gag and black leather head harness.

At this point, the Judge walked in and watched the two women yank back the sobbing lawyer’s head by her blonde hair and force the fat red ball into her mouth.  He then walked up to the lawyer’s red, welt-streaked ass and her gaping pussy hole.  The Judge wordlessly runs a finger across each of the five criss-crossed welts.  “Good job girls.”

“Miss. Alaya Farrington,” he asserts to the woman, this was your first and only warning.  Further outbursts will be dealt with much more harshly, … oh, … are you smart enough to understand the concept of much more harshly?”

“Mmmphhh!” she screamed and nodded her head.

The Judge swung an open-handed blow onto the woman’s ass.  “Try again,” he demands.  Like the two ex-cons, he is fascinated as the impact jiggles loose rolls of fat on the woman’s ass and thighs.  “I’d so love to fuck that ass!” he told himself.  “A lawyer’s fat ass but with a tight virgin asshole.”

“Hess, hess,” she sobs.

“Good,” he asserts with a lingering pat on her soft naked ass.  “You have one minute to compose yourself and return to the courtroom.  Show even a one-second delay on your return and I will hold you further in contempt.”

The Honorable Jorden Schroeder returned to the makeshift courtroom with the two bailiffs following immediately behind the chastised lawyer who was still sniffling in humiliation.  Her face was splotchy and red with puffy eyes and a runny nose.  Everyone instantly noted the bright red ball gag in her mouth and the black leather head harness that secured it in place which gave her a bovine, low intelligence appearance.  Also, the flopping suit skirt provided glimpses of her naked thighs, her punished and naked ass, and even brief looks to her naked cunt.

However, her humiliation wasn’t yet complete.  Instead of leading Miss. Farrington back to her seat, they pushed her up against the wall behind her seat and clipped her handcuffed wrists to a short chain hanging there just for that purpose.  She was left facing the courtroom, hands cuffed behind her back to the wall.  Alaya looked pitifully around the room for someone to release her from her punishment.  Nobody locked eyes with the crying, humiliated woman.

The Judge sat down and gave a long, hard look at the gagged and disheveled attorney.  He shook his head and then continued on as if there had not been an interruption.  “I feel obligated to point out to the persons attending this session that nothing in the NLEC employee handbook specifically disallows sex while on the work premises.”  He looked about the room.  “In fact,” the judge continued, “the handbook specifically indicates that employees are encouraged to force livestock into providing sexual satisfaction to the workers as that is considered training for the slaves and a side benefit for the workers.”  He looked about the room to see the reaction.  He smiled at Master Sergei’s look of frustration.

“Master Sergei Kozlov, I see that following a management investigation, it was determined that no breaches of the Judicial Enslavement Act or its Protocols occurred during this sexual tryst.  Is that correct?

Sergei scowled but added, “Yes, your honor, that is correct.”  This hearing was not going the way he’d thought it would.  He had learned with Miss. Farrington’s example not to irritate the mediator.

The Honorable Jorden Schroeder looked up from his notes.  “Thank you, Master Sergei Kozlov, but less words, please.  He turned back to his notes.

“From the information at hand, Master Sergei Kozlov, you assert that these women stole $600 in service fees by depriving you of a self-enslavement scenario where a customer would have paid $600 for that option as self-enslaved livestock.  Is that correct, Master Sergei?”

Master Sergei Kozlov scowled even more but answered, “Yes, your honor.”

“Miss. Amber and Miss. Ginger, I see no evidence that you intended to replicate a self-enslavement Horny Housewives Special scenario; the very same thing a customer would pay $600 for.  Did either of you in fact intend to replicate that self-enslavement scenario?  Or did either of you intend to deprive the NLEC of $600 in income.”

Amber, “No, your honor.”

Ginger, “No, your honor.”

The Judge looked up to the courtroom and nodded.  “I also see no evidence of that intent.  Note that no tattooing, no mention of further touch-ups to those tattoos, and no mention of further ‘happy endings’ occurred during their sexual tryst.  Those mentioned services are integral parts of the scenario in question according to a posted list of services offered.”

He turned once again to Amber and Ginger.  “And you each had $300 taken from your pay to reimburse the National Livestock and Equestrian Center for this supposed theft?”

Amber, “Yes, your honor.”

Ginger, “Yes, your honor.”

The Judge looked up and caught everyone’s eyes.  “I find that no further action is needed on this particular aspect of today’s hearing as NLEC management previously addressed the issue and corrected the situation of potential theft of services, albeit by employing a somewhat heavy-handed financial retribution.”

He scribbled some notes and handed the sheet off to his right for Lawyer Angelica Crosby.  He looked up.  “I find the matter between Miss. Amber, Miss. Ginger, and management of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center to be closed and admonish that management shall in no way retaliate against either employee or those offenders will face the full wrath of this tribunal.  Do the three mentioned parties agree to obey this decision?”

Amber, “Yes, your honor.”  She sighed in visible relief.

Ginger, “Yes, your honor.”  She smiled wanly and looked to her friend.

Sergei, resignedly replied, “Yes, your honor.”

“As a related observation,” he continued, “I find that young Miss. Ginger responded during the tryst with a submissive as any well-trained dominate livestock handler should have.  Miss. Amber clearly placed herself into the hands of a dominate for either needed training and/or sexual relief.  I find that the tryst was consensual and congratulate Miss. Ginger’s skillful handling of both the situation and young Amber as well.” He paused and cleared his throat.  “Miss. Amber seemed to fully enjoy herself despite the tight control of her body exercised by Miss Ginger.  Hmmf, … I base that finding upon the excellent quality of the video recordings preserved of the sexual tryst.”

“Master Sergei Kozlov, I order that Miss. Ginger shall immediately be promoted to full Mistress with the proper attendant increase in salary and uniform.  Your lawyer, Miss. Crosby will forward Mistress Ginger’s upgraded certification for NLEC records and for Miss. Ginger’s personal files.  I also find that as a free person, Mistress Ginger shall have seniority and supervision over livestock Angel and livestock Star and that Mistress Angel and Mistress Star should mentor the new Mistress.”

“WTF! I don’t understand this, your Honor!” 37-year-old Lori Neville almost shrieked as she stood and shook her fist at the Judge.  “You can’t just interfere in the workings of Mrs. Powers’ company.  Her livelihood is at stake.”

Even as the Honorable Jorden Schroeder began his nod of action to his two bailiffs, they had already taken firm hold of Lori Neville’s elbows.

“Miss. Neville,” the Judge said sternly, “not only have you interrupted me, but you were only allowed entry to this courtroom to provide comfort and support to your friend, Mrs. Mariana Crosby.  You have no other role within this courtroom.” He paused to take a deep breath.  “Lastly,” he said with a sigh, “your statement was blatantly in error.  The NLEC does not in fact belong to Mrs. Powers.  She has absolutely no active role in the business other than having a vested interest due to her significant investment in the facility operated by Master Sergei Kozlov.  The letters of incorporation make that crystal clear.”

He glanced at the room.  Bailiffs, please remove Miss. Neville to the break room.  For her behavior in this court today, Penalty One is imposed.”

After the doors closed behind the shrieking Miss. Neville, the Judge looked at the courtroom again.  “I declare a recess for one hour.  Except for Miss. Crosby, I would like the court cleared for that time with nobody to return for at least 45 minutes.  Thank you.”

When the courtroom was empty except for Judge Schroeder and Miss. Crosby, he cleared his throat.  “Ahmm,” he started, “Miss. Crosby, I need your help.  I may be unable to complete the next session as, … ummm, …, well.”

“I know,” Angelica interjected, “and it’s not a problem.”  She smiled, “Without enslavement authority due to the Supreme Court stay, as the only licensed non-state or non-federal enslavement agent, Master Sergei right now is the only person with that power in all of the United States.”  She smiled, “I don’t believe he will sign your orders.”  She paused and walked inches away from the Judge.  Locking eyes, she tapped his chest and then tapped her own chest.  “You can’t approve any new enslavement authorities but you can appoint temporary ones to augment an already licensed facility with a Licensed Enslavement Agent.  Hmmm?”

Pleased and shocked with the simplicity of the solution to his problem, he grabbed Miss. Crosby’s face with both hands and laid a heartfelt kiss on the woman.  Shocked, both judge and lawyer sunk deeply into the kiss which lasted for nearly a minute.  Gasping, Jorden Schroeder pulled back with come reluctance.

“Wow,” Angelica whispered, “that was pretty nice.”

“Umm, … well yes it was,” a flustered judge answered.

“I believe you have a blonde bimbo with punishment to observe,” Angelica said, breaking the spell.

In the break room, Mistress Kathi and Mistress Cindy had stripped plump, blonde Lori Neville naked.  They’d discovered to their enjoyment that the 37-year-old wore an old-fashioned garter belt and sexy charcoal stockings which were the only items of clothing left on the miserable woman save her heels and ball gag harness set.

“Not much in the way of titties,” Mistress Cindy was critically commenting just as the Judge and Miss. Crosby entered the break room.and heard the comment. 

“I dare say that the bimbo needs some time on the hot-walker,” Angelica observed with a grin.  Despite Lori’s tight, long-standing relationship with Mrs. Powers, nobody was going to come to her rescue.

“I believe that Penalty One calls for a flogging with the cat for ten strokes,” Judge Jorden Schroeder, asserted.

“That would be ten strokes of the cat plus application of the Domestication Agent,” Angelica observed with a huge grin as she read the Judges Penalty Number One notes.

“That would be ten strokes of the cat plus application of the Domestication Agent plus a hanging time as directed by the presiding judge during the penalty phase of the contempt proceeding,” the judge indicated with a grin.

“There just happens to be a small jar in the locker,” Mistress Cindy announced.

“Be sure to use the gloves,” Angelica warned.  “It’s powerful stuff.”  Her pussy clenched in remembrance at the wondrous feeling of relief and pleasure she got when her pussy was fondled and then fucked while under the horrible influence of the unrelenting itching.

Angelica Crosby and Judge Jorden Schroeder were sitting side-by-side in the courtroom when 15 minutes later, an almost nearly naked Lori Neville was led back into the courtroom.  Both lawyer and judge looked at the woman’s tear-streaked face.

Mistress Cindy and Mistress Kathi followed the Judge’s notes to secure her cuffed hands to the wall such that her whip-streaked back faced the courtroom.

“Holy shit!” Angelica Crosby whispered to Judge Schroeder, “That’s a lot of whip marks on that pale white skin.”

“It is called a cat-o-nine-tails,” Judge Schroeder whispered back.”

“Still, … holy shit!” Angelica whispered back softly.  Her face flushed in remembered flashback to another experience watching a cat-o-nine-tails being expertly used by a retired Russian Mistress.

**********

After the recess, the Honorable Jorden Schroeder brought the court back to order.  He began with, “The root cause of Amber’s subpar performance on the two noted occasions is her confusion about her sexual role in this industry; either as dominate, submissive, or both.  At this time, she is unable to control her urges for sexual experimentation.  This is a question to consider, … is Amber still eligible for working in this industry?”

“As stated, this court must satisfactorily determine Amber’s sexual status and suitability for employment in the livestock industry.”

“I have determined that she currently exhibits too much of a submissive nature and currently presents a risk to the National Livestock and Equestrian Center and to the successful implementation of the Judicial Enslavement Act in her journeyman duties as a livestock handler.  Therefore, it is this court’s decision that we set conditions to determine if Miss. Amber can build a stable dominating personality so she can continue working in Judicial Enslavement Act business roles.  Conversely, we will determine if she can’t be allowed to work in such roles in the organization.”

The Honorable Jorden Schroeder turned to Amber with a serious face.  “Thus, Miss. Amber, keeping all that in mind, I hereby suspend your adult-level livestock handling certificates for a period of six months.  If following that period, you desire to continue working at NLEC, then those certificates will be automatically renewed at no cost following my review of your six-month experiences.  However, during the interim period, anytime you are in a free human woman status, any work conducted at NLEC will be as a 4H Junior girl with the appropriate limited livestock handling privileges.  However, you will continue to be paid at your current rate.  Until your final status is reviewed by this court, you are prohibited from functioning in any role in any other livestock associated business.”

At her sorrowful nod of acceptance, he continued, “Further, Miss. Amber, also known as Daisy Conner, 20 years of age and an adult in control of her freedom and right to self-enslave, this court additionally gives you a set of options.  Option 1, step one: You self-enslave to NLEC for a period of 24 hours.”  He held up a stapled group of papers.  “Master Black has submitted a rather detailed series of creative scenarios that he would like to exercise upon Miss. Amber, should she ever self-enslave for any period.  Given his attempts of bribery to influence NLEC, through its primary agent of Master Sergei, into enslaving Miss. Amber with exorbitant offers involving hundreds of thousands of dollars in incentives, Master Black is ordered to pay NLEC $50,000 in rental fees for the 24-hour use of livestock Amber that will begin tomorrow morning.  Slave Amber will not be able to further enslave herself during any portion of this self-enslavement.”

“Amber, do you understand that phase of Option 1?”

Amber gulped.  She felt her pussy twitch at the mere mention of Master Black and his huge cock.  Squirming in place, she softly answered, “Yes, your Honor.”

“Good,” the judge asserted.  He took a deep breath and continued, “The second portion of Option 1 is heavily influenced by the critical shortage of livestock due to the Supreme Court’s almost immediate order of a stay on implementation of the Federal Enslavement Act.  As a result, my office has received dozens of desperate offers from fledgling livestock-related businesses verging on bankruptcy due to the total lack of licenses and new livestock.  From those businesses, I randomly selected one that will satisfy the expansion of Miss. Amber’s sexual development.”  He handed over a sealed envelope to Miss. Angelica Crosby.  “Therefore Amber, following a 24-hour respite from your experiences at Master Black’s hands, you are ordered by this court to self-enslave yourself once again to NLEC for a period of two weeks.  Master Sergei, Miss. Crosby, details are in the envelope.  NLEC will be paid $5,000 by the Mistress of the selected establishment for a two-week-long training course that livestock Amber will be attending.  Specifically, Mistress Connie of Connie’s Cunnilingus Emporium and Bar will pay that $5,000 in rental fees to NLEC for the two-week-long use of Amber at Connie’s establishment.

“Amber, do you understand the second and last phase of Option 1?”

Amber still felt the twinges of arousal in her belly from the previous mention of Master Black.  Wondering what sexual experiences the judge has imposed upon her, she gulped again, “Yes, your Honor.”

The Judge looked pointedly at Amber.  “As I stated, you do have the right to decline my offer and take Option 2 which consists of a lifetime bar on any employment in any aspect of businesses operating under the auspices of the Judicial Enslavement Act.  Do you take Option 1 or Option 2?”

Amber held up a hand.

The Judge smiled and said, “I waive the limitation of Miss. Amber’s answer to minimal wording.”

“Thank you, your Honor,” Amber whispered while looking down at the table in front of her.  “I love my job handling livestock and wish to continue in that role in the future.”  She raised her head, and with deep embarrassment admitted, “I firmly believe that I’m able to function both as a dominate and as a submissive, at least in certain situations that I control, while working here at NLEC.”  She looked directly at the Judge.  “However, your Honor, if your decision is what it takes for me to continue working at NLEC, then I fully accept Option 1.”

The Honorable Jorden Schroeder smiled.  “Thank you, Amber for that heart-felt answer.  Your honest self-evaluation has instilled some doubt in my mind at my decision.”  He took a deep breath.  “However, I can also honestly state that though your period of self-enslavement may be filled with terror and apprehension, it will nonetheless end up being helpful in your future choices.”

“For a final time.  Do you Amber, also known as Daisy Conner, an adult in control of her freedom and right to self-enslave, accept Option 1?”

“Yes, your Honor.”

“Thank you,” Judge Schroeder answered.  “At this time, Mistress Ginger and Miss. Crystal are dismissed.  Bailiffs, Miss. Amber is to be gently restrained in her holding cell pending preparation of her self-enslavement paperwork by Miss. Crosby.”

The Judge looked at the two plump blondes with their wrists behind their backs and handcuffed to the wall.  He openly eyed both the bustier attorney and the smaller breasted slightly younger friend of Mrs. Powers.  “Lori Neville and Alaya Farrington,” he said sternly, “you can stay in place for this next portion of the mediation session.”

Angelica Crosby almost chuckled out loud at the comment.  She barely got a hand up to cover her mouth.  The Judge smiled over at her and she blushed.

Pointedly ignoring the two disheveled women, the Judge turned back to the remainder of the attendees.  He took a deep breath.  “Finally, under my broad powers to ensure that actions under the Judicial Enslavement Act are appropriate and in the public good, I have some other observations I feel compelled to make.”

“In the matter of Master Sergei, CEO of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center, my determination is that he has taken a too aggressive stance during what I see as minor incidents.  Further, I am fearful that this aggressive business line will result in litigation and negative publicity detrimental to the successful initiation of the Judicial Enslavement Act.  In a manner similar to Miss. Amber, I considered using four months of forced enslavement to help temper Master Sergei’s aggressiveness.  However, given his long experience in the industry in both Russia and Europe, I took that move off the table.”

Sergei visibly sagged at the removal of any prospect of him becoming enslaved.

He paused.  “With apologies to Amber who may well bear the brunt of physical punishment for Master Sergei’s too aggressive stance, I order the temporary suspension of Master Sergei’s Enslavement License for six months and order that he pay a reinstatement fee of $200,000 to restore his license.  As a Russian citizen with a State Department issued work permit, I also order that he be deported for a period of not less than four months and after that period he is free to apply for readmission to the United States through my office along with a copy of the reinstatement fee receipt.”

“Master Sergei can thus return to the NLEC for the final two months of his suspended license where he will work under Miss. Angelica Crosby’s supervision.  Following that interim period, it is ordered that he be relegated to a position subordinate to Miss. Angelica Crosby for an additional six months while she will be the organization’s CEO.  Further, during that twelve month period, she will assume all rights and responsibilities as a Temporary Federal Enslavement Agent.  It is stipulated that those two six-month periods are to ensure Master Sergei Kozlov has learned to temper his business approach to match the intent of the United States Congress in enacting the Judicial Enslavement Act and especially the protections of Protocols II to citizens self enslaving.  This court will review the status of the board of directors in one year.  I also emphasize that according to the letters of incorporation, none of the financial contributors to the business are allowed to function in any operational role.”

“Master Sergei Kozlov, Miss. Angelica Crosby, do you accept these findings?”

Master Sergei stood up and in an uncertain voice declared, “Yes, your Honor.”

Angelica stood on shaky legs and added, “Yes, your Honor.”

The Judge smiled, and announced.  “The court now opens the floor for a period of comment on these matters, or indeed any other appropriate comments.”

The court was silent for maybe ten seconds.

“Hmmmph!” Blonde lawyer Alaya Farrington screamed into her gag.

“Hmmmph,” Blonde Lori Neville screamed.

“With no further comments from the attendees, that concludes this mediation session of the court.  Bailiffs and Miss. Crosby, please stay for the next little piece of business; the determination of the appropriate sentence for the two blonde bimbos waiting at the wall.  All others are dismissed and ordered to clear the courtroom.

“Hmmmph!” the two blondes cuffed to the wall protested.  Angelica and Judge Schroeder paid no attention to their complaints as the others in the courtroom hurriedly left.

“Alaya Farrington and Lori Neville, you’ve both been charged with contempt and received an initial admonishment regarding court decorum.  It is now time for your actual sentencing.  Miss. Lori Neville, … for your Penalty One Contempt Charge, I hereby sentence you to three weeks slavery at NLEC.”  Judge Schroeder paused to gather his thoughts.  The furious, grunting and wriggling form of Lori protesting her sentence brought her smallish tits jiggling in an enticing way.  He grinned at her red face atop her nearly naked form.  The woman wore only her heels and her old-fashioned hose and garter set.  He nodded toward the angry woman.  She didn’t realize that her wriggling brought stiffness to his cock and a desire to fuck her senseless.  The judge couldn’t help but think the red gag and black leather head harness on the flushed form of a squirming woman gave the lustful impression of a brainless bimbo squirming with her wares exposed to entice the attention of a Master.  He smirked at the mental image.

He turned back to his notes and happily noted that Angelica had already begun making entries in the NLEC database to reflect the Judicial Enslavement of the two women.  “Miss. Alaya Farrington,” he began again, “your Penalty Three Contempt Charge would normally result in a one-week sentence.”  He paused and looked at the woman he’d helped brutally subject to an initial admonishment.  “However,” he continued, “as a lawyer you know full well that judges have wide latitude in imposing sentences for contempt in their courts.  Further, as a lawyer you understood much better that others what should have been proper decorum in my courtroom.”  He paused and glared at Alaya who was also secured to the wall with her clothing disheveled and also wearing a bright red ball gag and black leather head harness.  Her torn skirt unfortunately exposed her naked thighs and cunt but hid the red welts on her ass.

“Therefore,” he continued, “you are also sentenced to a three-week-period of slavery here at the NLEC.”  He then turned to Angelica Crosby and added, “Mistress Crosby, as the sole Judicial Enslavement Agent in the United States, you understand that you are responsible for carrying out these sentences?”

Angelica smiled grimly, “Yes, of course Your Honor!”  She turned to address the two weeping women.  “Each of your three-week stays at NLEC will be the same; one week in our showroom providing the wide range of sexual services demanded by our clients, one week at the Equestrian Center pulling carts and race buggies, and one week at Mistress Connie’s Cunnilingus Emporium and Bar to better develop your skills pleasing women.”  Without pause, she shifted her focus to the two escaped US Marshals that were charged with transporting them to a lifetime of slavery.   “Judge, Mistress Vincent and Mistress Lowery, our esteemed security team will take charge of the two bitches.   Mistresses, please take them to the on-duty 4H Senior team for Green Collars and full processing.  Then, have them placed in a punishment room for the Judge to make some last minute observations.”

The fake blonde masquerading as Kathi Vincent quickly moved toward the 43-year-old lawyer and her fellow escapee prisoner, now Cindy Lowery, grinned at her co-conspirator and moved to grab the plump 37-year-old college roommate to Mrs. Powers.

“Oh, and ladies,” Angelica added with an unseemly giggle after making the appropriate entries in her laptop computer, “The NLEC system has selected the slave name for prisoner Alaya and she is to be tattooed with the slave name Buttons and the one with smaller tits, Lori, will get the slave name of Luscious.”

Miss. Alaya Farrington, a full partner in the law firm that employs Angelica, gave her a return glare that promised retribution to the younger associate attorney.

“Hmmmph!” Lori screeched out into her gag as the black security woman yanked her off the wall and shoved her toward the exit.  As she passed through the doorway, she looked back to Angelica in a hope for mercy.  From Angelica’s body language and her smile as she whispered in the Judge’s ear, Lori knew that her fellow woman wasn’t going to issue her a reprieve at the last minute.  She shivered in fear and humiliation as the Black guard whispered, “Luscious, … I so love it,” in her ear.

Now more or less alone, Angelica held up a long section of her blonde hair and whispered mischievously, “Judge Schroeder, I’m glad you clarified that you needed to continue punishing the blonde bimbos on the wall.”

Startled, Jorden Schroeder stared intently at the young attorney beside him.  He didn’t say anything.  He wasn’t sure what she was saying.”

“Iiii, … I mean that I’ve made some missteps much like Amber.” Her face colored at the stupidity of her admission.  Stuck at continuing, she continued softly, “Well, she’s blonde, … I’m blonde, … and those idiots on the wall are blonde.”

The Judge tilted his head.  “And how does that relate to you?” he asked.

“Umm, I mean, … kind of like Amber.  As part of my introduction to NLEC, … Sergei and his girls tricked me and I met a guy.  Ummm, … well, … I liked what we did, … well, … what he did cause I was kinda helpless”  Her voice got lower and lower until she was just whispering, “Don’t get me wrong, later I ended up enslaved for a full week to save a woman’s sanity and it was sheer horror.  But, that guy, … he was very assertive and spanked me before we did things.”  She flushed red and added, “I was so confused, … my mother was an overbearing ultra-strict micro-manager of my activities at home.  So, I feel sympathy with poor Amber about being confused; I don’t think of myself as submissive, … I think?  Well, I just don’t know.”

Judge Schroder grinned at the woman.  “Oh, I understand.  Miss. Angelica Crosby, I assure you that I can also do things.  Don’t worry about my imagination.”  But, then he shook his head.  “First, lets focus on the processing of the two bimbos.  Later, we can talk at length about confused blondes unable to resist sex, bad choices, and appropriate penances afterward.”  He reached down and possessively ran a hand from her knee, up between her legs, and toward her pussy mound.

Angelica moaned and reflexively spread her legs offering him more access to her sex.  “Judge, … you can’t possibly understand how hot I got with today’s proceedings and your masterful control of those two blonde bimbos.”

The Judge grinned and let his hand slip up under her skirt to discover that her silken panties were quite soaked.  He let a finger slip beneath the edge of her panties and circled that finger tip around her labia.

“Yesss!” Angelica whimpered.  “Oh, … that’s wonderful.”  She glanced at the wall where the women had been displayed and shivered in remembrance of the fearful looks in their eyes.  Angelica slide her rump down the seat to encourage greater access to her needy pussy.

Jorden Schroeder chuckled and withdrew his hand after just moments teasing the entry of her cunt with his middle finger.

Angelica moaned in frustration as he withdrew his hand and then whimpered a bit in fear at the Judge’s stern visage.  His hand gripped her chin and she smelled her own arousal on the finger that had so briefly diddled her cunt.

“As I said, my dear, I can also do things,” he whispered in a harsh tone.  “Before I go to see the processing of those two bimbos, I’m going to sit here while you strip off your bra and panties.”

Angelica blushed and imagined she felt her breasts and pussy engorge with blood from her arousal.  Her panties easily slipped down over her rump to flutter down to her heels.

“Leave them here on the floor,” the Judge harshly ordered when Angelica leaned forward to pick them up.  “And, … no need to button up your blouse after you remove the bra.”

She blushed even more at the order and thought her belly muscles throbbed responding to her need.  To get to her bra, she deftly unbuttoned her blouse and then shrugged her arms through the bra strap till it fell forward off her lush breasts.  Angelica hesitated with her bra covering her breasts and then at his stern look at her bra and the floor, … she dropped her black bra down to the floor beside her matching panties.

The young lawyer was surprised when the Judge’s arm shot out and his hand gripped her neck in an uncompromising grasp that completely controlled her while threatening to cut off her airway if she resisted in any way.  She squeaked in sudden uncertainty and back-pedaled as he basically shoved her backward away from the table that they had used for judgement.  He ended up thrusting her back to the wall where the other two women had been displayed.  Before she knew what was going on, his free hand popped a wrist upward where the magnetic auto-latch on the wall-mounted wrist cuff snapped shut.  A moment later and her other wrist was similarly cuffed over her head.   She gasped as the Judge leaned forward and kissed her while his hands took full possession of her DD-cup breasts.  Eagerly, she moaned and loved the sensation of being possessed with no sense of control.  His hands wandered down and clasped around her tiny waist and then further down to cup her tight ass.

“Ahhh!” she moaned.  “So nice Jorden!  I’m helpless to stop whatever you intend.”

A moment later, he broke off the kiss and backed away to grin at her nakedly exposed body and her wild look of arousal.   His eyes shifted appreciatively over her lush form; beginning with her tousled hair with the I’ve-just-been-fucked look, down across her fat, perfect breasts exposed between the open sides of her blouse, her taut belly, and the ‘V’ of her legs now exposed as her just unzipped skirt slipped down to the floor.  Then, he froze at the sight of the name tattooed on her bare vulva.

“Precious?” he wondered silently.  “Her slave name? She mentioned being tricked into a one day slavery session on her first day of work here at NLEC and then she willingly offered up her own temporary enslavement to help some woman.”

As the Judge stepped back away from her naked front, Angelica briefly looked upward to where her wrists were trapped.  She had a quick sigh of relief that her hands weren’t cuffed behind her back and locked to the wall, “Like the bimbos,” she thought with a smirk.   Her cunt was drooling in anticipation of the Judge forcing himself upon her.

After a moment of misgiving at the reminder she’d once been enslaved, the Judge stepped forward again and briefly grasped her breasts and pushed himself up against her naked front.

“Oh, yes!” Angelica hissed.  “That’s it! I’m so fucking hot!”

The Judge smirked as he kissed her neck and the responsive woman wriggled against him; even going so far as to push her groin against the lump in his pants.  “You enjoyed seeing those idiots being punished?” he asked in a whisper against her ear.  “Spoiled sluts getting their comeuppance?”

“Ahhh!” Angelica whimpered as a knowledgeable finger explored around her sopping wet gash.  Distracted by her intense need to get that finger inside her pussy, she didn’t comprehend his question.

The Judge pinched her left nipple and repeated in a harsher tone, “I said, Precious, did you enjoy watching those two idiots getting punished?”

Angelica jerked in a mini orgasm just as her hated slave name was spoken.

Judge Jorden Schroeder smirked at the obvious signs of her orgasm.  “Was it my finger, the pinched nipple, or hearing her slave name that triggered the orgasm?” he wondered aloud.

“Wwha, … what did you ask, Jorden?” Angelica whimpered, the fleeting aftershocks of her orgasm diminishing enough for her head to clear for the moment.

“Your silence in twice failing to answer my question about what you thought of the two idiots has reminded me of my duty to follow up on their sentencing,” Judge Schroeder hissed in what he knew was a lie.  He stepped back and added, “Since the top NLEC leadership is too busy at the moment, I must go check on them myself.”

Angelica shook her head in confusion.  “Who?  The bimbos?” she asked. 

The Judge shook his head in exasperation.  “Yes, … the two blonde bimbos we stripped and punished during the hearing.  The scenes got you so hot for sex that you got me fired up and I almost forget my duty.”

“I don’t understand,” Angelica answered back in confusion.

“Well, … I’m not blonde, … and I’m not a bimbo, … but your sexy blonde body and alluring actions made me forget that I’m here today in a paid mediator role, reimbursed by the federal government, and upon your specific request.”

Angelica whimpered at the sudden realization that she might have instigated a sexual liaison in a ‘paid’ role.  “No!  No, it’s not that way at all!  This isn’t prostitution!”

“Angelica,” the Judge said sadly, “Reluctantly, I’m going to have to take a raincheck on our tryst.  When next we meet, I’ll have plenty of your ‘missteps’ and ‘poor judgements’ to consider how much paddling, … or even caning, you might deserve before we consummate things.”

“Consummate!  Things!  What the fuck are you talking about?” Angelica shouted at Judge Jorden Schroeder’s back as he left her hanging to retrieve his paperwork from the table.  In her anger, she missed seeing the Judge scoop up her mini-laptop.  He missed the display of her jiggling breasts as she feverishly protested his departure.


29.  Three Enslaved Blonde Bimbos

Once in the hallway, Judge Jorden Schroeder paused to examine Angelica’s still active laptop.  He backed out from her current screen that she used to document the sentencing of Luscious, Miss. Lori Neville, and Buttons, Miss. Alaya Farrington.  When he saw a tab indicating ‘Green Collar Slave Histories’ he grinned and made that selection.  “Yep,” he thought, “there is an entry for a female slave designated ‘Precious’ in the NLEC database.”

“Hmmm,” he said before reading aloud the entry.  “Precious, is a 26-year-old natural blonde.  Her body is luscious with natural oversize firm DD breasts on a lithe and tall frame.  She is 5’10” with a tiny waist, big hips, and a perfect ass.  Her pale skin is a perfect canvas for light punishment.  Precious has an NLEC logo on her right rump, her slave name tattooed on her vulva, and a Federal Slave Registration number of 01-07-25-84923TS.  Slave Precious has a single one-week enslavement history wearing a Green Collar which was served at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  Slave Precious also gained experience as Slave Bunni in a federally sponsored sting operation against an illegal slavery operation.  While not normally available for use, NLEC members should submit bids in an effort to entice the slut to re-enslave.”

The file appeared to be accessible only to select NLEC staff and to members in good standing.  Jorden flipped through a number of very explicit photos of slave Precious in action.  Except for wearing a mask or having her face blurred out, the high definition photos exposed every other inch of her delicious body.

He looked under ‘Client Comments’ and saw several that were mostly 5s with a couple of 4s.  “Hmmm,” he whispered, “all very positive and mentioning:”

	‘wildly responsive’; 
	‘a tight and greedy cunt’; 
	‘a glorious ass that takes a cock with difficulty but ends up a world-class ride’; 
	‘acts timid and aloof until you get assertive and take what you want; then she proves her worth as a remarkable sexual beast’; 
	‘can’t wait until this amazing bitch comes available once again.’ 


He closed the laptop, frowned at the necessary forced delay in partaking of Precious’ charms, and strode with determination to the elevator.  His first quick stop was to be the main NLEC offices and then onward to the Members Area.

**********

Still seething at being abandoned nearly naked and cuffed helplessly, Angelica whipped her head toward the door at the sound of the latch opening.  “Now fucking what?” she hissed softly.  “Oh, my God!  Ginger!  Thank heavens you’re here.  Please, get me down before anyone else sees this!”

Twenty-one-year-old redhead Ginger paused in shock in the doorway to take in the lewdly exposed form of her boss, Miss. Angelica Crosby.  She took a deep breath at the flushed and sweaty body of the sexy woman, turned away, and moved to the table and chair that Angelica recently occupied during the hearing.  Ignoring the older blonde’s pleas, Ginger calmly and purposefully set down a leather satchel and pulled out a pair of folders and Angelica’s laptop.

“Holy shit, Angelica!  You’ve managed to fuck things up again,” Ginger observed with concern.   “I’d almost believe that you are some kind of nympho constantly in search of guilt-free forced sex.  Are you a nympho or merely a slut?”

“Ginger!” Angelica screeched in anger.  “What are you doing?  Get over her and let me down!”  As Ginger watched during that tirade, she couldn’t help but be aroused at the sight of Angelica’s meaty DDs lurching about as she struggled to get herself free.  The fully unbuttoned blouse added to the peek-a-boo aspect of the lurching breasts.

With a sigh, Ginger picked up the satchel and its remaining contents and walked over to Angelica.  She set down the satchel and surreptitiously slipped out a taser that she concealed in her right hand.  Her left hand reached up softly to gently sweep stray blonde hairs that had stuck to the older woman’s sweaty face.  “Angelica,” she said softly as her left hand shifted to gently stroke the side of her face.  “Do you know the first and most important lesson we learned in our Mistress Orientation Classes?  The classes that you skipped over while being appointed an NLEC Mistress?”

Now throughly pissed at her predicament, Angelica only hissed back a confused, “What?  It doesn’t matter!  Stop everything and get me loose!”

Ginger offered the answer in a soft tone while still caressing Angelica’s face. “The lesson is: ‘Once a free woman’s status becomes ‘slave’ then a Mistress must completely erase from thought any compassion associated with that person.’  You see, Angelica, a Mistress cannot interact as if the slave were some formerly free woman or even a friend in poor circumstance.  No, … the change to slave status is instant, complete, and they fully become livestock, … nothing else, … just enslaved livestock.  You see once becoming a slave, the collared wretch is simply a commodity, something to be used and abused, a sack of meat that exists solely to provide service to free men and women.”

Angelica froze and tried to figure out what Ginger was talking about.  When Ginger stepped back and raised the familiar form of a taser toward her, Angelica shrieked, “Nooo!” before the painful high-voltage shocks brought convulsions and then a brief period of unawareness.

Ginger quickly took advantage of Angelica’s inability to control her body by hitting the electronic releases beside the magnetic cuffs holding Angelica against the wall.  She guided her slim and quivering form to the floor, rolled her to her belly, and yanked off her white blouse.  Just a few instants later, she snapped a set of heavy steel police-style handcuffs to secure Angelica’s wrists behind her back.  Then, still kneeling beside her boss, she grabbed a Green Slave Collar from the satchel and locked it around her neck.  It clicked shut with its usual loud mechanical, “Snick!”

Ginger’s slim 5’6” form wrestled Angelica’s larger and heavier 5’10” form to a nearby chair and seated her in place.  She yanked Angelica’s cuffed wrists up over the back of the chair and tied them off to the rear chair legs with a length of blue bondage cord also taken from the satchel.  Lastly, just as Angelica began to regain some control of her very weakened muscles, Ginger slipped a black leather head harness over her head, jammed its fat red ball gag in her mouth, and tightened up the restraining straps.

When Angelica recovered her wits enough to realize her predicament had drastically worsened, she found herself now totally naked save for her heels, secured to a chair, gagged, and facing the young 4H Senior directly across the table.

Ginger moved the rolling executive chair she sat in closer to the table and stared calmly across the width of the table to where Angelica’s chair had been pushed tightly up against the far side.

“Hmmmph!” Angelica demanded and jerked fruitlessly at her bonds.

Newly appointed Mistress Ginger calmly laid out seven oversize and ornate 2-inch heavy bronze medallions with a 1-inch hole in each one.   Beside each, Ginger then laid a smaller silver medallion that looked to fit snuggly inside the hole in the larger medallion.  Ginger looked up to Angelica.  “Judge Schroeder gave me specific instructions that I’m obligated to follow.”  She reached down to her waist and unsnapped her riding crop which she set atop the table beside the 14 coins.

“Hmmmph!” Angelica demanded in a softer tone.  “Hut ha huck!”

Ginger face shifted from a serious and stoic look to a slight grin.  “We haven’t used these yet at NLEC but each of the seven larger ‘Raincheck Coins’ has a unique number that is matched by an identical one on the matching smaller ‘Redemption Coin’.”  She locked eyes with Angelica.  “When joined, a ‘Raincheck Coin’ defined by serial numbers in a Judicial Enslavement Contract must be enacted.”  Ginger smiled sweetly, tapped each of the two folders, and continued, “Judge Schroeder explained to me in the office that he had the rights to a ‘Raincheck Tryst’ and the front office generated two potential enslavement contracts.”

“Oh, fuck!” Angelica thought with dismay.  She reviewed the events leading up to her stripping, her being locked helpless on the wall, and the words of the Judge.  Then, she looked about the room and spotted the number of cameras with red glowing LED power indicators.  The blood left her face and she whimpered. 

“Precious, also once known as Bunni,” Ginger asserted in a command voice, “Judge Schroeder and NLEC graciously offer you a choice of two contract choices; bearing in mind the normal penalty of up to five-year enslavement for willful solicitation of paid prostitution.”  She tapped the red folder and continued, “This folder has your consent agreement to provide 24-hour self-enslavement services up to seven times over the next 12 months.  Each self-enslavement service period is to be enacted whenever you are presented with a ‘Redemption Coin’ whose number matches an unused ‘Raincheck Coin’.  The serial numbers and coin images are included in the contract.  While normally a ‘Raincheck’ is for a single event, you have placed yourself in a serious situation given the potential five-year enslavement penalty.”

“Does blonde, big-titted, bimbo Green Collar slave Precious understand this option?”  Ginger reached forward to tap both the red folder and her riding crop.

“Huts ha hother hontract?” Angelica replied to find out what the other contract offered.

“Ah,” Ginger said with a mock sad face, “yes, … the other contract.  The blue folder has the paperwork where you plead guilty for soliciting prostitution and accept the enslavement penalty.  Of course, you also accept the wear of a Red Collar for soliciting sex for pay with a member of the court which doubles the normal penalty of 5 years enslavement.”  She nodded her head a bit and added, “Judge Schroeder explained that even though his special pay for today’s mediation session comes from the federal government, you personally have to approve his payment voucher before he can submit it.  Thus, in fact, you would have been paying him for sex.”

“As usual, yes, this has all been verified by the video and audio recorded in this room,” Ginger added dispassionately after a moment.

“Ha hed hon,” Angelica said with resignation, ‘The red one’ signaling her acceptance of the red contract.

After reminding Angelica that she held the punishment controller for the Green Training Collar, Ginger uncuffed her and handed her a pen to sign the red folder’s Self Enslavement Contract.  Despite knowing it would be straight-forward with the normal boiler plate, Angelica carefully read everything and then reluctantly signed and dated where appropriate.

“Good girl,” Ginger said, “that’s done.  Now let me explain how this will work.”   She picked up three of the smaller ‘Redemption Coins’ and threw them back in the satchel.  “Three ‘Redemption Coins’ are already accounted for and are in play; two are in the hands of Judge Jorden Schroeder and one is scheduled for delivery to a Mr. Raymond Baxter, Mrs. Powers’ Butler.”  Ginger cocked her head to the side and grinned, “Bet there’s some kind of a story there, Precious.  I think I might have to wheedle that story out of you when I have more time and you’re once again wearing the Green Collar.”

When Angelica only grunted, Ginger continued.  “I have been instructed to hold the other four ‘Redemption Coins’ for exchanges of services as the needs of NLEC dictate or I see fit to employ the coins.”  She smirked at Precious’ look of horror.  “Judge Schroeder gave me specific authority to use one of these right now as I see fit and to hold the other three for use as we decide.  As he told me, those last three might never be used.”

“Now, Precious, lean forward and I’ll take off that gag and head harness.”

“Hhhow could you do this?” Angelica fought out the words past her stiff and barely responsive jaw muscles.  “I’m, your friend.  We just went through a mediation hearing where it was clear that NLEC needed to ramp things down from being too aggressive in its practices.”

Ginger held up the remote for her collar and Angelica immediately bowed her head down to the table and reluctantly and respectfully whispered, “This slave forgot it still had on a collar, Mistress.”

Ginger put away all the coins except for one of each type that she confirmed were a set.  “I have a nice wood framed display for the seven ‘Raincheck Coins’”  When Angelica looked back up, Ginger smirked and set one of the smaller coins atop the larger one.  With a firm downward push, a loud click locked the set together.  “Now that display case will have one ‘Redemption Coin’ matched to its ‘Raincheck Coin’ and six with the middles empty.”

“Why, Mistress?” Angelica asked softly.

“Precious, you know more than most that we remain seriously short staffed and since tonight is Members Night, we expect to be very busy.  So far, 22 fully paid up members have confirmed they will be here for the night and more might show up without confirmation.   Obviously, NLEC desperately needs more cunt in the Members Showroom where you will be assigned for the next 24 hours.”

“Oh, fuck!” Angelica whimpered.

After a moment she shook her head to the negative.  “Wait!  Er, … Mistress, … please remember we have 15 NLEC slaves.  Shouldn’t that be plenty for the 22 members?”

	Current Disposition of NLEC Slaves
	Petting Zoo / Showroom	Pony Girl Teams	Merry Maids
		Belle (30, B+) 

	Sky (32, firm Cs) 

	Mare (30, Cs) 

	Tiger (29, 10” cock) 

	Precious (26, DDs) 


		Pixie & Misty 

	Blaze & Biscuit 

	Blossom & Sapphire 

	Jiggles & Lola 


		Kitty 

	Thumper 

	Princess 

	Mare (30, Cs) 



			


Ginger shook her head.  “No, while you indeed make the 15th slave presently at NLEC, you must keep in mind that one of you, Tiger, is a stud and probably only of interest to the two or three female members.  I’ve already sent a van to bring Mare back from Mistress Mary Maids and counting you, that still leaves me with only four cunts for the Showroom plus Tiger who might keep some of the female members occupied.”  She paused and added, “I hope that works out because he really doesn’t do well as a submissive.”

“Members will see two Black Collar slaves (Sky and Tiger), one Red Collar Slave (Belle), and two Green Collar slaves (Mare and Precious).”  Ginger paused and added, “I almost sent someone down to get Blaze and Biscuit and bring them up in full Ponygirl gear.  But, the pony teams will be in high demand tonight since we’ve already told the members that some of the shorter tracks will have night lights tonight for Ponygirls pulling surreys or buggies.  All the surrey and buggy batteries are charged and ready to provide LED headlights and running lights.”

Angelica ignored Ginger’s explanations.  Even though she was the onsite legal advisor, Angelica had felt reluctant to fully explore every aspect of NLEC business.  Therefore, she had never been in the indoor Members Showroom when there was a crowd present and she certainly wasn’t looking forward to being there as a slave.  “Green Collars get much more attention with members because they know they’re new to slavery,” she warned herself.  “I know they love shocking naive bitches with the unrestrained sex of Members not restricted to softer, date-night sex.”  She grimaced and added to herself, “I’m going to get a lot more sex tonight that I’ve ever imagined.  Thank the gods that mom isn’t here to see the fiasco my cunt has gotten me into.  That bitch!” 

Ginger led her through the maze of corridors leading back toward the main building.  Angelica was naked save for the mandatory Green Collar, her heels, and her completely unbuttoned blouse. For some reason, Ginger had her put the blouse back on after she cut off all the buttons.  On the way, Ginger warned her that tonight most of the NLEC members had confirmed reservations for both the restaurant,  the play areas, the equestrian center, and overnight accommodations.  “However,” Ginger told Precious, “it’s not yet lunchtime so everything is still in setup mode with very few members likely present unless they are eating a late breakfast.” 

They finally came to a bank of two elevators and another corridor beyond it with a sign indicating it led to the ‘Equestrian Area and Pony Stables’.  Angelica ignored the elevator to the ‘Sales and Viewing Studios’ and automatically stuck her right wrist out so the RFID chip would ‘call’ the elevator to the ‘Members Area’.  A loud unpleasant sound indicated rejection of her RFID’s digital code.

“Stupid slave thought it still had privileges,” Ginger said in a snide tone of voice and glared at Angelica in a challenge to see if she would respond negatively to being put down as stupid.  Despite liking Angelica as a person, she was both uncertain if slave Precious was submissive enough and accepting enough of her status as slave and equally uncertain that she had the commitment to be a key leader in a slavery establishment.

Angelica simply bowed her head submissively. 

Ginger opened a glass display cabinet and pulled out a mask which she handed wordlessly to Angelica.  The one she selected was no flimsy opera style mask.  This particular mask was designed for wear by slaves being subjected to vigorous use.  Angelica grunted and set the front nose piece hooks into her nostrils and pulled the mask up and back while tugging the stiff elastic retaining band over where her ears met her head.  The band continued around to the back of her head and fit snuggly on her face; covering her eyes, cheeks, and nose.  Her ponytail was pulled through a hole at the back of the mask.  When Angelica looked into the mirror beside the mask display cabinet, she saw her face had been transformed into a feathered, bird-like creature with a sharp beak-like nose.

Ginger nodded her head at the fit and moved her wristband near the elevator sensor.  After a faint ‘ding’, she tapped in her PIN.  The NLEC RFID scanning and tracking system had detected an active slave collar near Ginger and security settings required the addition of the PIN code instead of directly opening the elevator door.

Ginger selected the top level of the main complex which held three separate secure areas, each with their own entries from that top level common area: the main NLEC offices, the adjacent Sales and Viewing Studios, and the primary Members Area with a casual lounge, semi-formal bar and restaurant service area, the ‘Showroom’ or indoor ‘Petting Zoo’, a banquet room, and two subfloors with specialty rooms.

The next floor area below the main offices on the top floor held the small Visitor’s Office along with slave processing and training areas.  The floor under that, the building held the main facility’s slave cells, slave kitchen, and storage for linens and bondage gear.  Under the top Members Area were two subfloors with a variety of dungeon themed areas and private entertainment rooms.  The Equestrian and Pony Facilities were remotely located and accessed via an outdoor cart system. 

The elevator door opened and Ginger ignored the other two entries and instead led Angelica toward the Members Area.  Angelica stopped abruptly in both surprise and anger at what she saw after Ginger triggered the entry door to open.  Ginger tightened her grip on slave Precious’ elbow with a hissed, “Stop and think, cunt!  Don’t be a bimbo!” Angelica barely held back a violent response.

Just inside the main entry was Jorden Schroeder, the Federal Livestock Commissioner and Mediation Judge that had abandoned Angelica cuffed to a wall with all her charms exposed to whoever next entered the room.  With him sighted so soon after being abandoned, Angelica flushed with anger and humiliation.  She knew the worst was the arousal she’d felt and how she responded to his masterful touch.  “I never meant for it to be a prostitution liaison,” she muttered loud enough for Ginger to hear.

“Hush, pet!” Ginger whispered back in a no nonsense tone.  “Don’t take it too hard.  He did offer you a choice.”  She paused and smirked.  “Plus, it’s just business.  I know you aren’t as aggressive and committed to collaring bimbos like Sergei, … but, you know full well that we’re in the slave business and our clients pay handsomely to play with top quality blonde cunt, … especially with such big soft titties.”

Angelica glanced at her collar’s leash tightly held by her young charge and shuddered at the thought of the corrective electric shock a yank on that leash could trigger around her neck.  She held her temper under control and glared at the surprisingly trim and muscular form of the 43-year-old male facing her across the back of a blonde-haired slave.  He seemed to be deeply focused on his task but it was difficult to tell with the simple robber’s style mask that he wore.  Except for that black mask, he was naked save for a pair of black engineer boots and a set of leather chaps that left his groin and ass naked.  For some reason, that seemed to be standard wear for a Master in decent shape.  His chest muscles were glistening with sweat from his exertions as he was in the midst of throwing an energetic fuck into the bound blonde creature loudly grunting its anger at being sexually abused.

Plump, blonde 43-year-old Buttons, recently known as Miss. Alaya Farrington, lawyer and friend to Mrs. Mariana Powers, was bound tightly face-down on a narrow rape frame with her pig-masked-face toward the elevator entry.  Her large, soft DD breasts hung downward from her torso in its bent over position and they jiggled and swung mightily as Jorden’s groin viciously impacted against her ass in a blurring pile driving motion.

Button’s long blonde hair was now damp and disheveled from her ordeal and her normally perfectly made up face was tear streaked with mascara dripping from underneath the pink pig snout of her mask.  Snot and drool ran from her nose and the gaping maw of her mouth was held wide open by the bright pink leather-wrapped ring gag.  Some of the viscous fluid dribbled down to hang from her chin like long, nasty gooey stalactites.

The loud ringing of a pair of brass bells almost drowned out the wet meaty slaps from Jorden’s groin jack hammering against Button’s sweaty ass cheeks.  Angelica took a moment to snicker at her boss’ predicament.  The normally uptight and staid lawyer had obviously just had her nipples pierced with a brass bell hanging from each golden ring freshly inserted through each nipple.  Belatedly, Angelica realized that the hog ring going through the nose of the pink pig mask was real and it had been punched through her septum.

“Ouch,” Precious whispered in sympathy. 

Happily, Ginger didn’t object to her slip.  Ginger was too busy looking quizzically at Buttons because she belatedly remembered there were two extra blonde bimbo slaves she hadn’t taken into account when she triggered Angelica’s raincheck.  “Fuck!” she told herself.  “I forget to include 43-year-old Buttons and 37-year-old Luscious in the list of slaves; the two blonde bimbos that fucked up during the mediation.”  She hung her head in shame for a moment and hoped Angelica hadn’t made that same connection yet.  “I guess I didn’t really need slave Precious for members night,” she thought with only a little bit of pity for her boss.

Then, Ginger smiled at the thought that Precious had actually been the third blonde bimbo that fucked up during and right after the mediation led by the Slave Commissioner. 

Jorden seemed to not take notice as Precious was led past by her handler, young 21-year-old redhead Ginger.  Angelica was uncertain whether being unnoticed should make her angrier or glad.  Even with her mask, the unbuttoned white dress blouse would make her instantly recognizable by Jorden. She shook her head and kept her mouth shut.

Ginger shook the guilty thoughts from her head and waved 4H Senior Candy over.  Candy did a double-take when she recognized Precious by the name on her pussy tattoo but quickly shifted back to a dispassionate, professional mode.  “What’s up?” she asked her friend Ginger.  “Oh!  I’m sorry,” she added with a mischievous grin, “What’s up, Mistress!”

Ginger shook her head at the comment and simply replied, “Candy, once that Master pumps his load into the newest blonde bimbo, Buttons, I need you to move the rape frame further into the members area.  The entry area here is supposed to be a restful and casual lounge area with all these couches and conversation areas.  Plus, we serve an abbreviated bar menu and drinks here in this section.  The hardcore stuff should be just beyond this area.”

Brunette Candy, an 18-year-old 4H Senior, nodded brightly and responded, “Got it!  No problem, Mistress Ginger.”  She paused and smirked while looking directly at Precious, “There seems to be an awful lot of that blonde, big-titted bimbo stuff going on tonight here at NLEC.”

Precious, Angelica, glared at the 4H Senior.  As with seeing the Slave Commissioner, she barely kept her temper in check and remained silent.

Beyond the entry area and just inside the Showroom, also known as the indoor Petting Zoo, was another rape frame located close to the entry of the very large room.  In this case, slave Luscious, Lori Neville the college roommate and longtime friend to Mariana Powers, was strapped belly up on a similar narrow leather padded bar about 6 inches wide.  The blonde’s head hung down on one end with her ring-gagged mouth in a perfect throat orientation for raping deeply into her gullet.  Her ass and pussy were equally in perfect orientation for access.  Her knees and ankles were cuffed and strapped up and back putting her knees just inches from her face.  Like Buttons, newly punished slave Luscious was facing her first night of three weeks as an unwilling sex slave.

Wide leather straps tightly buckled across her shoulders, belly, and hips held her helplessly atop the rape bar.

The primary focus of the large Showroom was in the center of the room where a massive California King bed sat atop a platform raised two steps above the room’s floor.  Arrayed around the bed were five smaller round platforms raised only 8 inches above the floor.  Each of those 8-foot diameter platforms featured a centrally located brass pole extending all the way up to the ceiling.  A chain hung down beside each pole with an electronically latched lock at the end.

Ginger led Precious to one of the round platforms.  Ginger grabbed a chain hanging down from the ceiling alongside the brass pole and moved the end to the ring on Precious’ collar.  A loud ‘click’ indicated the electronic lock was engaged and Precious was now locked to the display platform.  The electronic release was a wireless switch atop a 3-foot tall pedestal 10 foot from the brass pole.  The new Mistress unsnapped the leash from Precious’ collar and set it down on the floor next to the release switch on the pedestal.

“Kneel!” Ginger commanded abruptly.

With some trepidation about getting shocked from a tug of the chain on her collar, Angelica knelt down.

“Okay, slut.  This is your post until a member comes and demands your service.  The chain is long enough for you to display yourself on the stripper’s pole or assume Slavegirl positions on the platform as required.  You will be judged based on how many members use you.  Your leash is here in case the member wants to take you anywhere on this floor or to one of the private or public BDSM themed areas downstairs.”  She paused to see if Precious was paying attention and then continued.  “The member can take you to the lounge area we just passed for drinks, food, or whatever sex they desire; private or public.”  After a moment she added, “Precious, keep in mind you are available for any sexual service, bondage, or punishment that members demand.  Staff is here to keep track of any fees to be charged or any tips rendered.”

Precious grunted acceptance of her fate and watched as Ginger walked away.  Curious, she looked around the room and saw the slim form of French slave Belle wearing a nearly transparent two-piece red baby doll nightgown on the nearest pedestal.  Another pedestal held 30-year-old Mare wearing predictably a naughty maid outfit from the business she formerly owned.  ‘Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids’ was prominently displayed on the front of her maid’s hat.  Both Belle and Mare were wearing Red Collars.  There were no members or NLEC staff in the room at the moment.

Then, to her shock, she saw 6’4” massively muscled 29-year-old Tiger, a Black Collared slave, walk in unescorted and wearing the identical gear worn by Jorden Schroeder while he had masterfully porked Buttons by the elevator.  Equally shocking, Tiger held a leash loosely in one huge paw with 32-year-old Sky following him meekly.  The black-haired Hispanic slave was naked save for her Black Collar; not even wearing shoes.  She had a decidedly ‘just fucked’ look about her.

All of Angelica’s personas, Angelica, Precious, and Bunni balked at the sight of the monster snake protruding fully erect from his naked groin as the Black Collared slave boldly entered the room without an escort.  The visceral, slutty, portion of her mind immediately pictured the 10-inch colossus of a cock trying to batter its way into her throbbing pussy.  The rational part of her mind knew that not every cunt, free or slave, could safely expand to welcome the beast without lots of lube and foreplay.  She cringed in remembrance that every woman he dominated ended up basically fucked and driven by repeated orgasms to near catatonic exhaustion.  Sergei had bragged how he had captured Tiger in Moscow and how Tiger processed and ruthlessly fucked his own sisters.  Angelica was uncertain which of the two sets of Ponygirl twins were the sisters.  From tracking Tiger’s movements at night, she knew he visited the two sets of twins equally, normally alternating their nights.  She shuddered at the realization that he clearly preferred blonde slave with bit tits.

Tiger headed directly toward one of the other display platforms and locked Sky’s collar to that platform’s brass pole.  From her weary, disheveled state, it was clear to anyone who looked that she had been recently been ridden hard by Tiger. 

Angelica knew that when Sergei recruited Tiger, he was offered complete, unrestricted access to any cunts wearing a collar as a very effective means of blunting his normal aggressive personality.  Her slave persona whimpered as he approached and she knelt down deeper on the platform with her head down.  Angelica hoped to remain unnoticed; Precious lusted for the chance to experience the powerful and gifted stud and her pussy swelled with blood and natural lube.

“This Green Collar whore must be new meat!” she heard the deep voice of Tiger declare.  The voice was very close to her platform.

Angelica quickly looked up and saw the Slave Commissioner standing beside Tiger.  She whimpered, half in full slut arousal and half in fear, at the thought of what the two masterful men could do to her. 

“We have three new bitches premiering in the Showroom tonight,” Ginger explained loudly.  “All three are blonde.  Blonde slave Buttons was just masterfully fucked outside this room.  You all probably heard her nipple bells getting loudly rung.”  Ginger laughed.  “The black-haired cunt that just got placed on that nearby platform was Sky who just got the fucking of her lifetime by NLEC’s sole stud, Tiger.”

Ginger took a moment to compose her thoughts.  “Commissioner, Tiger here has a perfect memory of every instant of every sexual encounter he’s ever experienced and he takes great pride in sexually dominating every collared cunt that we get here at NLEC.  Just like he just did with Sky.  For some reason he especially loves sexing blondes with big tits.”  Ginger kept quiet about the fact that many nights Tiger repeatedly bred either or both of his 31-year-old natural blonde Russian twin sisters, Ponygirls Biscuit and Blaze.

Angelica peeked up and saw Ginger holding on Jorden Schroeder’s arm while explaining Tiger’s role at NLEC.  Unexpectedly, she was jealous of the redhead even as she was furious with the Commissioner for responding so unreasonably to her gaffe.

“Is this the third new acquisition you just mentioned?” Slave Commissioner Jorden Schroeder asked while pointing to Angelica.  “She’s certainly blonde and quite appealing.”

“Yes,” Ginger practically simpered.  “Unlike the other two plump, nearly over-the-hill blonde bitches, this one is prime.  She’s actually rated PPP, three Ps, … ‘A Prime Piece of Pussy’.  Precious is only 26, … she’s tall and slender at 5’10”, has a tiny waist, full meaty ass, and a stupendous pair of firm, natural DDs just begging to be worshipped.”  Ginger took a breath and added, “As you can see from the NLEC tattoo and her Slave Registration Number of 01-07-25-84923TS, this Green Collared bitch might be new to the Showroom, but she’s already got a full week’s service as a naughty maid and signed up tonight to satisfy any client’s sexual perversions.  Well educated and with a professional job, Precious is nonetheless a true hot-blooded bimbo who self-enslaves for the pure excitement of submission.”

“I’d like to see your Stud in action against this Precious, … the triple P blonde bimbo,” Slave Commissioner Jorden Schroeder confided to Ginger.  “Can you make that happen?”

Angelica shivered at the thought of the Russian Stud taking her without mercy.

“Would that be a public or private event?” Ginger responded.

“Public is fine with me,” Jorden answered.  Then, he added quietly with a smirk, “I’ll pay for a copy of the entire video.”

Ginger smiled at the thought of how entertaining a video of staid Angelica getting violently fucked by Tiger would be.  “We’ll also be able to sell the video through the members only website,” she told herself. “Of course,” she answered back softly to the Slave Commissioner, “we aim to please.”

Georgi, Tiger the Stud, heard the first part of the exchange, grinned, and walked over to punch down on the release pad atop the pedestal by Angelica’s platform.  The chain holding Angelica on the platform popped free from her kneeling position.  She looked up in horror.

Angelica cried out in pain as Tiger’s massive hand grabbed her long blonde hair and effortlessly hauled her upright.  She tottered awkwardly about on her heels as she was led bent-over and forced to move far too quickly toward the King-size bed.  She was tossed forward to sprawl naked across the center of the bed on her hands and knees.  Before she could stabilize herself, she felt her body covered by 250 lbs of solid muscle.  Tiger slipped quickly to her left side, slid his left arm across her back and under her lower belly, raised her ass in the air until her knees lost traction on the bed, and slammed his open right hand harshly down on her ass.  Angelica howled in pain at the unexpected blow.

Tiger ignored her screams of protest and continued to rain blows down on her blemish free ass.  It quickly became mottled with red bruises that would later turn deep purple.  As a final set of solid, thumping blows, Tiger, previously known as Georgi Shishkin, brother to the enslaved Shishkin twins, slammed his hand squarely between Angelica’s legs.

“Eiiii!” Angelica shrieked as her poor pussy exploded in pain.  “No more!  Please, no more!  Mercy!  Master!”  The second blow between her legs led to another, “Eiiii!” of anguish.

The 29-year-old male slave, expert at subduing unwilling cunt, grinned at her wails of pain and begs for mercy.  He turned to the Slave Commissioner that asked him to action the newest bitch to join the Showroom.  “Before I’m finished,” Georgi bragged, “this cunt will be begging me to fuck her more, … harder, … and longer.”

Tiger’s 10” bludgeon of a cock had been hard as steel since he first grabbed a handful of the naked blonde’s hair and began dragging her to the bed.  He moved around the weeping woman and knelt between her knees.  He dragged her ass upward again, set the apple-sized head of his cock between her drenched slit, and hammered his hips forward with every bit of his 250 muscular pounds.

“Eiiii!” Angelica screeched as the first 8 inches of his coke-can-sized dick slammed deep into her unprepared sex.

“I think a lot of Members will discover that her pleasure cave is a real man pleaser,” Ginger observed with a smirk.

Tight and wetly lubricated twat or not, Jorden Schroeder was pretty sure that the anguished look on Angelica’s face meant she wasn’t enjoying the beginning of her rape at all.

The suction on Angelica’s cock cavern was so much during the withdrawal of most of the 10 inch cock that it lifted her ass up in the air.  Finally, the head of Tiger’s cock was all that remained in her stretched hole and he lunged forward again.  His cock sliced forward through the tight passage and its head slammed into her cervix. 

“Eiiii!” Angelica screamed again at the pain caused by the 6’4” monster’s viscous thrust against her womb. 

Her howls of pain and screams of protest were ignored.  The 29-year-old rapist withdrew and thrust, … withdrew and thrust, … repeating the violent pumping over and over.  Occasionally, he paused deep in her twat and rotated his steel-hard fuckstick to stir the sensitive nerves inside her twat.

After five minutes of violent pile-driving moves, white frothy foam began to form on Angelica’s outer labia.  The whipped up sex lubricant began drooling down the inside of her thighs and his pubic bone began to wetly smack against her ass. 

Tiger was enjoying every single driving move into her sex channel.  He was memorizing the silky feel of each inch of her conquered sex hole and outer labia as her sex sleeve massaged his cock from its tip to his groin.  Ten inches of fat fuckstick forced Angelica’s acceptance of the fuckmeat and the electrical tingling of her nerve cells began to quickly transition from pure pain to a simmering electrical feedback of pleasure.

“Oh, god!” Angelica moaned as Tiger continued his relentless hammering of groin and fuckmeat into her now loosened and gushing sex.  “Stoppp!” she muttered weakly.  “Please!  Too much!”

The five minutes of rape became ten minutes.

“Ahhhh!” Angelica cried as she first uttered an unwilling mutter of acceptance.  Tiger continued his relentless rape.  “Eiiii!” she cried in a very different tone than from her first screams of pain and horror.

“He’s pounding her into full submission and forced pleasure,” Ginger observed with awe.  “Right now, her brain is only recognizing electric pulses of pleasure from her cunt’s nerves.”  She hadn’t really believed Tiger’s boastful bragging that he could make any woman submit and beg for more sex, … beg for more of his cock.  “She’s his dedicated fuck meat now,” she added.

“I really hope this ends up a quality video,” Jorden muttered as he watched the most violent rape he could have imagined transition a victim from completely unwilling prey, to passively accepting her fate, to awakening a soul-wrenching pleasure, and possibly a shift to full-blown willing participation.

“Any minute now, she’s gonna scream out the biggest orgasm of her lifetime,” Ginger proclaimed as if she were expert in analyzing Tiger’s sexual domination of women.  “We know that previously, just weeks ago, that she was a very repressed bitch.  Her mother apparently hated men and wouldn’t let her get close to any man.”

“What an amazing bitch,” Jorden whispered.  “He’s turning her into a cock-hungry nympho!”

“Fuck!” Angelica grunted as Tiger’s loins once again thumped against her ass.  “Fuck, … fuck, … oh, shit!”  The single gasping words seemed to fly out of her mouth in rhythm with each completed energetic plunge of his 10-inch cock.  Each lunging fuck seemingly scraped across and electrified every single sensitive nerve cell in her pussy.  The slap of his pubic bone slamming against her vulva punctuated each penetration.  Angelica’s short circuited brain had to struggle mightily to utter anything more than gasps of single words.

Despite his normal dispassionate, almost robotic domination of captives, Angelica’s tight, grasping cock socket began to destroy his mechanical approach to rape.  Her rippling channel began to pull him toward orgasm.  Tiger began to sweat and gasp as he continued to pound the blonde slave’s sex.  He lost track of how and forward driving lunges that he made.  His plan to hold back for at least another couple of hundred lunges began to fall apart.

Angelica continued to grunt but her tone had already shifted to one of enjoyment and she felt her body begin to demand the brutal assault.  “Harder!” she demanded through clenched teeth.  “I’m almost there you bloody bastard!”  She began to roll her hips back against her rapist, twerking her butt such that it became the active raping tool.  “Fuck me harder!” she howled as the wildest orgasm of her life began building between her legs.

“Look at the fat udders on that bitch flying wildly about!” a male voice exclaimed.

“I’d love to squeeze those babies and yank on those nipples!” a female voice yelled with enthusiasm.

Tiger grunted as his cock unwillingly began to pulse in his own orgasm.  He felt like thumb-sized blobs of thick white jism were being forced through the length of his cock.  “Bitch!” he screamed.

Angelica felt the huge cock spasm and increased her rocking, rolling hip motion and pushed back as hard as she could.  Her scream of release lasted long seconds.  Finally spent, each collapsed bonelessly on the bed.

Unknown to Angelica, even more members had wandered in and observed the last half of her rape. 

“I’ve got to have some of that,” one male demanded.

“Hot, … that is one hot-blooded bitch,” another observed.

“Ginger, get that cunt wiped down,” yet another demanded.  “I’m next!”

**********

The next afternoon, 16-year-old Ann led a subdued and exhausted Angelica into her own office.  Still collared, leashed, and fully naked, Angelica sullenly stood before her desk facing Ginger comfortably ensconced in Angelica’s own overstuffed, leather chair.

“Mistress, Ginger,” Ann said with a too-happy voice, “here’s Miss Popularity from last night.  I had to hose her down before I could wash her and you wouldn’t believe the stuff that the douche and enema flushed out of her.”  After a moment, she frowned and added, “I wish I coulda seen it in person.  The edited video clips were amazing but didn’t show all the choicest bits.  I especially loved that scene of Precious getting spit-roasted with cum bubbling out of her mouth and still howling out orgasms around that cock deep in her throat.”

“Yeah,” Mistress Ginger responded with a wide grin.  “Precious almost certainly set a record for the highest number of fully satisfied clients in one night.  Too bad it was limited to a Members Night Event or we would have set a much higher record for the number of cocks taken by a single cunt.  As it was, Precious also earned us a 24-hour record for highest amount of tips by a Green Collar wearer.

Angelica held back any biting, sarcastic remarks.  She was by now fully aware that she still wore a Green Collar and that Ginger and Ann were both unforgiving with breaches in decorum by a slave.

Redhead Ann quipped, “Mistress Ginger, … you know how it is, … blonde, … big fat hooters?”

“Ahhh, how’s the betting pool going?” Ginger asked her fellow redhead. 

“I won across the board!” Ann chuckled.  “All the 4H Girls now believe that blondes make the best sexually responsive slaves and that big tits indicate which ones have the lowest IQ and are the easiest to fool into enslavement, willing or unwilling.”

Ginger nodded in agreement and laughed.  “I’m sure the blondes aren’t too happy with that observation now proven factual.”  Both Ginger and Ann were redheads with slim youthful bodies.  Ann’s A-cups and Ginger’s B-cups assured them of self-avowed solid positions in the category of smart women unlikely to be entrapped in slavery.

Angelica stood still throughout the redheads’ conversation.  She knew full well that any movement she made would cause her full, meaty, DD’s to quiver or shake; drawing unwanted attention to her predicament of what gave the appearance of a collared blonde bimbo with very oversize hooters.

“Bitches!” she subvocalized. Then she grimaced at the burning sensation in her over-used cunt and ass, … and the soreness of her jaw muscles.   “I’m going to have words with Ginger when this Green Collar is removed,” she told herself.  “And, … why is the acting NLEC CEO and Head Mistress of Slaves getting fucked like a common slave?”


30.  The Cheating Spouse

It was Angelica Crosby’s first day back on the job at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center as a temporary holder of a Federal Enslavement License under the Federal Judicial Enslavement Act, Head Mistress of the NLEC, and also CEO.  A few days before would have been her first day except for her grievous error in offering sex to the mediation judge.  Before consummating the sexual tryst, the Federal Slave Commissioner, the Honorable Jorden Schroeder figured out what the terrible result of fucking the alluring Angelica Crosby would be; likely resulting in both of them being enslaved for violation of the new prostitution laws.  With video and audio evidence of their flirting, Judge Schroeder felt he had little choice but to intervene and punish the beautiful blonde.  Angelica didn’t want to dwell on the repeated sexual use that her slave persona, ‘Precious’ had been subjected to as a result.  She had been the unwilling focus of a night-long orgy during a crowded Members Night.

Telling to Angelica was that the Commissioner managed to fuck her twice during that long night.  She told herself bitterly, “I was certainly willing to go to bed with him.  He certainly got his dick wet by getting me enslaved after Ginger threw down the redemption coin.  Bastard!”

Angelica’s internal-only phone rang.  The light indicated the call was from the Visitor Center’s Front Desk.

“Mistress Angelica, Cathi here at the front desk.  A couple has come in and the wife wants an appointment but not for any listed service.  She said something about a custom contract.  For some reason, the husband will stay out in the lobby.”

“Hmmm, interesting,” Angelica mused.  “Ring her in, please, Cathi.”

“Wait here, you slut!” Angelica heard a woman demand in a snappy, no nonsense tone as her door buzzed open for the unscheduled visitor.  Angelica watched a cute, slim, black-haired woman approach.  She stood and extended her hand. 

“I’m Cheyanne, … Cheyanne Finch,” the black-haired woman said with evident nervousness.

Angelica instantly appraised that from the beautiful woman’s exotic facial structure, she was very likely of Native American bloodlines and she was probably in her late twenties.  “I’m Mistress Angelica.  I understand from young Cathi that you aren’t interested in any of our routine services.  How can I help you today?”

Ashleigh looked hesitant.  “Well, … Mistress Angelica, I have a problem.”  She paused and added softly, “I’m sorry, but I’m so embarrassed by this.”

Angelica signaled the woman to wait.  “Let’s take our time our time on this.  Would you like coffee, tea, water, or a soda?”

A bit taken aback, Cheyanne sighed and then nodded.  “Thank you, a hot tea would be lovely.”

Angelica picked up the phone, “Anything for your husband?”

“A sedative and castration,” Cathi hissed.  Then, her face turned brilliantly red in embarrassment and she burst into tears.”

Angelica punched the button for the front desk, “Cathi, please bring a tea service to my office and offer the gentleman whatever he wants.  Please have a B-52 ready in case its called for.”  Then, she handed a tissue to Mrs. Finch.

“Cheyanne,” Angelica says softly, “If you have need, I have a private restroom over there.  Take all the time you need to pull yourself together and then we can absolutely help you out.”

“What?” Cheyanne asked in confusion.  “We haven’t even spoken yet.”

Angelica smiled brightly.  “Oh, you might be surprised at the kind of resolution we can offer.”

There was a knock on the door and 15-year-old Cathi stuck her head in.  “Mistress, I have the tea cart here for you.”  She pushed in a beautiful tea cart, stood back, and said, “Mistress, the gentleman wanted an orange juice and vodka.  And,” she blushed, “he flirted with me.”

“And the B-52?” Mistress Angelica asked in a flat voice.

Cathi smiled weakly and whispered, “All prepped and ready.”

Angelica waved Cheyanne over to a small couch with a coffee table.  “Sit,” she offered.  They each poured hot water over the preferred tea and adjusted it – Cheyanne with milk and sugar – they sat back and relaxed.  Angelica offered a selection of cookies.

“I’m dying to know about the B-52,” Cheyanne started with, “but I first need to focus on the problem at hand before I’m overwhelmed again with the horror of it all.  Simply put, I have a cheating spouse, … a serial cheating spouse.  This time around, he has been cheating on me for six months after promising to never stray again.  He only admitted this after he gave me an STD from one of his many paramours and I needed treatment.”

“Both our families are extremely conservative, very rich, and influential in society and politics,” Cheyanne continued in a rush. “But his father is also a friend of my family, especially with my father.  We’ve been informally promised to each other since I was 12 and engaged since I turned 17.  I thought we were each the perfect partner.  We have a prenup signed, sealed, and filed with the county clerk and our respective law firms.  My hubby stands to lose all of his inheritance except for a small bequest from his deceased grandmother if we aren’t married on his 25th birthday or if married, adultery is proven on his part, the same as in my case had I been the adulterous spouse.  By the terms of the prenup, half his lost inheritance would go to his siblings and half to me.  I have strong evidence, video and audio from my private investigator.  Our families are very religious and believe strongly that under most circumstances that divorce is not an option.  If they realize what he’s done, they will cut him off from any future support.”

“Since I assume you aren’t after his inheritance, … what can I do for you?” Angelica asked while taking a sip of her tea.

“No, you’re right.  I don’t need or want to steal his money since I have my own modest trust.  Rather than a messy divorce and a significant loss of financial stability for Jett, my husband, he has agreed to be punished as I see fit.  We spoke and he will sign a self-enslavement contract.  I’m here to give him a few days of hell and maybe a second chance.”

Angelica eyed the distraught woman.  “Hmmm, this is interesting.  First, please tell me your ages, how long you’ve been married, and how many times you think he has strayed?”

Cheyanne is a bit taken aback a bit by the shift in conversation.  She took a drink of her tea, paused to take a deep, calming breath, and said, “I’m 24, he’s almost 25, we got married almost exactly five years ago, and I think he’s had a nearly continuous series of affairs; much like a butterfly, staying with only one woman for a few months before moving on to the next conquest.”

“Hmmm, and none of these women have approached you in anger when he left them?  Or gotten pregnant?”

“No, he’s been careful about not getting his lovers with child.  I really don’t understand why so many women fall for his attention and seem to almost enthusiastically spread their legs for him.”  Cheyanne now had a bit of anger and a lot of bitterness in her tone.   “He told me it had nothing to do with love; he claimed that the great sex was just his athletic workout regime.”

“So,” Angelica mused, “This makes me wonder if he will ever repent and only have you as the woman in his life.  Do you plan for an open-ended self-enslavement contract or do you envision limitations?”

“I don’t understand,” Cheyanne answered.  “I thought he would just sign a contract and your slave trainers would punish him for a few days.  Then we’d just see what happens next.”

“Okay,” Angelica said leaning forward toward Cheyanne, “Generally I tend to be very compassionate toward our slaves and don’t believe in harsh penalties or unfairly trapping women and men into onerous slavery.  However, in Jett’s case I suggest a harsher approach; especially since he gave you an STD.  I suggest writing an open-ended, no restriction contract where he agrees to whatever subsequent demands you make in terms of enslavement to save the marriage.  Essentially, he will give you power of attorney over his freedom.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t see where this is going.”

Angelica picked up a remote and clicked through the security cameras until she saw the husband.  The 80 inch monitor on the wall switched to a scene at the reception desk that clearly showed Jett leaning casually on Cathi’s reception desk.  His drink was sitting ignored in his right hand.  “There he is on the monitor, Cheyanne,” Angelica observed.  “He’s actually cute in a metrosexual sort of way.  Longish hair well taken care of, very slim, and obviously interested in the fairer sex since Cathi is looking more than a bit flustered from his attention.”

Cheyanne’s face hardened and it looked as if she was going to cry.

“By the way,” Angelica observed, “the young woman he is flirting with and probably dreaming about talking her into spreading her legs so he can take her virginity is only 15 years old.”

A few stray tears began to stream from her eyes.  Cheyanne sniffled.  “Fifteen?” she whispered in raw anger.

“Hey!” Angelica hissed as she handed over another tissue.  “How upset are you, … how angry?  How much has he hurt you by his constant betrayals?  How much do you want him punished?”

“I’m extremely angry.  His family will certainly disown him leaving him almost penniless if we get divorced and adultery is the reason.”  She took a deep breath and tearfully added, “They are a bit ‘fire and brimstone’ and if they knew he was a serial cheater, they would insist on a harsh punishment and a divorce.”

“Have you given any thought to the term of his punishment? Have you discussed it with him?” Angelica shot back.

“No, I thought maybe a few days to a week.”

“Sweetie,” Angelica said sadly, “a mere week will never transform your husband.  So, here’s what I suggest.”

She held up one finger.  “One, … he signs the release agreeing to self-enslave.  There will be no provisos for limitations or terms of his enslavement.  Basically, while he’s a slave he will have no say over any changes temporary or permanent.  The contract he signs will include language agreeing to forever transfer power of attorney over Title of his Human Rights as a free person to you.  If he asks what that means, simply tell him that it gives you the right to reinstate another minor punishment if he cheats again.  Assure him, you don’t want a divorce and his inheritance is safe.”

“Two, … after he signs, I’ll have a couple of our handlers prepare him in a holding area.  Supposedly, they will be discussing with him the specifics of his ‘little’ punishment.”

“Three, … NLEC will lease him from you and we will pay you a $500 per week fee for his unrestricted use.  The period of this lease is up to you.  During that period, you will have unlimited access to his services for free and we will consign 50% of any rental fees and tips that he generates to you.  During this open-ended period, you have the right to cancel his enslavement with a two-week notice.  This is a pretty generous offer and it includes me waiving the customary $200 custom contract fee.  You see, I’m only making the offer because I hate what he’s put you through and admittedly, there remains a critical shortage of livestock inventory pending finalization of the Supreme Court stay on implementing the Federal Enslavement Act.  Mostly that relates to women but here in the United States no men have been judicially enslaved because of the Supreme Court’s temporary intervention.  In Europe, it’s pretty common to see Ponyboys and male sex slaves.”

“Livestock, I like that,” Cheyanne said.  “I’d love to see him whipped around the track as a Ponyboy.”  She paused to absorb the other comments by Angelica.  “I see,” she grinned, “you’re afraid I’ll waffle back and forth about his freedom and the two-week notice takes away my chance to second-guess his release if I get soft-hearted.”

“Exactly.”

Angelica picked up the phone again.  “Cathi, can you ring down to the Equestrian Center?  I’d very much like them to send up one of the new Ponygirls, … maybe Luscious.”

They chatted and relaxed while they waited for Cathi to bring in the Ponygirl.  “Mistress, I brought a display stand and a wheeled tack box.”  At Angelica’s grin and nod, Cathi set up the stand and then led Lori Neville into the room.  She is fully naked.  Cathi stood back and offered, “Mistress, I can help with any demonstrations.”

“No, it’s all right, Cathi,” Angelica stated with a mischievous grin, “This Green Collared temporary slave is named Luscious.  Starting at the top of her head, we have lots of options for Ponygirl hairstyles.  We can shave and trim, as in a Mohawk, we can shave them bald and use any wig you can imagine as optional hairstyles.  Or we can remove all bodily hair.  Even a Green Collar slave that is totally bald can go maskless like a Black Collar Slave because who could possibly recognize them dressed as a Ponygirl.”

“Ponygirl?  You keep saying Ponygirl, … but he’s a man,” Cheyanne asked in confusion.

“Honey pie,” Angelica said sweetly, “Ponygirl, Ponyboy, … once he’s your slave, its body can be sculpted into anything you want.”  She grinned conspiratorially, “Yes, dear, anything you want.”  She smirked, “If he loves pussy so much, let him experience life as a Ponygirl.  He’ll get plenty of men and women who will want to peg his nice tight ass, … his boy pussy.”

Angelica continued happily as Cheyanne sat open-mouthed.  “My personal favorite is a neatly bald head with a variety of wigs in its personal tack locker.  Further down we recommend a standard Black Collar.  Next, we come to breasts.  Sure, your hubby is a man and nicely slim from what we saw.  For maximum humiliation and visual impact, I highly recommend standard corset training with rigid shelves to hold his breasts upright.  So, hubby doesn’t have womanly breasts; it doesn’t matter.  The corset will push his tiny breast mounds together in a kind of cleavage and we can use natural looking breast forms short-term that are super-glued on.  For longer term, we can have veterinarian-supervised aggressive female hormone treatments as long as he’s here for at least three months.  That’s surprisingly inexpensive because the drugs are widely available and our veterinarian is on full-time staff.”

“A popular option in Europe is to nipple pierce the man and run a stainless steel connection wire from the nipple piercing through the fake breast form to the ring-pierced fake nipples on top of the form.  Maul those fake titties and he feels every bit of it through that evil little wire.”

“Now, does your hubby have a nice cock and ball package?”

“Yes,” Cheyanne admitted, “it’s one of the reasons I continued to date him and later, stayed married.  He has a nice-sized cock; close to 7” and very, very thick.”

“Well, we can cage up his cock and give him Viagra prior to each Ponygirl rental and no matter what, he’ll be hard as steel through the run, … but pain, … oh, so much pain is caused by a hard-on in a restrictive cock cage.  My favorite though is to leave his cock and balls free and give him a shot of Trimix.  It is a powerful erectile disfunction medication with three active ingredients: alprostadil, phentolamine, and papaverine which are injected directly into his penis, making his equipment hard as a rock.  Without relief, he’ll know the risks of losing his cock to blood poisoning so he’ll be desperate to cum and agree to do anything you want.  One post run option is to turn him loose with a filly in a round pen.  He can run around to his heart’s desire in futile attempts to mount the agile little filly.  Without use of his arms, his flopping dick while he lurches after that prime pussy makes for amazing video guaranteed to be the funniest thing you’ve ever seen.”

“Well, what do you think about the options?”

“Holy fuck!” Cheyanne gushed.  “As you spoke, I realized you figured out his personality perfectly.  So, I love everything about your choices.  I just wish I could do something similar to the hussy that seduced him.  This time, the bitch was the one to institute the affair.  She knew he was married and went after him anyway.  She even arranged travel together and just booked single rooms in his name.  My private investigator caught them fucking away like minks on company-paid holidays and she padded the expense account by getting reimbursed for her unused room.”

“Uhhh, … wait,” Angelica asked in confusion, “They worked together?”

“Sure,” Cheyanne answered dully.  “That’s how they got away with it for months.  She’s his boss and managed all his travel so that they were together.”

“Oh, girl,” Angelica grinned like a shark, “you rock so good!”

“Sorry, I’m lost.”

“We’ll get back to that after we get hubby taken care of.  One last thing, your hubby looks great.  Was he a gym rat or a runner?”

“Somehow,” Cheyanne smirked, “I’m liking the past tense here.  Yes, he’s a runner and does a couple of half and full marathons every year.”

“Ahh, another detail to be happy about,” Angelica offered.  “What I’m going to say has been approved on challenge in the European Union courts but there’s probably enough precedent that it won’t even be challenged here in the U. S.  During hubby’s period of self-enslavement, even if it’s by proxy through your control of his right for self-enslavement, he becomes a non-human.  As a non-human, after a two-week delay in slave status, any state of marriage goes into temporary hiatus since a non-human can’t be married to a human free person.  There is no stigma at all of divorce.  If the enslavement is more than six months, the marriage is not reinstated unless the non-enslaved person agrees.  So, if you’re really wounded by his actions, I suggest you enjoy yourself; date new men, go dancing, enjoy romantic dinners, and get laid like a bitch in heat.   If you give him a few days of freedom before the end of the sixth month and then re-enslave him, the six month clock resets.   Leaving your marriage intact but technically on hiatus.   Based on what you just told me, its entirely possible his family will view his punishment as ‘biblical’ in nature and well deserved.”

**********

The next day, Angelica Crosby walked out of an elevator where a trim, 50-ish man stood waiting for her.

“Hello, you must be Miss. Crosby,” he said.  Without waiting for an answer or offering an introduction, he waved his hand to a small conference room that was glass-sided.  “Please, after you.”

Angelica was waved to an expensive leather-covered, upholstered seat in the middle of one long side of a table.

“As you can see, there are three of us here from the corporate legal division this morning.  I’m Mr. Teodor Osborn, Head of Corporate Legal, the lady to my right is one of our Senior Legal Specialists Miss. Kacie Velez, and her Legal Assistant Miss. Elina Firth.  You were rather insistent and cryptic on the phone which is the reason there are three of us here instead of a single legal assistant to just take some notes on your needs.  So,” he said with a smile, “what can we do for you today?”

“Well, thank you all for being here, it will be most helpful.  First, I’d like to pass over my legal credentials to set the tone of the meeting as a friendly lawyer-to-lawyer conversation.”

“Oh, that’s very unusual,” Mr. Osborn said while looking at the credentials.  “You are accredited for practice everywhere in the United States or its Territories?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Well, good then,” he replied with raised eyebrows.  “What can we do for you today, Miss. Crosby?”

“Let me explain,” Angelica said with a smile.  “I represent the spouse of one of your employees.”

“Sorry, let me interrupt you right there,” Mr. Osborn interjected with a forced smile.  “We don’t discuss any matters regarding employees.  Privacy concerns you see.”  He shrugged his shoulders but you could tell he wasn’t really in the least bit sorry to have a chance to deflect any unpleasant questions.

“Oh, yes, I understand, Mr. Osborn.”  Angelica smiled cryptically.  “You see, I’m here to settle the matter of one of your female senior executive’s predatory sexual advances and harassment against my client’s husband while knowing full-well that he was married.  Both the female senior executive and the cheating spouse are your employees.” 


Angelica’s smile became a bit harder.  “It’s clear she violated corporate conduct standards regarding fraternization between a senior executive and a junior employee under their direct supervision.  This is also a violation of federal sexual harassment in the work environment.  Further, there is the matter of rather serious embezzlement on the part of your female senior executive on her submitted expense accounts.” 

Mr. Osborne blustered, “Miss., I seriously doubt you can prove any of that.”

Angelica drew out three DVDs and several folders from her briefcase.  She pushed the stack toward the female lawyer. 

“Miss.,” Ted Osborn, said briskly, “I’m sorry but you just don’t understand.  We simply won’t discuss our employee’s personal business.  However, we will refer your information to our HR Department so they can determine the best way ahead.”

Beside him, Miss. Kacie Velez, discretely opened one of the folders, gasped, and quickly laid a firm hand on Mr. Osborn’s arm. 

“Ahhh, Miss. Crosby,” Kacie Velez offered in a calm tone, “before we puff up our chests and begin to bluster accusations, what exactly do you hope to accomplish today?”  Her tight grip on Mr. Osborn’s arm shifted to his wrist and she forcibly drew his hand to the open file folder.

“Ohhh, shit!” he whispered a bit too loudly.  An 8 by 10 color photo showed the faces of a naked male and female in bedroom, probably a hotel room.  The image’s sharp focus captured his stiff cock in great detail as it was drilling its way into a pussy lathered with arousal.   Both the man and woman’s faces were easily identifiable in the picture.

“Ahh, thank you Miss. Velez.  A sane person in the pool of corporate sharks.” Angelica smiled with genuine pleasure.  “In our office that image has become very popular and has been titled ‘Hot Motel Sleazy Monkey Sex’ because it shows everything bad about this situation.  The DVDs and files have much more evidence that you can look through at your leisure.”  She chuckled, “Most of the 8 by 10 pictures are a bit risqué.  Too much for the Board of Directors or the press, I presume?”

“Is all this real?  Don’t believe you can blackmail our corporation for the alleged misconduct of two employees,” Ted Osborn blustered.

“Well,” Angelica said slowly and softly, “I promise, there is irrefutable evidence in there, good enough to trigger a retaliatory reaction by your corporation against its two employees as well as having some senior leadership repercussions.  Certainly enough for a successful criminal prosecution, and enough for a successful civil suit.  As to your last point, … be certain I won’t even begin to drift toward suggesting anything remotely like blackmail.  I’m actually here to help you guys out.” 

She drew out two more thin folders and slid them across.  “Now, bottom line as your Miss. Velez suggested; I want two things,” she said.  “First, the blue folder has a single, one-page federal self-enslavement form.  It’s already filled out for a three-month period of enslavement to NLEC in retribution for violation of my client’s spousal privileges.  I can tell you that my client is really looking forward to having a personal naughty maid under her thumb.”

“So, its not about a financial settlement?” Miss. Kacie Velez asked in wonderment.

Angelica simply shook her head to the negative.  “I will walk out of here fully satisfied with your slut’s signature and will consider our business concluded.”

After a pause for the legal team to try and absorb what she just told them, she continued with, “So, my expectation is that to avoid expensive public litigation, etc, etc, you will essentially coerce her into signing within the next hour.  Additionally, your firm will file a notice with the licensing board outlining her malfeasance and request cancelation of any accounting certifications.  The green folder contains a completed quit-claim by my client against any further legal complaints criminal or civil against your firm.  It’s already been notarized with her signature; I simply have to counter-sign and give you a legally binding copy.”

Mr. Osborn had become angry during her comments.  Before he could interject more delaying lawyer-speak, Miss. Velez’s hand again visibly tightened on his arm.

Miss. Velez asked, “I see some advantages in what you are asking.  But, why would she sign anything?  This could be a long drawn out legal fight.”

Angelica smiled.  “Your leverage is that her embezzlement is into the multiple thousands of dollars.”  She shrugged her shoulders.  “A few weeks ago, embezzlement of $15,000 to $20,000 would be chump change in white collar crime.  Today, that’s a mandatory minimum of a five-year enslavement under the new Judicial Enslavement Act guidelines.”

“Holy shit,” the young paralegal whispered.  Then her eyes brightened.  “Wait, there is a stay on judicial enslavements.  None of those points matter.  You can’t simply walk out of here with a freshly collared Slavegirl.”

“Ahhh, good catch Miss. Firth.” Angelica ruffled through her briefcase after the brunette’s comment.  “I have here an order from the Federal Livestock Commissioner, the head of the Justice Department’s Federal Bureau of Livestock Management Service, temporarily transferring to me the only issued Judicial Enslavement Slaver License in the United States.”  She paused and set her hands face down on the table.  “What that means is that I can indeed process a self-enslavement on the spot, right here in this room.  All I need is her signature and a witness.” 

“But, Mr. Corporate Attorney,” Angelica continued with a smirk, “if you just started lusting about getting a hot and obedient office sex slave, you can’t get her now because of the stay on state and federal enslavements.  Plus, do you really need an air-headed bimbo ruining your corporate office environment.”

Mr. Osborn finally nodded his head, ever so slightly.

“Uhhh, wait a minute,” the young paralegal asked with a pale face.  “This enslavement form is missing the sections on Protocol II limitations during the enslavement period as protection against drastic tortures or body modifications.  It’s not strictly mandatory, but if she signs this, anything could happen to her during those three months.  She might come out a free woman that can’t possibly ever be seen in public again.”

“Yes, that’s correct,” Angelica answered with a sweet smile.  “I do hope you won’t provide her legal advice on her best alternatives.  Just give her two simple options; five years as a Red Collar sex slave or three months as the wife’s submissive Green Collar housemaid.”

“Submissive, … that’s kind of a frivolous term for describing what her true-life status will be,” the female lawyer sputtered.

“I kinda like it,” the paralegal declared.  “If she doesn’t read this and jumps on the chance to ‘save’ herself four and 3/4s years of hell, … well, to me that’s poetic justice.  I never liked the bitch anyway.”

“Miss. Firth,” her female lawyer boss interjected with heat, “after this meeting you and I will have a serious conversation about your attitude toward an employee and about your sudden expertise in the Federal Enslavement Act and especially the complicated aspects of Protocol I and II.”

Miss. Firth’s face flushed a deep red and her pussy secretly spasmed at the thought of having to admit to her boss, … her very sexy and alluring boss, … one of her secret fantasies.

Angelica smiled and offered, “I think you’re all missing the point.  The Act is here to stay and your legal team better get a savvy lawyer, or smart paralegal, that knows how it impacts your corporation and can use it to serve its best interests.”  She nodded and added, “I would be happy to take Miss. Firth under my tutelage for a few months so she can get first-hand experience in The Act at our National Livestock and Equestrian Center located in western Maryland.”

Mr. Osborn looked intrigued with the offer.

Miss. Velez looked askance at her paralegal.

Miss. Firth creamed her panties at the thought and had a very difficult time hiding her mini climax.

“A final recommendation to your team, Mr. Osborn.  Why not let Miss. Firth handle this personally?  Your senior executive might not immediately ‘lawyer up’ and instead listen long enough to a ‘soft spoken’ non-executive to realize this is her best option, perhaps her only viable option.”

“Who the fuck is this husband-stealing woman anyway?” Mr. Osborn sputtered.  “Wait, no, don’t tell me, we’ll look at your documentation.  Give us 15 minutes.”

“I hope the cheating bitch signs right away,” the paralegal whispered with a look of determination.”

Mr. Osborn and Miss. Velez left the room to consult with the head of Human Relations.  The paralegal shyly sat there fidgeting.

“Elina,” Angelica says breaking the silence, “I have a third folder and I’d like your opinion on its contents.”  She slid over a red folder to Miss. Firth to join the blue one with a three-month self-enslavement form and the green one with the legal quit-claim. 

Elina’s face grew white while reviewing the form and her mouth moved wordlessly.

Angelica smiled a predatory smile at the sexy young woman.  “Regardless of your firm’s acceptance or denial of my offer to you of a temporary position and free training, there is a completely legal and substantial bonus that will be paid to you in cash if that red folder is returned with her signature and your notary signature and seal.


31.  Two Weeks Later: The Sister and the Trust Fund

Elina Firth, an accounting firm paralegal temporarily apprenticing at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center, and Angelica Crosby, recently appointed CEO and Federally Licensed Slaver at the same facility, snapped their carriage whips nearly simultaneously.

Piglet yelped and hopped forward as the tip of Elina’s whip popped at faster than the speed of sound and struck like lighting on his naked left haunch.  The careful move by Elina was intentional and meant to keep from marring the perfect tattoo on his right rump.

“Move on!  Move on, you lazy Ponygirl!” Elina corrected in a commanding voice.

Elina grinned at the sight of the serial-cheating ex-husband, formerly accountant Mr. Jett Finch, as he sped up in the round pen.  He wore a long-haired red wig atop his totally bald head.  Every follicle of hair on his body had been painfully removed with multiple laser treatments except for his eyebrows and a feminine-looking landing strip above his cock and balls; both of which were dyed a deep, natural red to match the wig.   The tightly laced black corset thrust up his meagre male breasts covered by a set of naturally weighted and skin-toned breast forms.  Except for his normal-sized cock lurching about openly as he trotted around the pen, he looked a perfect version of a slim, small-waisted female redheaded beauty.  The fake ringed nipples atop the breast forms peeked out nakedly above the breast shelf of the corset.  The Black Collar around his neck and the slave registration number above the NLEC logo proclaimed his status as a slave.  As with most NLEC Ponyslaves, his name ‘PIGLET’ was permanently inked centered on his back shoulder, also tattooed on the right side of his chest under the Black Slave Collar, and between the red landing strip and the base of his cock.

	Piglet	(almost 25) nice package, shaved head and body, C-cup breasts induced via injections (cheating husband, Ponygirl)	Mr. Jett Finch (Piglet) husband to Mrs. Cheyanne Finch
	Electra	(28) blonde (dyed) but then shaved head and body, slim, C-cups (husband stealing woman)	Ashleigh Byrne
Cheating Accountant


Two weeks of carefully controlled exercise and diet had already begun the process of molding Jett’s previously lean form into a slim, lithe, and perfect female size four with plump, jiggly fake C-cup breasts and a noticeably shrunken waist.  Those same two weeks wearing fat butt plugs at night had opened up his anal chute for easy sexing of his ‘male vagina’.  The trainers made sure that his humiliation at proving his ability to provide expert oral and anal satisfaction to the female and male trainers.  His shame was enhanced by his unwilling spurting of white jism in wild, erotic orgasms.  Jett’s deepest, most unimaginable humiliation was the knowledge that the proof he enjoyed being pegged was his achingly erect penis and the strong resulting orgasms he achieved each time a penis or dildo deeply stroked his prostate during anal sex.

Electra, formerly Senior Accountant Ashleigh Byrne and Piglet’s ex-mistress, was also in the round pen guided by Angelica’s expert handling.  Snorting quite unladylike at the impact of the super-sonic stroke, which also popped against her left haunch, Ashleigh lunged uncontrollably forward until brought to a rapid slow down by the lead line held in Angelica’s left hand.  Snorting in distress through her ring-gag, Electra slowed to a more collected trot.  She shook her head in anger at her own deep humiliation and didn’t see Angelica’s smirk.  Ashleigh’s bossy, controlling, professional facade had crumbled away as the trainers taught her that mind-shattering orgasms followed complete submission allowed the emergence of her slave persona.  Neither trainer felt any sympathy for the now permanent status of the two cheaters.

Electra’s body had also been entirely denuded of hair with the similar exception of her eyebrows and pubic landing strip.  Her wig, eyebrow, and landing strip were an exact match for Piglet’s.  Her natural C-cups also matched the breast forms superglued on Piglet’s chest with his own ringed nipples wired through the breast form to the fake nipples and rings on the breast forms.  The black-collared slaves had identical ringed nipples and nose rings.  Except for her denuded pussy and his cock-and-balls, they were virtually identical and had been exercised side-by-side for the last two weeks.  They were slim with round, taut, muscular asses that drew the eyes of spectators.  After the first week of training and conditioning, the popular pair’s daily schedules became booked solid for three weeks out.

While lifetime sentences had not been issued against the serial cheaters, they nonetheless wore Black Collars because each had stupidly and unwittingly signed away their rights as Free Persons.  Piglet and Electra were now accomplished and outwardly enthusiastic cocksuckers with advanced skills in using their sex sleeves to satisfy the full range of perversion craved by paying customers.

“Mistress Angelica,” Elina Firth observed, “they make a truly wonderful matched set of Ponygirls.”

“Yes,” Angelica answered loud enough for both miserable slaves to hear.  “and since Electra signed her self-enslavement, Mrs. Finch is now earning two $500 weekly lease fees between Piglet and Electra as well as 50% of any rental fees or tips that the pair generates.  So far, I believe that those funds more than cover the loss of Piglet’s salary.”  She paused and looked at the two helpless slaves.  “Elina, keep in mind that they signed completely unrestricted enslavement contracts transferring complete power of attorney jointly to NLEC and Mrs. Finch.  We decided on rolling, back-to-back, eternal enslavements of just less than six months with one day ‘freedom’ before the repeating the cycle.”

“Essentially slaves for life,” Elina added with a grin.

“Yes, and no automatic trigger for a marriage annulment due to the statutory six-month enslavement clause,” Angelica whispered loud enough for the cheating pair to hear their fate.

“Mistress Angelica, this is Ann,” Ann’s voice came through the radio that both Elina and Angelica had clipped to their belts.

“Go ahead, Ann,” Angelica answered.

“Mistress, there are two visitors here.  One is a very rude lawyer with a court order.  She’s demanding that she and her client get immediate access to some woman named Bridgette Rowe,” Ann responded.  “I told her that there is no such person at NLEC but she just became even more belligerent.”

Angelica looked to Elina and the two slaves they had been exercising.  “Ann, page Ginger and have her bring the two visitors to Equestrian Round Pen Number Three.  Schedule Ginger to cool down Piglet and Electra and clean them up for the Petting Zoo.  Then, we’ll take the visitors to the nearest conference room.”

The two women that disembarked from the golf cart Ginger drove stood in shocked silence at the sight of the two nearly naked Ponygirls exercising in the round pen.  Looking at their spectacular asses trotting away, neither immediately noticed that one of the Ponygirls had been a male.  “Hey!  Come on!” Ginger prompted the women as she opened the gate to the round pen.  The two visitors stumbled inside while keeping their eyes locked on the panting Ponygirls.  As they turned toward them, both visitors were mesmerized by the bouncing breasts held aloft by the corset.

“Oh, my God!” lawyer Nellie Miller blurted out as she approached the sweat-drenched Ponygirls.  Transfixed, she felt herself drawn to the nearest Ponygirl.  Standing face-to-face and mere inches away from Electra, Nellie roused herself enough to glance to the woman holding her long lead line, Angelica Crosby.

Angelica simply nodded her head in amusement thinking that this might distract the woman that she expected was the lawyer.  She was the older of the pair, a plump brunette in an expensive dress suit.  The younger woman was a slim, black-haired clone of her older sister, Bridgette Rowe.

Angelica dropped Electra’s lead and approached the younger woman.  She extended her hand and introduced herself with a smile.  “I’m Angelica Crosby, the current Chief Operating Officer of the National Livestock Equestrian Center.  You must be Bridgette’s sister.  You look very much alike.”

Surprised at the pleasant introduction, Suzanne sputtered, “Hello,” and shook her offered hand.  She looked toward her lawyer, Nellie Miller with some confusion.  Her lawyer didn’t hear Angelica and Suzanne’s introduction, she was standing mesmerized by the Ponygirl.  Drops of perspiration began to dot Nellie’s forehead and she began to visibly twitch.  Emotions of horror, confusion, and then lust flickered across her face.

Elina held Piglet on a close lead beside Electra.  She saw the gleam of excitement in the lawyer’s eye when she caressed and then cupped the Ponygirl’s breasts.  Elina grinned as the lawyer, unable to control herself, sent one hand’s fingers down over a taut, fat free belly and slipped past her slick, swollen labia and then plunged deeply into her cunt.

Her other hand continued to tightly squeeze the Ponygirls exposed breasts.  The lawyer’s breathing became uneven as her excitement rose.  “Fucking fantastic Ponygirls,” she whispered.  “I never imagined how sexy they would be.”

Angelica smirked toward the lawyer, “Suzanne, lets give your lawyer a chance to introduce herself to one of our prized Ponygirls.  That’s Electra she’s feeling up and the other Ponygirl beside them is Piglet.  She’s still got an intact set of balls and a nice penis.”

Suzanne stared down the female Ponygirl’s body identified as Piglet and saw a swollen, and very erect, five inch cock proudly standing upright at 45 degrees from where a cunt should have been.  She gasped.  “You aren’t kidding,” she whispered.  “How did you find a woman with a cock?”  She gasped again.  “Wait!  You turned a man into a Ponygirl with a functional dick and balls?”

“Yep,” Angelica responded.  “She’s quite the cocksucker and some of our clients love the cock.  Piglet is almost desperate to mate with a true female.  His, … er, … her, ... female pussy gets used a lot but she still loves getting her nut off in a tight, clasping cunt.”

“Holy shit!” Susanne whispered back.

Their attention was diverted from Piglet’s cock and balls to Electra as both women, Ponygirl and lawyer, grunted and gasped.  At the harsh raping of her cock-sleeve, Electra’s cunt walls had instantly spasmed and her hips wildly rotated to keep up the wondrous feeling of the three fingers questing deeply in her pleasure cave.

“Oh, my God!” Nellie whispered “I think I just had a nice little cum.”  She paused and added, “Electra’s pussy almost crushed my fingers when the bitch popped off.  She’s quite the slut.”

Elina added dryly, “I’m sure that the little bitch had herself a good hard cum.  Look at those nipples, hard as a rock. And her chest is all blotchy. Yeah she’s become quite the hot slut, popping off at the slightest encouragement.”

“Yeah,” Angelica said with a grin while looking directly at Nellie the lawyer, “quite the slut.”

Elina picked up on Angelica’s pointed stare, but Nellie was oblivious as her mouth had already zeroed in on the Ponygirl’s ring-gagged mouth.  Free woman and Ponygirl eagerly took turns mouth-raping each other.

Elina exchanged a look with Angelica who nodded with a smirk.  She looked back at Nellie and hissed loudly, “Pinch the slut’s clit, … hard!”

Nellie obeyed and Electra’s trapped form convulsed in yet another crashing orgasm.  “Eiiiii!” she shrieked through the ring gag.  “Huck!  Huck! Huck he!”

Elina and Angelica looked to the other woman, Suzanne, who stood uncertainly as her companion abused the cuffed and helpless Ponygirl.  Her flushed continence indicated her arousal and frustration at being ignored.

“That’s a couple of aroused bitches,” Elina observed.

Angelica knew she was speaking of the free woman and the Ponygirl.  She smirked at their lack of control.

“Holy fuck!” Suzanne hissed angrily.  “That’s enough, Nellie!”  She tried to compose herself.  “Remember, this is business!”

Nellie sighed and pulled back from Electra.  She looked down at her slime-coated hand.

“That small building has a complete restroom,” Angelica said pointing to a cute brick outhouse structure between two round pens.

Nellie hurried out of the pen to the outhouse.  Once inside an ornate bathroom was seen.  Nellie backed toward the toilet and immediately jammed her slimy fingers under her skirt and panties directly into her needy cunt. She shivered and gasped.  “So fucking good,” she whispered.  “Yesss!”  A massive orgasm swept outward from her pussy.  Unbalanced, she sat down backwards hard on the lid of the commode seat.  Her fingers then jilled furiously back and forth across her sensitive love button and swollen labia.

She somehow held back a scream of satisfaction as her most intense orgasm of the year crashed upon her overloaded nervous system.  Nellie momentarily blacked out and slumped backward on the toilet.

Quickly recovering and now red faced with embarrassment at her loss of control, Nellie Miller hurriedly washed her hands and straightened her clothing.  Taking a deep calming breath, Nellie opened the restroom door and marched back to the others.  She almost peed herself when she saw the two Ponygirls loose in the round pen while Angelica Crosby, Elina Firth, and young Ginger watched with amusement.

Electra had fallen to her knees and her face was planted cheek down in the soft sand of the round pen.  Her hands, locked to her waist, were grasping Piglet’s hands, also locked to his waist, while he knelt behind her.  His hips were thrusting about energetically while attempting to seat the head of his erect and aching dick in her aroused pussy.  Each howled with excitement when he finally succeeded and sunk into her greedy twat.

“Yes,” Elina whispered loudly with a smirk, “those are two bitches deserving of a little reward.”

“Mistress Angelica,” Ginger offered, “I’ll stay until they’re finished and put them away properly.”

Angelica gave Ginger a quick look.

Ginger smiled back.  “Mistress?”

“Bitch!” Angelica whispered as she leaned forward toward Ginger so the others couldn’t hear.  “My ass is still sore.”

“All in a day’s work,” Ginger answered with a big grin.  “After all, we take our jobs seriously at NLEC and try to enjoy every challenge.”

**********

Elina Firth looked on with interest as Angelica Crosby’s normally placid demeanor shifted to stony displeasure as the two guests arrogantly asserted their demand for immediate access to Suzanne’s sister.

“It’s why we came here!” Nellie Miller snapped. 

The four women were seated in a small meeting room near the equestrian services area.  Elina and Angelica sat on the same side of the small conference table facing the two women that were the cause of Angelica’s anger.

Suzanne Rowe and her lawyer, Nellie Miller, sat together with looks of smug superiority.  Apparently, Suzanne Rowe, a 27-year-old French woman was very shy about her rudimentary English and relied on her French-speaking lawyer to interpret the meeting.

“Let me get this straight, Miss Miller,” the blonde CEO and sole current enslavement agent in the United States hissed, “you have a demand letter from some podunk municipal judge demanding your client’s access to her sister?  Here at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center?”

“Miss Crosby, that is correct,” Suzanne’s lawyer began in a superior tone as if addressing an unschooled child.  “My client has a legal right to make contact with her sister and to confirm her status as free, temporarily enslaved, or permanently enslaved.”  Nellie Miller sat back in the comfortable leather chair with a look of smug satisfaction on her face.

Elina couldn’t hold back a chuckle at the absurdity of the situation.  Upon seeing Angelica’s smirk, Elina spoke up.  “Suzanne Rowe, you seem to have hired a fool for a lawyer.  Miss Nellie do you know anything about the Judicial Enslavement Act?”

The smug lawyer sputtered at the comment and spit back with, “First of all, it’s Miss Miller.  Further, I’m a licensed lawyer and demand your respect!  Third, I have the agreement of a judge that we have the right to meet with Bridgette Rowe.  So, … to repeat in words you might understand, … give us immediate access to Bridgette Rowe!”

Elina smiled back pleasantly.  “Well, consider that I’m also a lawyer, admittedly newly raised to the bar, and almost certainly the second-most expert lawyer after Mistress Crosby on the National Judicial Enslavement Act and its Protocols I and II.”

At Nellie’s look of confusion, Elina added, “Just to clarify, a free person should properly address the CEO of this facility as Mistress Crosby unless you are acquainted in which case Mistress Angelica is acceptable.”

When Nellie seemed uncertain how to immediately respond, Elina renewed her wide smile and sarcastically added, “Of course, only slaves or soon to be slaves should address her simply as Mistress.”

Angelica’s smirk at this exchange shifted back to a stern look of annoyance. “I understand that your client’s true goal is to undermine her sister’s claim to the trust fund inheritance payments they both currently enjoy.”

Suzanne turned an inquisitive look toward her lawyer who quickly translated the last conversations into French.  Suzanne angrily responded with something spit back in rapid French.

Elina leaned forward to hold up a hand to forestall any rebuttal by the hostile lawyer.  Next, she held up the document signed by the judge.  “Ladies, there is no woman here at NLEC named Bridgette Rowe,” she asserted before sitting back in her chair and returning the document to Nellie Miller.

“Miss Firth,” Angelica Crosby said with a head nod to her temporary apprentice, “has quite succinctly answered your inquiry.  I believe our business is concluded.”

“Wait!” Nellie Miller shouted as she jumped to her feet, unaware that both Angelica Crosby and Elina Firth gauged the bounciness of her heavy breasts on her plump frame as appropriate for use by lusty clients.  Each had fallen automatically into the habit of visually judging prospective stock. 

“Nice potential,” Angelica thought while imagining a male client eagerly using those fat pillowy breasts as a cock sleeve.  “An unpleasant face and demeanor, but corrective training can take care of that as well as slim down the bitch.”

“A few days on the track to slim her waist and those hooters will draw men like stink on shit,” Elina thought with a more earthy metaphor.

Red-faced, Angelica’s lawyer continued loudly, “We have absolute proof that Master Sergei left Russia with Bridgette Rowe and together passed through United States customs at the Baltimore airport.”

Angelica smirked in amusement at the lawyer and her client.  “Nellie, you can assure your client that Miss. Bridgette Rowe in not in this facility and, in fact, has never entered the United States.  However, I know with certainty that she will be in the United States within the next four months or so.”

Nellie Miller sputtered angrily in French to her client.  Abruptly, she paused in anger and turned to Angelica.  “You cunt!  It’s clear you are lying to hide something from my client!  Take us to Bridgette right now or we’ll sue!”

Angelica threw her hands up in exasperation.  “Your judge should have advised you to start by querying either the State or National Slave Commissioners for a listing of current and past employees and slaves of the NLEC.”  She paused and added, “I repeat, Miss. Bridgette Rowe is not at NLEC and Master Sergei never brought her here to the United States.”

Nellie sat back down and began to whisper furiously with her client.

“Hey Miss. lawyer!” Elina First challenged Nellie.  “If you are so sure about Bridgette being here, how about a bet?”

“What?” Nellie sputtered back.

“Under the terms of this bet, we give you unfettered access to our office files, our facilities, employees, and slaves.  If you find we do indeed have Bridgette here, you’ll get your interview or deposition.  If not, you pay the penalty as agreed in the bet.”

“We can bring our judge to ensure you allow legit access?  Keep in mind that we have photographic proof of our claim she left Russia with Master Sergei.” Nellie asserted.

Angelica smiled for the first time.  “I’ll ask the Slave Commissioner to attend along with your judge.”

“Time to speak of the terms of the bet,” Elina Firth interjected.

Angelica broke in before Elina could continue.  “Firstly, win or lose the bet, NLEC will pay all expenses and fees to arrange for your judge and the Slave Livestock Commissioner to oversee the search.  Secondly, if you find Bridgette Rowe here at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center, or anywhere else in the United States, we agree to pay all Suzanne Rowe’s legitimate legal expenses along with a $10,000 penalty fee.  Is that acceptable?”

Nellie asked for a moment and turned to her client for a whispered conversation in rapid-fire French.

“Suzanne wants to know what the penalty for losing the bet would be?”

“First, just to clarify,” Angelica responded, “the reimbursement of legal fees will not include any trust fund recovery fees your firm charges its client. Understood?”

Nellie nodded her acceptance without consulting her client who had an anxious look on her face.

Angelica nodded in turn at the lawyer’s acceptance of that limitation.  “Keep in mind that our offer is generous and likely will be worth something close to $20,000 to you and your client in just legal fees.  With that princely sum in mind along with your claims of uncontroversial proof, I offer a two-pronged penalty in your bet.”

The lawyer quickly brought her French client up to date.  It was clear they were smugly certain of their proof and Suzanne’s look of greed confirmed the certainty of their position.

Angelica smiled at both their nods of acceptance.  “You lose the bet if the mediators agree that you’ve found no proof that Bridgette came to the United States with NLEC representatives, no proof that she was ever at NLEC, and find no documentation that Bridgette is in the United States.  If so, then you agree to self-enslave for a period of one week with clearly pre-defined Protocol II limits in place.”

Nellie was visibly shaken by the potential for suffering a period of enslavement.  She stiffened her resolve and reminded her client of their unassailable proof of Bridgette’s presence.  Finished with the update to her client, Nellie sneered back at Angelica, “Of course we agree!  Our judge has already ruled on the certainty of a direct link to Master Sergei and NLEC.  This is an opportunity to profit from your stupidity.”

Angelica sighed as if in resignation that she would lose the bet.  “The second phase of losing the bet comes into play if we can prove beyond a legal shadow of doubt that Bridgette Rowe never came to the United States and never arrived at NLEC.  In that event, you will each self-enslave for a period of one month with the same Protocol II protections in place.”

Taken aback at the serious penalty, Nellie wisely updated her client.  Finished, she hissed back, “You are bluffing and want this to go away.  Fuck that!  We agree!”

Angelica leaned back and spoke clearly, “Front office, have you followed our discussions?”

“Yes, Mistress Angelica, this is Cathi in the front office.  Tiffany and I have followed the video link and we’ve been drafting the terms of the bet into one of our standardized contest contracts.  The video of this meeting will be included in the permanent file.  You should see the contract in a moment or two in that conference room’s printer.”

“Thank you Cathi and Tiffany.  Please send two copies for review.  We’ll tell you if any edits are needed on the final copies of the contract.”

Both Nellie and Suzanne are stunned by the quickness of their discussions being codified into an iron-clad contract.


32.  A Corporate Asset?

Silk the slave, former lawyer Nellie Miller, was having yet another very bad day.  After almost a month of self-enforced slavery due to her arrogant, rash, and extremely stupid bet with Angelica Crosby and Elina Firth, Silk still railed against her fate.  “They baited me into accepting their bet,” she fumed for at least the thousandth time since a Green Collar was placed around her neck 27 days previously.  “One day, … I’ll get even with those conniving cunts,” she vowed.

While Silk next began to review what she judged unfair and overly harsh punishments earned during her forced period of slavery, the ache in her body from her current bound position overtook any self-criticism of her supposed failings in sexual performance.  Naked, save for her Green Collar, bright red ballgag and attached black leather head harness, and her black wrist and ankle cuffs, the 34-year-old’s lush body was upright and pulled forward so that her waist was set tightly against a padded black leather bar.  The miserable woman’s ankle cuffs were tightly secured to ‘D’ rings welded to the two upright posts of the punishment bar that kept her feet widely spread. 

Chains pulled Silk’s cuffed wrists upward and forward so they tugged forward on her torso, keeping her hips snugly against the padded bar.  In her forced bent forward position, her soft breasts hung down enticingly and her spread legs left her swollen asshole and puffy cunt lips available to any tormentor, be they a staff member or an NLEC customer.  Silk grunted into her ballgag in frustration.  Images of her humiliation and sexual exploitation since being collared were foremost in her thoughts.  Videos of her daily torments along with loud audio played continuously on the large computer monitor in her cell shared with her client.

The aches in her swollen nipples and clit was maddening.  To increase sensitivity in those nubbins so important to sexual arousal, her trainers had repeatedly injected them with tiny doses of just a single drop of bee venom.  Their realized hope was that the extra sensitivity would acclimate Silk to deeper, more uncontrolled orgasms during sex.  Now swollen four-times their normal size, her sensitive bits ached in a disconcerting manner.  “I can’t stop thinking about the ache,” she moaned.  “And, … they are so sensitive now.” 

“They’ve forced me to become nothing more than a warm meat sleeve for any cock using any of my three ‘pleasure’ holes,” she complained inwardly in a bitter tone as she repeated the crass language she heard repeatedly describing herself.  Silk, the 34-year-old staid and proper lawyer, and dedicated lesbian, Nellie Miller, avoided mentally reviewing any of the earth-shattering orgasms ‘forced’ on her by both males and females alike while at NLEC; albeit interspersed between the constant humiliations heaped upon an unwillingly subservient Slavegirl and subsequent pain from punishments for her failings as a new sex slave.  The induced orgasms were simply too shameful for the formerly arrogant and self-centered lawyer to mentally image.

After what seemed hours, the door Silk faced in the small punishment room opened.  The woman that entered was younger than Nellie Miller and it took a long moment before the NLEC slave recognized first her favorite courtroom power outfit and then the cute 22-year-old brunette wearing the clothes.

“Hew hunt!” Nellie shrieked into her red gag.  Her exhaled breath forced another string of glistening drool out of the corner of her mouth.  “Hats hine!” she added in anger.

Nellie was unaware that, due to its shock value, it was normal to have someone known to the collared slave wear her favorite clothing in their first meeting.

Beth Anderson, the young paralegal on Nellie Miller’s legal support staff smirked at her red-faced boss.  For the moment, she ignored the writhing angry woman and her soft jiggling breasts to set a blue folder and a shallow wood box on a small table to the front side of the naked slave.  Beth then turned to her boss and approached closely.  She smiled widely at what she saw.

Nellie screeched again and struggled to bring her fingernails against her paralegal assistant.  The chains holding her cuffed wrists left no slack to attack Beth.

Beth laughed outwardly at her boss’s predicament and ineffective attempts to strike out.  Seeing the sweat glistening on the older woman’s swaying breasts, she reached out and took each mound in a strong grip.  “Silk,” she whispered near one of Nellie’s ears as her fingers brutally massaged the spongy flesh, “this position really flatters two of your best assets, … your soft meaty breasts,” Beth paused to twist each breast clockwise and then counter-clockwise.  Then, she walked around the 3-foot-wide belly bar mounted solidly in the concrete floor of the punishment room.  “And, of course,” she continued softly, “we can’t ignore your equally soft and oh, so alluring ass.”  Her eyes and then fingertips traced the numerous red wheals across Silk’s curvy butt, her lower back, and upper thighs.  She giggled.  “Guess you’ve earned lots of corrective attention while learning that your former arrogant manner isn’t acceptable in a properly subservient sex slave.  No, Silk, … your days of ‘lording’ it over your peers, let alone harassing and demeaning your subordinates, are forever behind you.”

Nellie puzzled over Beth’s last comment.  “I’ve already finished 27 days of my month.  Soon I can put this mess behind me,” she reassured herself.  “I’ll get my revenge,” she vowed again.  Nellie had foolishly forgotten that her agreed upon penalty in the agreement was a two-phase one.  It was to be a week of slavery followed by a month of the same.  Nellie still owed a bit more than a full week of sexual slavery to the NLEC.

Beth smirked again.  “I can’t get over how much you look like a proper sex slave,” she teased.  She reached forward to tickle each hugely swollen and erect nipple.  “Babe, you’ve got some serious nipple erection going on there,” she mused.  “Guess you’re in a constant state of arousal, … hmmm?”  Then, she grabbed each fat nubbin between a thumb and forefinger.  Tightening her grip, she tugged the nipples to and fro, stretching the fat breasts outward like pointy torpedoes.  Enjoying the look of agony that flashed across her formerly imposing boss, she squeezed tightly.

Silk, grimaced in real pain.  Her moan of complaint was muffled by the gag.

Beth backed away for a better look at Silk.  “My, oh my, you do look more than a bit bovine-like with that cross-eyed look from the head harness.”  She paused and taunted, “Maybe they can inject those bovine bags and grow them into proper fat and juicy milk producers.”

“Hmmmphf!” the lawyer complained.

Glancing downward toward one of Silk’s legs, Beth saw a squeeze bottle and some latex gloves in a small container nestled in a basket mounted on one of the upright posts.  Grinning in real pleasure, she reached down to slip a glove on her right hand.  Then, she grabbed the squeeze bottle and held it up before Silk’s face.

“Hoe!  Hoe! Hoe hay!” Nellie cried in terror at the sight of the cream.  Inwardly, she wailed, “That evil shit is already in my cunt.  It itches like crazy!  They call it Domestication Agent but I call it Domination Agent.  I’ll do anything to stop the itching and the orgasms make it worth submitting, … being dominated.  Fuck!”

Beth smirked as she stuck the nozzle of the squeeze bottle between Slave Silk’s already swollen labia.  In nearly a month of constant use, the gates of her pleasure cave had ‘entertained’ a shocking number of stiff cocks and unyielding dildos.  After squeezing the irritation agent into both cunt and asshole, Beth set the bottle back and explored with her gloved right hand the area between Silk’s plump ass cheeks.  Idly, Beth used her middle finger to explore the slippery entry to Silk’s cunt.

A long, “Hessss!” slipped unwittingly out of the lawyers throat as fingers lightly manipulated her sensitive labia.  “Hore, heeese!” was the next plea.  Deeply ashamed at her response and request for more, Nellie knew her only respite from the itching cream was further manipulation of her aroused nerve endings.

Beth was surprised at the quick change in her boss.  “The bitch just tried to move her ass to get more stimulation from my fingers.”  Certain she was in the ‘drivers seat’, Beth wriggled more fingertips between Silk’s slippery lips and then grinned at her next thought.  Beth had no background to realize the name of the controlling grip, a ‘bowling ball’ grip, that she discovered as her right thumb began to delve into Silk’s tight asshole.  At her boss’s deep grunt of satisfaction, Beth jammed her thumb and three fingers deep into the bitch’s bottom pleasure holes.   

Nellie grunted in acceptance as her paralegal’s thumb wriggled deep in her ass.  “Hesss,” she moaned.  “Oh, fuck!  Please, … please, … more,” she begged silently.

Beth grinned and pulled her hand away from the woman’s lower sex holes.  “If you want it,” Beth whispered cruelly, “tell me if you are my bitch.”

Nellie, now fully in her Slavegirl persona grunted and said, “Hesss, … whore hitch!”

Beth again jammed her hand between the slave’s legs.  “Fun,” she thought wryly, “this is kinda fun and I will have lots of opportunity to make her my bitch!”  Aloud, she taunted, “Silk, … you’ve become quite the needy nympho slave.  Will you do anything for more orgasms?”

While 34-year-old Nellie Miller was still gasping for breath with long runnels of snot dripping from her red-faced nostrils, the young paralegal rolled the chair from the small desk to just in front of Silk.  She made sure to avoid the long strings of drool and snot.  She made herself comfortable, smirked at the woman before her in humiliated bondage, and began speaking in a soft, reassuring tone.  “Nellie, … whoops, … I mean, Silk, you have not only been arrogant and a bully, but you’re nowhere near as smart as you think you are.”

“Heees hep he!” Nellie pleaded piteously.  “I heed hep!”

“No, you nasty, back-stabbing cunt! I won’t help you!” Beth Anderson hissed back showing her anger for the first time.  “In fact,” she added with her first real smile, “I’m here to explain your new reality.”

Beth sat back, took a deep breath, and composed herself.  “Bet you didn’t know what my Masters’ Thesis was about?”  She smirked at her boss.  “You stupid cow, the reason I knew that you don’t know shit about Judicial Enslavement Law is because right away I saw through your bullshit.  My thesis was a detailed study of the laws and intentions of the original Russian Acts, the European Union adoption of The Law, the amendments to adjust and expand the laws later in effect, and of course the nearly identical drafts of the United States’ version.”

Nellie the lawyer tried to focus on her paralegal’s devastating blathering, but her nipples and clit throbbed painfully and the new application of the Domestication Agent made her cunt and anal chute itch like fire ants were using her holes for a nest.  Her recent orgasm forced upon her by Beth’s hand had already worn off.  Also, to her constant shame, Nellie Miller knew full well that her cunt drooled massive runnels of sex lube down each thigh in glistening trails all the way to her knees.  She looked, and felt, like a bitch in heat desperate for another breeding.

However, Beth’s next words shocked her to her core.

“As soon as you left the office to come here with your client, I found your notes and knew instantly that you were on a fool’s errand.  Once I explained what I found, Mr. Mecking was furious that you thought a picture of a collared slave and a copy of an import document of that slave entering the United States was proof that a free woman was here at NLEC and that you could leverage her into losing her inheritance.”

Silk, shivered in fear at the knowledge that her legal assistant had betrayed her to Damian Mecking, the law firm’s strict managing partner.  “Fuck!  He was very supportive of my work; but, … he has a real temper.”

Beth grinned maliciously.  “Got your attention now boss?  If you think Mr. Mecking was angry at your ill-informed plan to aggressively confront NLEC, he absolutely blew his stack when you stupidly asked for arbitration along with your foolish, arrogant bet instead of quietly accepting that you were going to be wrong.  Then, your lack of honor in not self-enslaving according to the recorded terms of your bet was the final straw.”  She paused to catch her breath.  “Your license to practice law has been suspended for demonstrated inept performance, conduct unbecoming a lawyer, and risking the life and freedom of a client.  Girl, you are the very public laughingstock of our profession!”  Beth laughed so hard she nearly fell off the chair.  The armrests were the only thing holding her upright.

“Hmmmfh!” Silk protested uselessly.  “Hoooo!”

Beth reached forward to again molest Silk’s aching nipples.  “Using a part of my thesis that my too liberal anti-slavery thesis advisor wouldn’t let me use, I crafted a proposal for ‘Corporate Assets,’ a new type slave for us here in the United States.  Mr. Mecking loved the concept, approved it, and forwarded it on to the National Livestock Commissioner for review, comment, and presentation to Congress.”

Beth tilted her head and looked at Silk directly eye-to-eye.  “Don’t understand?” she asked tauntingly.  “Well, … here goes,” she added in an authoritative tone.  “With the suspension of your legal license and the determination of gross neglect of duty, your position as Senior Associate in the law firm was terminated.  You were no longer a lawyer in good standing and that violated the terms of your paid internships along with both undergraduate and graduate scholarships awarded you by the firm.  Acceptance of those scholarships and grants obligated you to work at the firm for a certain period.  The value of those plus the salary you’ve been paid along with signing bonuses became your responsibility to repay and the debt was payable immediately.  You owed essentially well north of $375,000 plus penalties and interest.”

Silk could only cry and moan in protest.  She was beginning to realize that she was in real deep shit.

Another smirk of long-awaited revenge flashed across the young paralegal’s face.  “Based on my recommendation from my national enslavement act research, our firm has initiated a civil asset forfeiture claim against Miss. Nellie Miller’s holdings both real and hers by right of humanity.  Unfortunately, the meagre equity in your condo, the scarce funds in your bank and investments, the low equity value of your just-purchased car, and the auction of your personal assets barely made a dent in your obligation to reimburse the firm for your debt.

Nellie sobbed and cried rivers of tears.  “My condo, car, … everything I own, … stolen by this bitch and my firm.”  She again, silently vowed to reverse her misfortune and punish the traitorous bitch Beth Anderson along with Angelica Crosby and Elina Firth.

Meanwhile, Beth laid out an array of paperwork on the small desk and opened the lid of the polished wood box.

Nellie gasped at the sight of the polished steel collar taken from the box that Beth held up toward her face.

Beth began the transition of Nellie Miller from temporary Green Collar Slave to virtually a lifetime sentence with the harsh words, “The front of the tag on this chromed, cold-worked and polished hardened steel collar reads, ‘SILK: Corporate Asset’ and the rear side, ‘Controlling Agents: Mr. Damian Mecking & Miss. Beth Anderson.’  How about that, you fucking idiot?”

Beth smirked at the broken woman that had been her boss.

Beth sat back and enjoyed the weeping, moaning woman for a few minutes.  She reached forward to grasp Nellie Miller’s chin in an uncompromising grip.  “I only wish that I could exchange your Green Collar right now for this Corporate Asset Collar.”  She grimaced and added, “The Slave Commissioner has entered a favorable verdict on our civil asset forfeiture claim against you and the NLEC has kindly offered to host you as their slave until Congress releases the hold on The Act.  So, until that happens and our Corporate Slavers License is approved, I will have to be satisfied with the sight of the NLEC exchanging your Green Collar with a Red Collar.”

She smiled sweetly at her boss.  “You see,” she added with glee, “the totality of your debt with the addition of your future training, room, and board fees will likely never be paid off by the paltry earnings you will make.  Once the courts clear the stay on enslavement and NLEC releases you to us as our Corporate Asset, we will pay you the same as the lowest wage earner within the firm and arrange suitable housing.  That’s why in the interim, you will wear a Red Collar.  We can’t absolutely prove that this is a life sentence or it would be a Black Collar.”

Nellie Miller, formerly arrogant licensed lawyer and now a mere slave named Silk, fainted dead away.


33.  Mexico Vacation Fuck Bunnies

Sergei Kozlov, famous Russian Slave and Ponygirl Master was reclining in a recliner by the pool of a Mexican luxury resort.  While his United States Slaver License was under suspension, the feds ordered him deported for a minimum of four months and told him not to return until after he paid a $200,000 reinstatement fee for his Federal Enslavement License.  Around him at the pool were a bevy of beautiful young women.  Some of them were there with boyfriends and girlfriends.  Others, especially those wearing the briefest of mono bikinis, also wore either Red or Black Slave Collars.  Those unfortunate women had a dangling brass tag from the collar with a random five-digit engraved number on the front and were property of Mexican Luxury Villas Inc.; which was engraved on the back.

He waved over a slim, good-looking waiter that he’d befriended over the last week or so.  “I’d like something fresh,” he said in flawless Spanish.  “I want something that hasn’t been broken into its new life.  Can you find me one? My preference is a natural redhead or a natural blonde.  If it’s a redhead she needs to have big soft natural white tits.  If it’s a blonde, she also must have big, firm, natural breasts.  Do you understand that? Can you have that sent to my room?”

“Si, senior,” the waiter said with a grin.  “Consider it done.”

Sergei had just stepped out of the shower and pulled on a fluffy white luxurious robe when there was a knock on the door of his penthouse suite.  He opened it up and grinned at the sight before him.  His poolside waiter held a leash in each hand.  To his right was a young, buxom blonde dressed in a nearly transparent red pool wrap.  Underneath it was clear she hadn’t been allowed to wear her bathing suit.  On the poolside waiter’s other side stood a redhead with absolutely beautiful protruding breasts dressed in a black equally transparent pool wrap.

“Señor,” the waiter said in Spanish, “you can pick one or pick both.  Either way, their services are complementary with the Presidential Suite.”  He gestured to the two uncertain-looking women.  “Both were collared just this morning,” he added.  “Neither one has tasted the whip or belt yet for any initial training.  In fact, the only thing they’ve experienced are pedicures, manicures, and had their pussies shaved clean.”  He stood there with a huge grin.  “They have no fucking idea what’s going on,” he continued in Spanish, “and they don’t understand a word we’re saying.”

“I’ll take them both,” the slaver replied back, in perfect Spanish.  “Your establishment is to be commended.  These are prime examples of decadent western women that should be collared and used.”

The poolside waiter bowed and replied, “It is exactly as you say.  North American Gringa bitches are so clueless about customs in Judicial Enslavement Countries.”  He smirked and added, “I believe they make the most enjoyable slaves once their arrogance is beaten out of them.”

As soon as the waiter handed off the leashes and left, the blonde petulantly hissed, “What did that greaser say?  What the fuck is going on?”

“Please, Mister,” the redhead cried.  “You have to help us! This is all some kind of huge misunderstanding.”

“There was some kind of a problem with my credit card this morning,” the blonde interjected.  “This doesn’t seem fair.  We don’t even understand what’s going on,” she added in an unnecessary repetition.

“First off,” the slaver asserted in a stern tone, “since you are both collared, it’s Master to you.”

He paused to let that sink in.  When he was greeted with only looks of confusion, he added dryly, “Well, it looks like you’re both freshly collared with Red Slave Collars.  Don’t you know what that means?”

“No,” they both tearfully answered.

“God! How fucking stupid are you two?  Non-payment on demand in the country of Mexico incurs an automatic two-week period of enslavement during which the defaulted monies can still be paid.  Every day of default after the first three grace days carries an additional two-week enslavement penalty.  Even if you two stupid twats fully pay your bill today, you’ll still wear that collar for two weeks.  If your bills aren’t paid in full by the fourth day, you’ll be wearing a Red Collar for an additional two weeks.  Plus, Red means that you are potentially subject to court ordered slavery for something less than life.  After 30 days, the hotel can petition the court to do exactly that.  Do you better understand your situation?”

“But how can we fix that,” the redhead wailed? “They haven’t even let me use my phone,” she added.  “How can we pay our hotel bill?”

“Well, there’s two ways this can go today, Red and Blondie.  One, … you can happily and willingly fuck my brains out for the next two days so that I’m deliriously in love with the two of you.  If that’s the case, I’ll make your phone calls for you and get your bills properly paid before the extra two week penalty is enacted.  Then, if I truly love the sex, I’ll stay exclusive with you to keep you out of the hotel sex slave pool during the remaining two weeks.”

“Sex slave pool?” the redhead whispered in fear.”

	Red	(22) blonde, D cups
College roommate to Blondie	Slave at Mexican resort Gran Espiritu del Mar
Red Collar Slave
	Blondie	(22) blonde, large DDs
Wisconsin dairy girl;
College roommate to Red	Slave at Mexican resort Gran Espiritu del Mar
Red Collar Slave


He nodded and said, “Yes, the resort sex slave pool, … the bitches there are sometimes referred to as House Joy Girls or Resort Joy Girls.  They plan on getting at least $15,000 worth of sex services from you two over a two week-period.  With both men and women; maybe even animals if you piss off management.”

The blonde mouthed the word ‘animals’ in horror.

Her friend cued in on the word ‘bitches’ and held back an angry retort only because he was holding her leash and she was completely naked under the awful nearly transparent pool wrap.

“The other option,” he continued, “is that I don’t like your attitude.  In that case, I use my belt on you until you both decide to fuck my brains out over the next two days.  But if that’s the case, 24/7 you will either be fucking away like crazy, demented sex-starved whores or you’ll be tied up nice and tight waiting for my dick to get hard again to continue fucking your brains out.  In that case, you can kiss goodbye any hope of me helping you out.”

“Now, from the paperwork the pool boy just handed me, both of you are 22, you’re on vacation from college, neither of you are virgins, and since you are sexually active, I believe you know what to do.  Drop those wraps and let’s get going.  Option one.  Option two.  It’s up to you.”

The redhead got with it first.  She immediately dropped to her knees and leaned forward to undo his robe.  “Holy Mother Mary and Joseph!” she said in amazement at the sight of his rigid, fully engorged cock.

“Ah, that’s it, Red.  Show me your best cocksucking skills.”

“Motherfucker,” the blonde hissed in equal amazement.

“Master,” the redhead whispered with her first grin of the day.  She wetted her lips and sucked the plum-sized head into her mouth.  “Heim gonna he whore hest hitch hever!”

“What she said,” the blonde asserted as she stepped forward to take the robe off his shoulders.  She then shrugged off her pool cover and added while wriggling her shoulders.  “These babies are prime, natural Wisconsin dairy girl double Ds and they are all yours for the next two weeks.”

Sergei grinned and reached out to grab ahold of the girl’s hooters.  “By god, Blondie,” he asserted, “those are indeed some fine tits.”  He gave them a strong enough squeeze that she winced in pain.  He leaned down and chewed on one stiff rubbery nipple after the other.

“Ahhhh,” she whimpered.  “Master, we never got to tell you our names.”

“You’re only slaves right now so I really don’t give a fuck who you used to be.  Right now, you are Red and Blondie.  Nobody else gives a flying fuck who you used to be.  Or, if you want, Red can be Cocksucker and Blondie can be Big Titties.  I don’t care.”

“That’s so fucking hot,” Blondie moaned as Sergei continued to manhandle her huge tits.  “Don’t stop,” she begged, “nobody ever treated them like that.  Yes, harder.”  She started shaking.  “I’m gonna cum,” she panted.  “Aiiiiee! So good!”

Below him, the redhead gurgled as the too big dick’s head thumped repeatedly at the entrance to her throat.  She pulled back and gasped, “Master, I’ll happily suck you off but we need to change the angle if you want to fuck all the way down my throat.” 

“Another time,” he growled.  “Right now, just give me the best blow job you can because I want to paint your face white.”

“Oh God,” she whimpered.  “Blondie is right; it’s so fucking hot!  So, … so fucking hot!”  She wrapped her now slobbery hands around his shaft, and jammed his cock deep into her mouth.

“Hmmmph!” she grunted as she feverishly sucked and stroked his shaft. 

Without warning, Sergei yanked his cock out of her mouth and did exactly what he promised, he painted her face with thick gobs of jism.  He covered each closed eye with gooey jism and then rubbed his pulsating cock head across her lips.


34.  Vacation Aftermath

Angelica stood impatiently waiting at BWI international arrivals.  “What has he done now?” She asked herself.  Beside her were two of her senior girls.  One was holding a sign that read “Welcome Red and Blondie to the NLEC.”

“How stupid can people be?” She thought in wonder.  A few minutes later she saw a well-dressed blonde and redhead couple looking about as they each dragged a small suitcase behind them as they emerged from customs. 

“Oh my gosh, you must be Mistress Angelica?  You’re so pretty!” the blonde gushed. 

“Yeah,” the redhead grinned, “Master Sergei never mentioned how beautiful you are.” 

“Girls quiet!” Angelica admonished sternly.  “Follow me please.”

“Yes, Mistress,” each chorused in unison.  Both looked ecstatic to meet the female slaver.

Angelica muttered something derogatory under her breath.  She headed toward an airport restaurant.  At the table, she commanded all four younger girls to order something alcoholic.  “I’ll have a vodka tonic, please,” she asked the waitress when she arrived at their table.  “A double,” she added before the waitress could leave.

The redhead started to speak but Angelica held up a finger.  “Wait till we get our drinks, Red.”

The redhead grinned at her new fuck buddy and whispered, “Blondie, that’s so cool, she knows Sergei’s pet names for us.”

Once the drinks arrived, Angelica held up her glass and said, “Salud y Felicidades for getting your freedom from Mexico, Red and Blondie.”

All five women clicked their glasses together in the toast.

“Red, Blondie, this is Brandy and Tiffany, they are two of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center’s slave handlers and trainers.  They are both fully certified and are to be addressed as Mistress.”

“Red,” Blondie observed, “Tiffany is a redhead like you and Brandy is a big titted blonde like me.”

Tiffany gave the two older girls a flat stare, “That’s ten strokes each for disrespect and failure to address free women as Mistress.”

“Well, we haven’t signed anything yet,” Blondie asserted softly and totally unconcerned about an impending punishment.  “You have to tell us when we need to begin acting like Slavegirls.”

“Act?” Angelica asked herself.  “Holy brainless bimbos.  This will be harder than I thought.”

“Alright Mistress,” Blonde demanded, “where’s the paperwork Sergei said we need to sign?”

“Girls, your bounced credit charges were only about $1,500 each.  Sergei paid your bills and he was well compensated by having two delicious young fuck bunnies for two weeks of 24/7, non-stop sex.  You don’t owe him anything.”

Both girls giggled. 

“It was really nice being a horny young fuck bunny,” Blondie asserted with a wide grin.

“Actually,” Red stated, “we stayed with him for an extra week after he got the Mexican collars removed.”  Blondie interrupted with, “We stayed because the sex was so good!”

“What a stud!” They both gushed.

“That’s what I mean,” Angelica said with a sigh.  “Shit!  Okay, girls, I tried.  Here’s the self-enslavement paperwork.  I’ve warned you, but as informed adults, sign if you wish.”

The girls each scrutinized their contracts.  “Hey!” Red said in indignation, “This says the Green Collar period is only one week, not the two weeks slavery compensation that we promised to repay Master Sergei.”

“Yeah,” Red interjected.  Please, don’t cheat us.  Blondie, don’t just change it to two weeks, … be sure and write in three weeks on the contract.”

“Yeah, we don’t want to feel cheated from fulfilling our promises to Master Sergei,” Blondie asserted.  “Since you tried to cheat us out of a whole week, we insist on three whole weeks instead.”

Red held up a hand and asserted, “One more thing.”  She pulled her phone out of her purse and handed it to Tiffany.  “Since you’re a redhead and not a blonde, you can handle this.”

Eighteen-year-old Tiffany took the phone and shook her head in question.

“It’s for our blog, silly,” Blondie said.  “Red always made the absolute best entries.”

“It’s for our ‘Green Collar Slavegirls Can Have Fun’ blog site,” Red added.

“Yep!  We have over 100,000 followers,” Blondie said.

“What the fuck?” Angelica wondered.

“Tiffany, please get a short video of us signing our first NLEC contract.  Be sure to show our happy faces,” Blondie directed.

Tiffany shrugged and backed away to record the signing.  “Blondes too brainless to do this?” she muttered under her breath.

With a flourish, each woman signed their own form after making the changes.  Then, each made a high five hand slap and yelled, “Yeah!”

“Holy shit!” Angelica muttered and then added to herself.  “You two really are really apeshit bonkers.” She turned to the two trainers, “Collar them!” she commanded.  After a grimace, she added, “Tiffany, please record the placing of collars on these two idiots.”

Red grinned and nodded as the Green Collar approached in Brandy’s smirking hands.  “Hey, is this where you strip us naked?” Red asked excitedly.

“Yeah,” Blondie added, “Master Sergei kept us naked most of the time we were in Mexico.”

Angelica took another deep sigh.  “No girls, we’ll take care of that once we get back to our place, the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.”  She looked hard at Sergei’s fuck bunnies and wondered if he actually did fuck their brains out.

Tiffany left to get the van and Angelica paid for the drinks so they could leave when Tiffany brought the van to the curb outside baggage claim.

The newly enslaved redhead kept chattering away as they walked to the curb. 

Redhead Tiffany was there with the box body van and Red’s cell phone.

“Brandy, can you and Tiffany get Red and Blondie settled in the back?” Angelica asked.

Blondie was grinning wildly when the four girls stepped into the back.  “Cool,” she said as she quickly stripped out of her clothes.

“Hey,” Blonde Brandy said, “we don’t really need you naked right now.”

“No problem,” Red, answered as she pulled her top off, setting her big soft melons wobbling.

“Master Sergei said you hang new cunt from the overhead livestock rail.  I see one up there.  You’re not gonna try and cheat us of that experience, are you?” Blondie asked as she faced them totally naked save for her Green Collar.  “Because, like, you know, we’re definitely new cunt.”

In just a few moments, two very buxom, bimbo fuck bunnies hung naked in the back of the van.  Despite the fat black ball gag and black leather harness Brandy and Tiffany were tightening on their heads, it was clear they were grinning.

“WTF, slaves, you love this?” Brandy asked.

“It’s not a trick?” Tiffany added as she made another short video.

“Hooo!” Red answered into the gag.

Blondie just shook her head, drool already dribbling past one corner of her mouth.

Tiffany gently turned Red’s torso around.  She softly ran appreciative hands over the perfect soft skin of her shoulders, down her back, and across the swell of her ass.  She paused to closely examine the flawless curve of her right haunch.  “I wonder what slave name they’ll be assigned,” she mused.

Red’s form jerked under her hands.

“I don’t think Red or Blondie like the thought of getting a new slave name,” Brandy observed.

Red managed to wriggle around and her angry eyes echoed Blondie’s displeasure.

Tiffany ran a hand down Red’s cheek.  “Girl, whatever romantic thoughts Master Sergei put into your pretty head,” she whispered, “this isn’t some vacation fantasy.” 

She paused while the hand not caressing Red’s face drifted down to caress the young woman’s mons.  “I get to do two of my favorite things on this playground between your legs,” she whispered in Red’s ear.  “I’m gonna fingerfuck your clit and cunt and I’m gonna tattoo your new slave name just above it.”  She giggled at the wide-eyed look of horror on the woman’s face.

Tiffany looked over at her friend, Brandy who was fingering Blondie while whispering in the slut’s ear.

“Oh, Brandy, these two fuck bunnies are so clueless,” Tiffany gushed.  “I think they truly qualify as sex-crazed bimbos.”

Brandy looked at the text Angelica just sent to her cell.  “She looked up at the camera and nodded.  “Tiffany, Angelica just reminded me that Master Sergei gave them those names.  We’re not allowed to change them and also, only henna tattoos, no needlework.”

Red and Blondie flashed looks of satisfaction.  The two young sex-crazy bimbos very much liked their slave names.  “Hive he hah hatoo!” Blondie demanded.  Red’s immediate response was, “He hoo!”

Brandy and Tiffany just shook their heads at Blondie’s “Give me the tattoo!’ and Red’s ‘Me Too!’ demands.  “Bimbos!” both NLEC workers muttered in unison.

The processing of the two women was totally uneventful.  Nothing seemed to phase them.  Since they were already naked and collared, the next stop was tattooing of their names above their pussies, the faux tattoos on their asses, following by a vet stop for IUD emplacement and RFID chip insertion.  Red and Blondie would continue their birth control pills while the IUD took effect.  The last processing stop was the photo and video studio for images and advertising on the NLEC Members Website.  Both picked vaguely bird-like masks that hid little of their beautiful red and blonde hair.

“You know we post our pictures and video on our blog without masks,” Red reminded them when she was told to put on the mask for the NLEC Website photos and videos.

Finally, Tiffany and Brandy led the two new slaves to their shared room.

“Get comfy here, with the other general use slaves.” Brandy told them.  “This wing is very much like a dorm arrangement with shared rooms and all the amenities of college life.  At the end of the hall are all the support facilities.  That’s where the bathrooms and showers are located along with a small cafeteria, a lounge room with comfortable seating, a small library, a game room, and an exercise room.   Each room has a digital display with your assignments which are 100% mandatory.  You will be escorted to assignments through the wing’s security checkpoint and then back here where all your unscheduled time is free.”

Tiffany added, “Be thankful you are in a trusted status.  Otherwise, you would be much more controlled.  For example, all the Ponygirls and Ponyboys live in the ‘stable’ with shared and secured ‘stalls’ which means they are locked in for everything except exercising, training, and shift work in the Equestrian Arena; even their meals are delivered to their stalls.”

“As I said,” Brandy offered, “get comfortable in your room and use the wall-mounted TV to explore the types of services available to Members and Day Guests.  You might as well check out the web files advertising you.”

	Red	(22) blonde, D cups,
College roommate to Blondie	Slave at Mexican resort Gran Espiritu del Mar
Three weeks self-enslavement at NLEC
	Blondie	(22) blonde, large DDs
Wisconsin dairy girl,
College roommate to Red	Slave at Mexican resort Gran Espiritu del Mar
Three weeks self-enslavement at NLEC


“This is way cool!” Red squealed as she jumped face down onto her bed.

“Wish we had our phones here to record our cool room,” Blondie whispered.

“Holy shit, Red, your hooters look amazing in this video,” Blondie gushed at the NLEC database on newly available sluts being shown on the widescreen monitor.  “I’d fuck that in a minute, … no problem!”

“I wanna see your big DDs on the screen,” Red interrupted.

“Nice,” each girl responded together at the sight of Blondie shimming on the screen to better show off her hooters.

“Girl, Sergei already had us fucking each other,” Red responded as she laid back on her bed and spread her legs widely open.

Blondie grinned at the sight and eagerly pounced on Red’s bed.  She crawled up from her widespread feet, her face already zeroed in on her bestie’s tasty twat.

**********

Tiffany finished checking out the website blog of the two newest slaves.  “They really are influencers,” she muttered, “and their batshit crazy followers mostly believe the bullshit they are espousing.”  She picked up a desk phone and called Angelica.  “Mistress Angelica, these two bimbos really are influential bloggers with way over 100,000 followers.  They make a ton of money from the hundreds of thousands of monthly clicks on their website.”

“Plus, they have stories of the amazing sex they had with Sergei, identified as a handsome Russian slaver with astonishing sexual skills.  The pictures of them in Mexico are beautiful with them naked or in various bondage gear in beach scenes, poolside, and of course in Sergei’s VIP suite.  They even talk about all the free benefits they get while wearing collars and the huge tips they receive.  Even enslaved in Mexico, the resort gave them one third of any fees earned by the resort.”

Angelica sighed at the perversity of women.  “Alright, Tiffany, you get the task of making their blog entries.  This is so fucking weird!”


35.  Mexico Revenge Vacation

Lori Neville, Mrs. Mariana Powers’ college roommate and lifelong friend watched from behind a big pair of sunglasses as professional slaver Master Sergei Kozlov chatted with two young girls at the swim up pool bar.  With her temporary, three weeks of Judicially ordered slavery finished, she had followed Sergei’s trail of temporary exile to Mexico.  Mariana Powers’ deputy in their terrorist group scrutinized his hated form.  There was no lust in her look.  She did shift appreciative eyes to the brunettes beside him.  “How can such beautiful women be fooled by that snake?” she thought in wonder.  “He convinced them to check out of their own rooms two days ago and he’s been fucking them nonstop ever since.”

Lori Neville pulled out her phone and looked at the slave processing photo of Red, a young woman that met Sergei while on vacation and then self-enslaved when she flew back to Maryland along with her girlfriend, Blondie.  “He brainwashed them into accepting self-enslavement.  Two more lives ruined by slavery and Sergei,” she thought with self-righteous anger.  Her contact at NLEC kept her well appraised of key events. 

Taking her rum punch with her, the 37-year-old blonde sauntered away from the poolside bar.  She wore a conservative mid-thigh nearly opaque cream knit pool wrap over a simple green one-piece swimsuit.  Her goal was the express elevator where an attendant stood helpfully by the red velvet covered rope blocking access to the door.

“Senora, good afternoon.  Please, don’t forget that spa services come free with the ‘Princess Suite.”

“Thank you,” she said with a smile.  “I appreciate the reminder.”

He leaned toward her and whispered, “How is your arm candy, Esmeralda?” He asked the question with genuine interest.  “She’s been especially popular with the ladies, they call her ‘Hotness’.  The spa team has been giving her extra training for almost a month now.”

Lori Neville leaned even closer and whispered back slyly, “You were absolutely right, Fernando, Esmeralda was born to worship women.”

Her smile disappeared as soon as the door shut.  “Hispanic assholes!” she hissed.  An anti-slavery zealot, she remembered her own ordeal while she was serving her forced three-weeks enslavement for contempt of court.  “Contempt!” she added, “I wish I could shove a stick of dynamite up that Federal Livestock Commissioner’s ass.”

The express elevator took her directly to the penthouse level.  There were three doorways in the small vestibule (the Presidential Suite to the left, the Prime Minister Suite opposite the elevator, and the Princess Suite to the right).  She walked deliberately to the right to her suite, the Princess Suite until the elevator door shut and the elevator camera was gone.  Access to the penthouse service elevator was down a hallway beyond the Princess Suite.  Lori had been assured there were no cameras anywhere on the penthouse level, only inside the quest and service elevators.   The resort swore that protection of their richest clients’ privacy was a number one mission.

She swiped her card to enter the Princess Suite and quickly stripped off her clothes.  Before she left for yet another exploration mission through Sergei’s penthouse suite, she decided she had time to spend with Esmeralda.  “I’ve been neglecting her,” she thought, “and her effect on my mental state is simply amazing.”

She pulled the hood and gag off her lover and rolled her on her side.  As usual, Lori made sure that Esmeralda’s hands were comfortably cuffed behind her back.  Lori hadn’t yet used any stringent bondage on the woman but she was having thoughts of deeply dominating a helpless slave.  Naked like her slave that was provided free as an amenity of the penthouse suite, she gently kissed the woman and moaned at Esmeralda’s usual responsiveness.  She rubbed the taut belly of a slave’s body perfected by a rigidly controlled diet and exercise regime at the Mexican Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort.  Finally, she delved her fingers down to the swampy mess between the woman’s legs.

As an errant thought, she wondered how nice it would be to do this to her foolish friend, Mrs. Mariana Powers. “I think after two weeks having unwilling sex every day and night working at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids that Princess would have become quite skilled at pleasing both men and women.”

Lori stopped to more carefully examine the woman beside her.  Her pure blood Hispanic heritage was revealed by her thick black hair and slightly darker skin.  Her sexuality was revealed by her tiny waist between full bouncy breasts and a wide, rounded ass.  Her trimmed black bush and the pussy underneath were vulnerable.  Lori couldn’t help but sniff at the strong musky scent between Esmeralda’s legs.  She tentatively extended her tongue and tasted the tang of a woman in lust.  Grinning, she used her fingers to spread Esmeralda’s lower lips wide open, exposing her pink inner pussy.  Deciding to treat herself, she buried her nose in the wetness and then licked up to her fat clit.  Lori was in no hurry to have Esmeralda reciprocate; she rooted hard and deep in the woman’s cunt and sucked and chewed on her clit.

Esmeralda grunted and shook.  Lori grinned into the slave’s twat and reached up both hands to capture the woman’s soft breasts.  She found the nipples and squeezed.  Esmeralda wriggled about like a worm being impaled on a fisherman’s hook.

“Untie me, Mistress,” Esmeralda whispered as soon as she recovered from the forced orgasms.  “I can feel your tension.  Let me make you feel good.”

Lori felt her belly clinch at the thought of what the sexually talented Esmeralda could do for her.  She quickly uncuffed her.  Now free from her bondage, Esmeralda quickly rolled full length face-to-face with her temporary owner.  She became the aggressor, kissing Lori furiously and running her hands possessively across her breasts, belly, and pubic area as if she were a man desperate to mount his lover.

Lori was surprised, and pleased, with this new assertiveness.  So, she wasn’t caught totally unaware when Esmeralda roughly rolled her on her belly and yanked her rump up into the air.  Lori grunted at being manhandled and then groaned in lust as Esmeralda’s talented tongue bored aggressively into her pussy.  “Oh yes!  Fuck!”  she moaned, “You are a fabulous lover!  Esmeralda, this is perfect!”

She felt her belly clinch again in a mini orgasm and knew her sex was drooling from the talented tongue’s assault.  Lori felt her wrist grabbed and tugged along the bedsheet towards her knees.  The wondrous tonguing of her sex continued as her wrists were pulled back outside her lower legs, driving Esmeralda’s tongue deeper into her pussy.  “Oh!  Esmeralda, I’m going to come,” she moaned.  “Just like that! Oh god!  Yes, yes, yes!”

Long minutes later, when the wondrous spasms from her lower belly subsided, she realized she was on her side with her wrists cuffed behind her back.  She wriggled to get free and stared into Esmeralda’s eyes. 

Esmeralda’s fingertips softly caressed her face.  Lori couldn’t help but moan at the loving touch.  Esmeralda moaned back.  “You are such a sexy bitch, Mistress,” she observed.

“What, … wait a minute.  What are you doing?” Lori asked in sudden grave concern.  “Don’t you dare forget that I’m the Mistress.”

“I already know that you are a sexy bitch!  Are you also an adventurous slut?” Esmeralda asked casually as the fingers of her other hand rubbed Lori’s lower belly.

“What, are you saying?  What, … what do you mean?” Lori asked in confusion.  She wasn’t really frightened, but her thoughts were muddled.  She thought she knew Esmeralda very well by now.  In the back of her mind, she knew she was safe because the RFID chip in Esmeralda’s collar wouldn’t let her leave the apartment without Lori’s room card and personal PIN letting her through the doorway.

Esmeralda leaned close to Lori’s ear and very softly said, “I know you’ve been sneaking around in my maid outfit.  Are you adventurous and seeking to explore your submissiveness? Are you trying to step out a little bit on the wild side?”

Lori felt her heart lurch.  “She can’t know my plans,” she thought furiously.  “No, no!” Lori answered vehemently.  “I don’t know what you mean.”

Esmeralda grinned.  “If you were my bitch, I’d spank you for lying to me.” With a smirk, she rolled Lori onto her back and straddled her upper legs.

Lori screamed, “No!” as soon as she saw what was going to happen.  But there was nothing she could do about it.  Esmeralda’s fingertips dug into her ribs and began tickling her furiously.  Lori howled.  Lori screamed.  Lori begged, “Stop, stop, please, stop!”

Finally, Esmeralda relented.  “Tell me what’s going on!” Esmeralda commanded.  “I have to know if there’s some special service Mistress needs that I’m not providing.  I know you’re lying about wearing my uniform.”

Lori was still gasping to recover her breathe and gather her wits from the prolonged tickling.  “What?” she panted.

“You don’t know that a specific way to fold my uniform was beaten into me.  To keep from being whipped in the penthouse during a surprise inspection, I’ve had to refold it properly each time you wore it.  I also smelled your perfume on the clothes.”

“Okay, yes,” Lori admitted.  “I have been wearing the costume.”

Esmeralda sniffed at hearing the half answer.  “So, you think I’m stupid just because I’m Mexican and a slave?  I have heard you leave the penthouse after you dress in my clothes.  Mistress, if you leave the suite wearing even a fake collar it’s very dangerous.  I know you can’t use the main elevator masquerading as a Slavegirl.  But if you use the service elevator and run into the Kennel Master or one of the floor Mistresses, they may not immediately recognize you, and might put you to work.”

Esmeralda stopped and had a sudden thought.  “Is that what you want?” she laughed.  “Do you want to get caught and put to work as a hotel slave maid?  Do you want to take my place?  If you don’t tell me the truth, I’ll tickle you till you pee yourself.”

Lori sighed.  “There’s no way I’m going to tell her my whole plan,” she told herself.  She looked Esmeralda in the eye and began to tell half the truth.  “Esmeralda, you’re right, this is my adventure vacation.  I’m prepared, probably tomorrow afternoon to write up a special contract.  My idea, only if you agree, is that we switch places for one or two days.”

Esmeralda looked confused.  “Mistress, you mean I get to take your place? And you take my place?  Here in this penthouse as my slut?”  Her face took on a hard look.  “The Kennel Master will never approve such a short and frivolous contract.  I’m not even sure that the shortest contract the Kennel Master will do is a week.  But, you’d be my slut for a week?”

“Yes, Esmeralda, for that week, I would legally be you and you would legally be me.  This is Mexico,” she added, “and as you said, I believe that Master Antonio, the Kennel Master, has the authority to make this work.”

Esmeralda grunted in distress.  “Mistress, Master Antonio would never agree because he would see it as too short an enslavement, in other words unrealistic.  He doesn’t view slavery and enslavement as thing to take lightly.”  Esmeralda was furiously considering what she just said.

“I know you’d never accept a one month enslavement,” Esmeralda continued.  “But, now that I think about it a bit more, Master Antonio would probably accept a two-week enslavement contract.”

“Shit!” Lori hissed softly.  She didn’t notice Esmeralda’s sly look as she mulled over what was on the table; one or two days, … a week, … two weeks, … a month.  Fearing that her alibi might be lost, Lori shook her head reluctantly and said, “No, two weeks is too much.  So, alright, I’ll sign for a one week period of switching our places.”

Esmeralda laughed softly.  “Okay, Mistress,” Esmeralda said in a new, more assertive, non-subservient tone that Lori had never heard before.  “I have one condition.  We’re going to do a dry run right now, right this instant.”  She looked at Lori intensely.  “Promise to be my slave for the next few hours!  No, contract, … just you putting on a collar and truly being my slave for the next hours.”

Lori wriggled in the bed and flexed her cuffed hands.  Every atom of her being screamed for her to refuse.  Instead, she answered weakly, “Alright, Mistress, I agree.”  She was certain that the savvy slave wanted to keep her from changing her mind about switching places.

Esmeralda nodded her head and grinned.  “Right answer, my bitch!  If you leave out the ‘Mistress’ during the next few hours, you will feel at least five strokes of your own riding crop on very sensitive flesh.”

Esmeralda left her alone on the bed.  It seemed to take forever.  Lori gasped when Esmeralda returned.  “That’s my nicest outfit you’re wearing,” she gasped.

Esmeralda’s face went from a grin to a scowl.

Lori almost immediately realized her mistake.  But before she could beg forgiveness or rework the outburst, she was thrown on her belly and the riding crop was descending on her naked ass.  Once, twice, three times and Lori shrieked with each stroke.  After only a two second delay, the fourth and fifth strikes slashed across her other ass cheek.

Esmeralda rolled the sniffling woman onto her back.  “Stupid cunt!  The NLEC tattoo on your ass led me to believe that you knew slave manners.”  Now, get up!  No turning back.  Time to walk about as my slave.”

Esmeralda easily forced Lori to don her own maid outfit.  The threat of the crop being used again was enough.  Lori slipped easily into the scanty slave maid’s costume.  She had a lot of experience with it, wearing the costume at least daily during the last week.  Every time she thought Sergei was out of the room with his girls for any period of time, she would slip on the costume and scamper quickly passed the elevator in case it opened up.  She already had his door card that she had stolen from him days earlier at the pool.

Each time she got into Sergei’s penthouse suite, she learned more about the man and more about where he hid his valuables.  The big find had been a note in his wallet where he scribbled down the combination for the room safe.  Inside the safe was his laptop, passport, IDs, and at least $15,000 in cash.  Lori thought Sergei had been well equipped when he began his six-month exile from the United States and traveled to Mexico.

Lori first slipped on the flimsy white g-string made of simple opaque nylon.  It barely covered her pussy in the front and in the back, it was merely a string that went between her ass cheeks and around her waist.  The bra was black, filmy, almost fully transparent, and it was only a shelf bra.  Next was the blouse, it was a thin white material that was almost transparent, erotically hiding nothing of her bra or breasts beneath it.  She had to struggle to get the tight black mini skirt with its built-in white, frilly petticoats underneath up around her hips.  Nearly finished, she pinned on a small white maid’s cap.

“Well,” Lori told herself with trepidation, “this will be different.”  After she slipped the cheap cum-fuck-me heels on her feet, Lori was surprised when Esmeralda knelt down and fidgeted with the 5-inch heels.

“Did you think I’d forget the locks?  They are on to stay until I take them off,” she said with a smirk.”

“Locks?” Lori asked herself.  “I didn’t even know there were locks for the heels.”

Lori balked at putting on a Black Collar, even a high-end removable one that was stored in a drawer at the bottom of Esmeralda’s slave cart.  It was clear that some resort visitors enjoyed slave play.  A swift corrective slash on her inner thigh stopped her resistance to snapping the collar shut on her own neck.  She fumed as she watched Esmeralda slip the collar’s key onto a necklace and set it around her neck.

Lori had been wearing a Green Collar each time that she snuck into Sergei’s penthouse suite.  After confirming that Sergei was at the resort, she bought the cheap Green Collar at a novelty shop.  She intentionally didn’t buy the more realistic, and lockable, versions of the collar.

Esmeralda wrapped one of Lori’s scarves around her own Black Collar.  She snapped the leash on Lori and tugged her toward Lori’s small day purse sitting on a library table.  Esmeralda shifted through the few contents to be sure there was a credit card, a driver’s license, Lori’s magnetic room card, and some cash.  “Tell me your PIN so my Black Collar can get past the sensors that will block my exiting.  We don’t want to see a slave keying in a PIN for her Mistress to be allowed to pass.”

“Uhhhh, Esmeralda, the Kennel Use Agreement specifically warned me that telling it to you is a Mexican Federal crime if you escape.”

Esmeralda grinned.  “Silly bimbo, … you just put on a Black Collar.  If I want, I can gag you and mimic your voice calling for someone to escort an unruly or disobedient slave back to the Slave Kennel.  Or, I can have them drop you off anywhere in the hotel to fend for yourself.  Want to go for a true experience in the Kennels?  Or stay in the spa to suck cunt for the rest of the day?  Want to figure out how to explain to the Kennel Master that you aren’t really a slave and that you didn’t willingly do this to yourself?  Meanwhile, I’ll be safely innocent, naked, gagged, cuffed, and helpless back in your suite.”

“It’s 1346,” Lori whispered in defeat.  She couldn’t admit that every time she wore the outfit it was to search Sergei’s penthouse suite and that she’d absolutely never left the floor as a slave.  She certainly couldn’t admit why she hated the man and wanted to punish him.

Esmeralda handed over the leash.  “Well, get your skanky ass in the bathroom.  There’s an empty laundry bag in the towel closet.  Throw in both the dirty and clean towels and then go strip off the sheets from the Mistress’ bed.  She smirked at the look of consternation on Lori’s face.  “Get moving,” she barked.

A few minutes later, they left Lori’s penthouse suite and moved down the hallway beyond the private elevator vestibule for the three penthouse suites toward the utilitarian vestibule at the service elevator.  Lori carried a huge laundry bag in both hands that happily hid most of her features.  Esmeralda confidently swiped Lori’s door card over the elevator scanner and entered her code.  When the door clanged shortly shut behind them, Esmeralda whispered, “Kneel!  You might as well get used to it while near your betters.”

Lori was thankful the service elevator was an express one just for the penthouse.  There were no stops between the top floor and the first sub level; the Kitchen Level.  They passed safely by that level and the second level; the Pool and Spa Level.  Finally, the elevator stopped at the next to lowest level; the third sub level, the Laundry and Utility Level.  Lori saw the there was only one level below their stop, the fourth sub level; the Penthouse Freight Dock only used to support the penthouse, the Slave Kennels, and the Incinerator.

The door clanged open at the Laundry Level and Lori thought the dozen women in sight would turn and stare.  There was no reaction at all to the arrival of yet another slave.  Lori noticed only one sexy maid costume in sight but there were two authoritative looking women dressed comfortably in white overseeing a group of disheveled older women wearing only sports shoes, ugly grey smocks that came down to their knees, and Black Collars.

Esmeralda waved imperiously and a slave scurried over and nervously took the laundry bag.  “This is from the Princess Suite.” she said with no further recognition of the slave.

Then, Lori was dragged behind Esmeralda and they wound through the hot and steamy laundry.  They arrived at another double bank of service elevators. 

Esmeralda used the card and PIN once again.  This time she selected the first sub level again and pushed the ‘STOP’ button when the doors closed.  She turned to the kneeling Lori and grinned.  “Good, slave,” she whispered.  Then, she jammed a red rubber ball gag in her mouth and tightened the simple strap.  “Our next stop will help you pass more convincingly for your debut as a slave tomorrow.  Also, if I’m to be your Mistress for a week, you best please me immensely.”

Conversationally, Esmeralda explained as she released the ‘STOP’ button, “This elevator bank accesses the other side of the Kitchen Level / Pool, Spa, and regular Loading Dock Level / Laundry Level / and the Slave Kennels plus each regular above ground floor of the resort except for the penthouse level.”

The elevator stopped briefly at the Kitchen Level and then the Pool, and Spa Level.  Lori wasn’t happy at being dragged around with her ankles wobbling from the ultra-tall cum-fuck-me heels in the risqué outfit she was wearing.  The transparent black half bra and nearly transparent white blouse didn’t hide any of her charms.  they walked around the double corner shielding the spa’s main entrance from the utility elevators and Lori was mortified to be led by Esmeralda directly to the spa lobby and the spa counter where a gorgeous Hispanic free woman in a white starched outfit watched them approach.  “As you can see,” Esmeralda asserted to the woman, “I’m Lori Neville and I have brought my Gringa toy that muchly needs your talented assistance.”

Lori fidgeted but couldn’t do much to protest whatever was going to happen because she was cuffed with her hands behind her back and a ballgag was jammed tightly in her mouth.  Lori was sure whatever Esmeralda planned; it would be humiliating.

“The slut recently removed her clit and nipple rings; I think about two weeks ago.  I’d like them replaced and if you can see evidence of a nose ring, I’d like that replaced as well.

Right there in the spa lobby with free women sitting in overstuffed chairs wearing luxurious fluffy white robes, the spa attendant unbuttoned her blouse and popped both breasts fully out of the half bra.  “Oh yes,” she said, “these holes in the nipples have hardly begun to close.  It’ll be easy to re-insert the rings.  Or bars if you want,” she added effervescently.  She pinched the nipples and Lori grunted.  “I believe your slut will enjoy the rings since she seems to very much enjoy nipple play.”

“I think for now,” Esmeralda said, “that I’d like 3/4-inch gold rings put in and I’d like to have a gold bell hanging from each nipple ring.  While you’re at it, I’d also like a 1/2-inch ring through her clit.  No bell there, of course,” she said.

The spa attendant grabbed Lori’s head and pulled her nose forward to carefully examine her nose.  “Yep, you’re right,” she said.  “There was a ring through the septum.  I’ll probably need to re-punch that but it shouldn’t be too bloody this time around.”

“Well,” Esmeralda said with a grin, “that’s disappointing that you found she had a nose ring.  Since she wouldn’t admit to the nose ring, why don’t you give her 25 solid paddle strokes while you’re at it back there.  Can I come pick up the slut in an hour?”

“Oh yes,” the lady said with a wide smile, “we can easily do that.  We love treating the formerly arrogant Gringa bimbos that get enslaved here at the resort.”

Esmeralda handed over the keys to the cuffs.  The main attendant took Lori away and before Esmeralda could finish paying the female cashier for the work using Lori’s credit card, she could already hear the shrieks and wails in unison with the harsh splat of paddle on resilient female flesh.  Esmeralda couldn’t hold back a big grin.  “Nice to see some uppity bitch get hers,” she told herself.

Lori wasn’t smiling.  She didn’t know Esmeralda quite as well as she thought she did.

When Esmeralda came back to pick up Lori, she nearly burst into laughter.  The woman’s face was puffy from crying but her make-up had been artfully refreshed in a way that nobody would mistake her for a sophisticated lady; she looked every bit like a female vamp out hunting for a man to pay for her charms.  Also, Lori was now naked.

“Here’s her clothes, Mistress,” the woman said handing over a spa logo bag.  “Her nipples and clit are going to be sensitive for a while, so I took off her clothes to keep rubbing to a minimum.”

“Thank you,” said Esmeralda with the big grin still on her face.

The naked and cuffed form of Lori obediently followed behind but she did balk at entering a regular guest elevator.  But again, she had no choice but to obediently follow.

Lori was led through the hotel lobby and out to an entrance leading to the pool area.  Lori was very aware of the loud clacking of her cum-fuck-me heels on the stone of the patio.  Humiliated at the ringing of the golden bells hanging from her nipple rings, Lori tried and failed to walk so smoothly that it would stop the tinkling.  She was certain that every free person on the way looked at her naked, humiliated person.  Esmeralda led her to outside seating and she picked a table overlooking the pool.

She signaled and a waitress immediately showed up.  “Welcome Mistress,” she gushed.  “How can I help you today?”

“I’d like a rum punch and a shrimp cocktail,” Esmeralda said.  “And I’d like a set of knee cushions for my slave and a bowl of water on a short stool for her please.”

Lori tried to freeze in place and not make any motions that could draw attention to herself.  Out of the corner of her eye, to her left, she could see the pool.  “Of course,” she thought, “Sergei is still at the pool with his two newest bimbos and I might have lost my chance for a final walk through of his penthouse.  I can only hope he doesn’t recognize me.”

As she settled the kneeling cushion in place, the waitress admired the fresh red welts on Lori’s ass.  “Your little Gringa looks like she got caught being naughty,” the waitress observed with a grin.

“No, not really,” Esmeralda said.  “She didn’t like getting her nipples decorated down in the spa.  So, the girls down there gave her a nice corrective strapping,” Esmeralda lied smoothly.

The waitress made a show of examining Lori’s welts.  “Well, Mistress, the kitchen staff is well prepared to make any corrections you want.  I’d be especially happy to help you put the Gringa bitch in her place.”

After the waitress left, Esmeralda theatrically made a point of pulling Lori’s gag out of her mouth.  Loudly enough for the nearby patrons to hear, Esmeralda addressed Lori, “Aren’t you going to drink, slave?  I went through all the trouble to get you water, the least you can do is drink it all.”

Lori looked at the 6-inch-wide stainless steel pet bowl filled with water.  After a look at Esmeralda confirmed she was serious, Lori leaned down and began to noisily slurp the water.  Her entire face became soaked as she tried to suck up the water.

“That’s better, pet.” Esmeralda observed.  “Keep lapping it up until all of the water is gone.”

Esmeralda of course noticed Lori’s extreme nervousness and thought it was just because she was ashamed of being displayed nakedly in public.  Esmeralda reached a hand out and softly stroked Lori’s hair just as the waitress returned.  “It’s okay, my little slut,” Esmeralda whispered loudly enough for the waitress to hear and titter in amusement at a beautiful Hispanic woman having a subservient Gringa kneeling beside her.

Later, when Esmeralda was too full to eat the last shrimp, she fed one to Lori.  She made sure the tiny fork setting the shrimp in her wide-open mouth left a red streak of cocktail sauce drooling from one corner of her mouth.  Esmeralda made no move to wipe it off and Lori’s hands cuffed behind her back were useless for cleaning her face.

Any hope that her humiliation might be finished and they could return to the safety of her room was dashed when Esmeralda reached down to remove her fashionable sandals.  She then handed the tiny key for the heels to a nearby waiter.  “Here,” Esmeralda said imperiously, “can you take off my slut’s cum-fuck-me heels.”

Again, Esmeralda charged everything to Lori’s credit card and added a substantial tip that was more than the cost of the rum punch and shrimp cocktail, Esmeralda stood and tugged Lori’s leash.  Now she found herself being led barefoot toward the pool.  Nervously, she watched Sergei and prayed he wouldn’t recognize her.  Lori knew that she couldn’t admit to Esmeralda that she was frightened of being recognized.  Thankfully Sergei was completely focused and attentive to the two young women with him.

In order to pass to the resort’s private beach area, they had to go through a gated section of the elaborate stonewall separating the resort property proper from the private beach area.  Esmeralda’s collar triggered a beeping alert, and two beefy guards smoothly shifted to politely detain them.  Without missing a beat, Esmeralda held out Lori’s room card to the column-mounted scanner and punched in the four-digit code.  Both male guards tipped their hats and stepped back to leer appreciatively as Lori’s trim naked form was led past.

Had she not been naked, Lori would’ve loved the beach.  The sand was pristine white and felt great to her bare feet.  Like around the pool, most of the women wore skimpy bikinis, and there was a scattering of collared young women wearing either monofilament bikinis or nothing at all.

“Mistress,” Lori whispered, “please, this is enough.  You proved to me how little I know about being dominated in a public setting.  But I still plan to formally submit tomorrow.” Then she lied, “I look forward to giving you very personal service over the next week.”

Esmeralda didn’t bother to answer.  She found a comfortable chair facing the water and led Lori around to the front.  As Esmeralda unzipped the side zipper on the skirt of Lori’s favorite suit, Lori’s heart sunk.  “Please, Mistress,” she hissed looking around, “not here.”

Once again, Esmeralda ignored Lori.  Demurely, she folded her skirt and set it safely on a drink table.  Already naked below the waist since she’d forgone any panties, Esmeralda sat down and waved at a waiter.  He was there instantly and bowed.  Lori’s nakedness and Esmeralda’s bottomless didn’t seem to faze him.

“I’m trying to relax and get some sun,” Esmeralda said while she unbuttoned her blouse and tugged the material outwardly, exposing her braless breasts to the sun.  “The problem is, my bitch here is getting ready to make a scene and resist.  Can you get someone here with a whip to encourage her to kneel down and crawl up between my legs?”

The waiter’s eyes settled sternly on Lori.  “Of course, Mistress.  A paddle, riding crop, or a cat?”

Lori gasped at Esmeralda’s answer of, “The cat please, and someone to wield it, of course.”  Lori immediately thumped down on her knees, waddled toward Esmeralda, and set her face between Esmeralda’s legs.  Her tongue found the musky taste of aroused pussy.  She dove in, tongue first.  Lori actually preferred pussy to cock but wasn’t used to publicly servicing a woman’s pussy.

Lori was too intent on pleasing Esmeralda to notice the arrival of an attendant with a 3-foot-long cat-o-nine-tails.  He left it with Esmeralda, disappointed at being unable to use it on the now busy cunt-lapping slave.

That night, Esmeralda spent hours ravishing Lori’s body while she wore the collar.  She licked, sucked, and kissed the blonde until she finally passed out hours after midnight.  Esmeralda didn’t release her from the collar until early the next morning.  The resort slave left to check back in at the slave kennel.  As she left, she kissed Lori and whispered, “Gringa you are going to have so much adventure and fun when we switch places.  I promise to rock your world!” 

As she left, Lori feigned cheerfulness and eagerness to switch places.  Lori dialed down to the Slave Kennel and made arrangements for Esmeralda to spend the morning and afternoon at the spa.  “She was such a perfect slave,” Lori gushed to the attendant, “she deserves some pampering.”  

Immediately after the call, Lori dressed and went down to the spa desk where she wrote out a quick message for Esmeralda. “Some work things came up that will keep me busy for the morning and early evening.  I will fulfill my promise and draft that Self-Enslavement Form and arrange a meeting with your Kennel Master, Antonio,” she explained.  “I’ll take care of that later this evening.”

Lori then met with the concierge.  “Remember that nearby lady’s boutique you mentioned?  Were you able to contact the owner about opening early this morning?”

“Oh, yes ma’am,” he said with a grin.  “When I told her of the wide range of sexy clothing you wished to buy for your new lover, she was most accommodating.  She is already at the shop waiting for my call.  The taxi is already outside waiting for you.”

Once dropped off at the store, Lori quickly purchased an assortment of styles of sexy sets of lingerie and sheer sets of bedroom nightwear ranging from scandalously short baby dolls to floor length filmy nightgowns.   After buying six sets of the lingerie and six sets of the nightwear, she added a few sets of more formal resort wear for use at the resort restaurants and night club. At checkout, she was well satisfied with establishing a shopping alibi having spent over $2,000 in just 30 minutes.  Lori generously tipped the very happy owner and made arrangements for a taxi to drop off her purchases at the resort.

Then, she briskly walked down the street two blocks to a pharmacy.  Inside, she spoke conspiratorially with the lady pharmacist where she described what she needed for her fiance.  “He just can’t keep up with my demands,” Lori whispered.  “I want this to be a pre-honeymoon practice run with non-stop sex and he seems to be developing a problem with erectile disfunction.  “This calls for drastic action or I will need to find a new lover,” Lori added with a smirk.  “And, it is so hard to find young rich lovers.”

The young woman nodded her head in agreement and volunteered,  “Especially with our Latin men, it is so important that they feel like a powerhouse in bed.  I highly recommend this brand, Trimix.  It is an erectile disfunction medication with three active ingredients: alprostadil, phentolamine, and papaverine.”  She paused and held up a demonstration syringe to show how to apply the shot.  She smirked and commented, “This will restore his finest erection even if he just passed out after an ejaculation.” She flushed in embarrassment.  “I admit,” she whispered, “that one night I was so mad at my lover that when he rolled over drunkenly and passed out after shooting off too quickly that I rubbed this other erectile cream on his dick and then gave him a shot of the Trimax.”  She giggled, “Yes, … I climbed on and got the best ride of my life while he snored away.  The next day, … his dick was so sore but I told him he fucked me so long and hard, … like a possessed demon.”

“Now, you must remember, while some of these ED pills can be used every night, the Trimax is very powerful and can only be used no more than three times in seven days.”

“Perfect,” Lori declared.  “I want a month supply of the Trimax, the pills, and the cream.  Anything left over I can bring back to use in Canada where this stuff is very expensive.”

Satisfied with her purchases which, while bulky, fit within the oversize purse she brought for the shopping expedition.  Lori grabbed a street-side taxi and returned to the resort where she handed the concierge a huge tip as he assured her that all her clothing bags were already waiting for her in the Princess Suite.  “Your recommendation was perfect,” Lori gushed, “thank you so much!”

Lori was back seated at her poolside table by eleven and ordered an early lunch.  She was waiting for Sergei and his two newest ‘friends’ to arrive at the pool.  She ended up slowly eating her lunch with no sign of Sergei.  Finally, after fidgeting for an extra hour, Sergei and the two girls came out about one and headed to the pool.  Lori groaned in anger at the sight of the two freeloading girls that were clearly wearing new tiny bikinis and fashionable pool wraps, likely from the expensive boutique in the resort.  As soon as the threesome pulled up to the poolside bar, Lori quickly left and returned to her suite.  She retrieved a black leather travel bag from her bedroom closet.  She scurried about her suite to gather items she’d set aside over the last two days.  Some things went into the bag and others she would carry.

Then, still naked, she approached the wheeled cart that came with her one-week use of the slave Esmeralda.  She opened the heavy lid.  The left side of the cart was full of various bondage items.  On the right were a variety of costumes, each in individual plastic bags.  Below in a drawer were a variety of fake slave collars.  She pulled out the maid outfit she’d worn before.  She looked at the clothes and still wasn’t sure how Esmeralda figured out she’d folded the uniform wrongly.  Where regular maids wore loose tops and comfortable pants, in hotel colors but akin to nurse scrubs, the slaves wore a very sexy version of a maid’s outfit.

Lori slipped on the white G string.  It barely covered her pussy in the front and in the back it was merely a string that went between her ass cheeks and around her waist.  The bra for the outfit was black, filmy, almost fully transparent and it was only a shelf bra.  Before Lori was sentenced to three weeks slavery for contempt of court, she had been a little bit plump and had small size breasts for her frame.  Three weeks of near continuous sex plus pulling Ponygirl carts around the property had slimmed her down to a perfect size zero.  Sergei didn’t like the look of her itty bitty tits so he had the NLEC Vet augment her breasts to a full C+ size.  On her new slender and muscular frame, the breasts seemed huge.  The forced surgery was yet another reason for hating the slaver.  Now, in the filmy shelf bra, half of her enhanced breasts hung whorishly over the built in shelf that only cupped the bottom of her meaty boobs.

Lori wriggled into the black mini skirt with its built-in white, frilly petticoats underneath and then shrugged her way into the thin, almost transparent blouse.  Lastly, she put on the small white maids cap.

As ready as she could possibly be, Lori rushed into the vestibule and taped her room card under the small table that held a daily arrangement of fresh flowers. Now panting with fear, she slipped on a pair of surgical gloves and then slipped Sergei’s penthouse access card through the reader. It blinked green and the heavy deadbolt slipped back.

Days before, at the poolside lounge chair area, Lori found Sergei’s room card when he was distracted at the poolside swim up bar.  The card was inside his shoe and she smoothly switched it with an expired one she’d stolen from the front desk where there was a basket for guests checking out to deposit their expired cards. Since then, she’d used the card daily to search his suite. 

She arranged a fruit basket and a small tray of chocolate-dipped strawberries on the coffee table. Next was a cold bottle of French Champagne Lori had taken off a catering cart and then chilled in the fridge in her room. She set it down deep into the ice of a champagne stand. Nearly finished, she arranged three champagne flutes on the table. Also taken from the leather case was a small bottle of perfume. She unscrewed the lid and very carefully let 12 drops of the viscous liquid land at the exact bottom of each glass.  The strong knock out drops were a gift from one of Mariana Powers’ contacts. She ran the water in the bar sink water until it was very hot and then flushed out any remaining knock-out drug from the tiny perfume bottle.

Moving to the bedroom, Lori sniffed disdainfully at the musky odor of sex and the filthy bed sheets. Her goal was IDs, credit cards, and cash. She found the two girls’ purses and rummaged through them for everything valuable or capable of making a payment. Each had a cell phone and a tablet. Lori powered them off and put everything in the black bag.

Days earlier, Lori had retrieved the small camera she’d hidden with a view of the small room safe. She was nearly rigid with fear as she hoped he hadn’t changed the safe combination captured by the video camera.  She carefully pushed the four-digit code, 7264, and sighed in relief when it opened.

Inside was the bonanza she’d scouted out earlier in the week; two wallets, a passport, a stack of at least $15,000 in cash, a high-end video camera and a stack of digital media cards, a laptop, and five phones with handwritten notes on each. “Burners?” She thought.  Again, she made sure that everything electronic was turned off and quickly sorted everything into three piles; one pile would be hidden above the elevator vestibule ceiling, one pile would go to the basement incinerator, and the last pile would be sealed into two envelopes.  Satisfied that she’d taken care of everything, she scurried out of the penthouse.

In the vestibule, she climbed on top of the flower arrangement table and reached up to the ceiling where she slipped aside a ceiling tile.  The bag full of cash and valuable jewelry was slipped up above the ceiling and then she reset that panel in place.  Finished with hiding that portion of her booty, Lori returned to the Princess Suite and wrote out what she needed to say on hotel stationary. 

Her last task was the most dangerous.  She had to go into the service elevator alone to dump part of her treasures into the incinerator.  It was easy, … almost too easy.  Lori breathed a huge sigh of relief when she got back to the vestibule.  Now committed to her plan, she saw no other option but to continue with the most dangerous part of her plan;  she slipped back inside Sergei’s suite.

Once hidden in a guest room closet, she settled in for a long wait and racked her brain to see if there was any chance of escape if discovered.

“Sergei should come up from swimming with his new bitches and dig into the champagne and chocolate strawberries.  I hope the knock-out drops hit quickly without giving them time to react.  If so, they’ll wake late tomorrow, with a hellish hangover and not realize right away that their valuables are gone.  Hopefully, they’ll be unable to pay tomorrow night when the hotel demands its once-weekly payment.  Everything should be fine.  The girls will get their critical paperwork and IDs back when the lawyer I hired comes in and asks about any packages for him at the front desk.”

“By then, thanks to Esmeralda’s idea, my alibi should be in place.  It’s only a week,” she thought, “and well worth it if this works.”

She tried to relax and got comfortable for a long wait.

**********

By three, Lori heard Sergei and the girls return from the pool.  The young girls shrieked with happiness at the sight of the champagne and Lori had to listen to loud music and party sounds as her treats were enjoyed.  An hour later, Lori crept out and carefully entered the master bedroom suite.  The room was a mess with swimwear tossed about and three unconscious adults nakedly arrayed on the very rumpled linens of the California King bed.  Lori quickly slipped around the bed to where Sergei laid on his back snoring loudly.  The combination of the champagne and the knock-out drug had worked perfectly. Lori set aside the pile of towels and set the top one aside.  Hidden below it were the tools she needed for the final step of her revenge.

She selected first an empty syringe and stuck the needle through the rubber barrier of a vial of strong sedative.  She carefully injected each of the three naked bodies in the rump with the drug.  Then she took a pre-filled syringe of Trimax and fed the tiny diameter needle into the spongy spongiosum on the side of Sergei’s dick.  Three doses later, Lori casually threw the empty syringes aside to the carpet and began to gently rub a lubricated hand up and down Sergei’s twitching shaft.  She glared at the fat cock as it engorged to its full length and thickness that Sergei had used with devastating effectiveness against her as slave Luscious.  

Nearly finished, Lori took a far-too-small latex cock ring off the pillow, stretched it open, and slid it all the way back to the base of Sergei’s throbbing cock.  She pulled out the lower loop and let it close very tightly around the base of where his ball sack met his cock.  The too small device was already turning Sergei’s blood gorged cock a deeper color of red as the oxygen was used up in the trapped blood.

Her last task was to empty the champagne and tequila bottles and cast them about the room.

**********

At one point just before dawn, Sergei half awoke to a tingling sensation in his cock.  He was lying on his side with his dick stuck in one of the girl’s snatch.  He moaned and began to move his hips.  “Oh, yes, that’s so nice, so tight, yesss.”

He rocked faster and faster, enjoying the sensations on his dick. 

His bedmate groggily grunted her way through three orgasms before rolling away and groaning “Sergei, enough, enough.  Please stop.  You’re more horny than a goat!”

Sergei rolled the other way and felt his dick pop free from her sloppy twat’s clasp.  “Eiiieee!” he moaned.  “I didn’t cum yet,” he wheezed and then slipped back into a deep sleep.

The two women were already half asleep and quickly joined Sergei.

**********

The next time Sergey woke it was to screaming.  Groggily, his head pounding from a horrid hangover, he rolled over to see one of the girls looking at him in horror.

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” she repeated incoherently.  “Sergei, I called the front desk for a doctor, they’ve called for emergency medical service.  The resort nurse from the small clinic is coming up now.”

Sergei looked around the room.  He saw both of his fuck bunnies standing there naked.  “Ah, … I don’t understand.  You both look fine.”

“Sergei,” one of the girls said while pointing down.  “Your cock, … your cock, there’s something very wrong with it.”

Sergei always woke up with morning wood and that’s what he expected to see when he looked down.  “Holy hells!” His cock and his balls were bluish black and grossly engorged.  He touched himself and only felt a faint tingling.  “Oh God!” he said weakly and then he collapsed in shock.

Faintly, like in the background and somehow not about him, Sergei heard more shrieking, weird disjointed noises, and something about clothes and purses.

The resort chief detective walked into the suite using a master key card.  Two naked women were running about tearing cushions off the couches.

“Sergei, where the fuck are our clothes and our purses?” one screeched!”

**********

The doctor put the cap on the empty hypodermic needle.  “He’s calm now,” the doctor said to the girls.  He tried not to leer too much as the women only had towels wrapped around their waists for clothing   “The EMTs should be here soon.”

“Girls, I hope you can help explain what happened here last night.”  He looked towards the three cast aside syringes of erectile dysfunction medicine and the array of pills, creams, and more syringes on the bedside table.  The doctor couldn’t help but smirking.  “In a way,” he told himself, “this looks like poetic justice.  He injected a couple weeks’ worth of erectile dysfunction drug directly into his cock and then was stupid enough to put on a too small cock ring.”

He looked at the two women.  He pointed to the syringes.  “Did he fuck you two horny bitches continuously all night long until he passed out?”  He also looked pointedly at the three empty tequila bottles and the two empty champagne bottles.

The two young girls looked at each other and didn’t know how to answer.  “I’m not too sure.  I do remember waking up in the middle of the night and his cock was inside me.”

Her girlfriend added, “I feel like shit.  My belly aches and my head really hurts.”

“It’s now three in the afternoon,” the doctor said, “all these empty bottles might help explain the horrible hangover you’re complaining about.”  He had little patience for the two fucked out bimbos.

The hotel detective standing in the background was absorbing all this information quietly.  “What was tearing the cushions off the couches all about?” he said.  “Ahhh,” he said as he belatedly realized what was happening.  “Your clothes and purses are gone?”

“Yes,” one of them answered.  “They are gone along with our credit cards, our passports; everything.”

The detective perked up on hearing that.  “An intruder, you say?” he asked.  Without waiting for an answer, he turned and walked through the penthouse suite, paying special attention to the bathroom and closet in the master suite.  He immediately noticed there were no feminine items or clothing anywhere in sight.  There were two suitcases that had airline check tags on them that matched the girls’ names.  He picked one up.  It was clearly empty.

He keyed up the microphone from his walkie-talkie handset and whispered into it so that no one in the other room could hear.  “Amigo,” he said, “check the penthouse elevator videos to see who came up in the last 24 hours.”

Next, he changed a setting on the radio transceiver and keyed the microphone once again.  “Reception,” he said, “we may have a problem in the Presidential Suite.  Send up this week’s bill for Mr. Sergei and the two Gringas that have been staying with him.  I’ll see if there’s a problem.”

Just a few minutes later, and well before the EMT’s arrived, there was a knock on the door.  The detective answered the door and took a pile of paperwork from the elevator boy.  The bill showed almost $10,000 in charges.  “Shit!” the resort detective muttered.  “Somebody is well and truly fucked.”

Heavily sedated by the doctor, Sergei was unaware that the resort detective found the empty room safe.  “Fuck!” he hissed, “Someone was very thorough!  What kind of thief even takes their clothes and the linens from the suite?”  He looked around the suite again and then at the lengthy itemized bill.  “No charges for the gringa sluts.  They don’t owe anything here but might have a hard time leaving without cash for travel home.”  He smiled at the thought of getting his dick in one or both of the bitches.”


36.  An Unplanned Self-Enslavement Alibi

After Lori left Sergei’s Penthouse Suite where she injected his penis with the three shots, she went to her room bar and made herself a double shot of Reposado tequila.  With a shudder, it went down in one gulp.  Lori poured a second glass and took it back to the couch.  Forcing herself to sip, she considered her plan.  “I hope they’ll wake late tomorrow and not realize right away that their valuables are gone and that Sergei’s cock is in serious trouble.  Hopefully, he’ll be unable to pay when the hotel demands its once-weekly payment.”

Lori grinned and remembered that she had paid in advance for her entire three-week visit and added $7,500 extra in case she encountered payment problems of her own.  “Plus, I hid one good credit card in the lining of one of my leather skirts and some cash in the room safe.  Everything else (another $5,000 cash, my other credit cards, my passport, etc) is downstairs in the hotel safe.”

Her plan straight in her head, Lori chugged the last of her second tequila double shot and walked a bit unsteadily to the cart full of bondage gear.  She had already set aside the surprisingly heavy Green Collar identified on the inside as ‘fake – play only’ along with handcuffs and a red ball gag.  The easy part finished, she rummaged through the folders on the right side of the cart until she found several versions of self-enslavement forms in English.  Those she shifted through until she found a simple one-week contract with a section for the applicant to identify the scenario of enslavement.

Lori picked up the phone; it automatically connected her to a VIP concierge desk.  The phone identified the suite, guest name, and preferred language to the operator.  “Good morning, Miss. Neville, how can I help you?”

“Yes, morning, can you connect me with Slave Services?”

“Yes, but of course; connecting you now.”

“Slave Services.  Ah, Miss. Neville, I hope Esmeralda is all you wished for.  How may I help you?”

“Yes, yes, Esmeralda has been perfect,” Lori answered.  “Well, … I have another issue and would like to have one of your senior licensed agents come up to the Princess Suite and discuss it with me.  I recognize that it’s past dinner time, but I understand you provide 24/7 services.   I would also like someone from the slave kennels to escort Esmeralda back up to the Princess Suite for the night.”

“Of course, Miss. I believe our Kennel Master is available.  He will be right up and I’ll take care of the other item.”

While she waited, Lori filled out the form.  Full name, home address, emergency contact person, a one-week period of slavery, role as a ‘naughty maid exchanging places with the resort house slave Esmeralda who is to take the place of Lori Neville and use the suite and hotel services as a free woman during that period’.  Lori thought the contract origination fee of $300 was high but was astonished that the normal use of a resort slave could be as high as $1,000 a day.  “Esmeralda is complementary as a penthouse guest,” she thought.  “Perhaps, regular guest Gringos and Gringas get charged those higher rates.”  After reading everything for accuracy, she added the notation that there were to be no additional fees as she was simply exchanging places with Esmeralda.

What she wrote out freehand in the lower remarks section was that, “I, Lori Neville, want to simply exchange places with the hotel slave Esmeralda for a period of one week.  Since Esmeralda is currently assigned to Lori Neville for that same period, this should be a simple exchange of roles with no hidden fees.  I, Lori Neville will become Esmeralda for that week and she will become Lori Neville during that same period.  ‘Lori Neville’ is authorized to continue using the Princess Suite and all of its services at my expense.  Upon signature, the hotel manager will certify that enough funds have been provided to the hotel to cover all my fees and obligations through the remainder of my stay.”

At the knock on her suite’s door, Lori cautiously peeked through the peephole.  Outside was a tall, lean gentleman in hotel livery with a short coiled whip on one side of his hip and a riding crop on the other side.  A white cowboy hat differentiated him from other hotel staff.  Beside him was a black-haired clone to Esmeralda dressed in the same outfit Lori was wearing and carrying a thick leather satchel.

When let into the room, he raised an eyebrow at Lori dressed as a slave maid.  He pulled the riding crop from his belt.  “On your knees, slave.  Where is your Mistress?  Miss. Lori Neville is her name.”

Lori gulped and immediately knelt down.  She had already snapped the Green Collar on her neck and immediately wondered if it was the right decision.  “Master,” she stammered as she looked down at his snakeskin cowboy boots.  “I, … I, am Lori Neville and I am expecting the Kennel Master of the Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort.  I hope it wasn’t a mistake to put on the collar before we spoke.”

The man grinned lecherously down at her.  “I am Antonio, the Kennel Master with one of our hotel slaves.  This is actually Esmeralda’s sister; also a resort Black Collar slave,” he said as his hand swept toward the buxom woman.  His face took on a stern look.  “However, your being already dressed as a hotel slave means you must act in that role and address me as Master or Kennel Master as we resolve your requests.  If I don’t like whatever your plan is, … I will decide on a punishment for getting caught wearing that collar.  Is that understood?”

Lori gulped.  “Yes, Master, I understand.”

“Good.  I’m going to sit by the coffee table and you will pour me a Negra Modelo in an iced glass from the room bar.  Bring it to the table and kneel down beside me.”

“Yes, Master.” Lori scampered to the bar, fixed his beer and set it down on the table.  She wasn’t happy when Esmeralda’s sister directed her to sit immediately to the Kennel Master’s left on the carpet and then she sat down on the other side of the couch very close to the Kennel Master.

Antonio saw the single sheet of paper on the coffee table and carefully read it through while sipping his beer.  He looked down at Lori and used the end of the riding crop under her chin to tilt her face up toward his.  “You are asking to be one of my putas for a week?”

Lori nodded, “Yes, Master.  I want Esmeralda and myself to change places for the week.  Essentially, I will become Esmeralda and she will become me, Miss. Lori Neville, for that week and she will stay in my Princess Suite.  Since she is already scheduled to be my full-time slave during that period, I hope this switch will be simple.”

Antonio nodded.  “This is some sort of adventure for you as pampered Gringa?”

At her respectful nod and softly spoken, “Yes, Master, it is my wish to explore whether I have strong submissive feelings.”

Antonio grinned and then he carefully initialed each portion of the form that Lori had filled out.  “I can make your requests real.  You understand that by wearing a slave collar in my presence, it already makes you a resort slave?  Signing and stamping this form merely formalizes that you are one of the putas in my stable for the next week.  You will be assigned as the slave to Esmeralda, … I mean Miss. Lori, … yes?”

Lori gulped and nodded her head.  “Yes, Master.  I will spend one week as Esmeralda and be her slave.”  Scared and dismayed at what she was doing, she prayed it would be worth if it Sergei’s punishment went according to plan.

Antonio reached into a pocket and withdrew a tiny key.  He reached down and tugged Lori and her Green Collar closer.  Lori felt him wriggle the key to get into a slot she hadn’t noticed.  She heard a click.

“The collar I will put on you is a real one,” he said with satisfaction.  “In fact, little puta, will actually be Esmeralda’s Black Collar since she explained your plan with me earlier today,” he said as he signed with a flourish and stamped the form.  His voice harshened, “Turn around, whore, and my girl will handcuff you.”

A moment later, Lori found herself dragged to her former bedroom and thrown belly down on the bed.

“Go to the door and wait for your sister, Esmeralda.  Once she’s here, help her get dressed in something nice from this cunt’s closet.”  Antonio reached into the bondage cart and pulled out a heavy leather 3-inch wide barber’s strap.  He put his left hand on Lori’s neck to keep her handcuffed form face-down.  “Now, puta,” he said in a conversational tone, “we have a tradition in most kennels of introducing new slaves to their first-time role with an old-fashioned strapping.  You will count out each of the 20 strokes.  Understand, puta?”

“Yes, Master,” Lori answered in a quivering tone.  “Holy shit!  I didn’t expect this,” she thought.  “Twenty strokes of a heavy leather strap.  Fuck!” While Lori had come to realize that her forced false admission to Esmeralda about wanting to experience slavery for a week by switching roles was her only way to establish a perfect alibi so she couldn’t possibly be implicated in Sergei’s punishment, she wasn’t looking forward to being a sex slave, even Esmeralda’s sex slave.  “Yes,” she told her self silently, “I lightly whipped her a few times, used some light bondage, and forced the Slavegirl to give me dozens of orgasms.  Hopefully, she won’t be seeking revenge.”

The Kennel Master pulled up the short maids skirt that Lori was wearing.  What he saw made him pause.  “You’ve been a slave before?” he asked in surprise.  “Not a pretend bimbo Slavegirl, but a real Slavegirl?  I recognize the format of your ass tattoo, it’s real.  You were a slave in the United States? Don’t lie to me, I know all about NLEC.”

“Oh, fuck. My NLEC tattoo,” she thought.  “Yes, Master,” she had to admit.  “I was a Green Collar girl for three weeks.  It was the penalty for contempt of court administered by a hard-ass judge.”

“Hmmph,” the kennel master muttered. “I’ve read the OPED piece that Mrs. Powers wrote,” he added.  “She spoke of forming the NLEC and described their slave marking system.  Do you have a slave name tattooed above your pussy?”

She whispered, “Yes, it’s Luscious.”

“So, Luscious,” the Kennel Master began in an interested tone, “What specialties were you trained in during those three weeks?”

Lori was silently weeping. “This is going all wrong,” she told herself. “Master,” she answered in a stronger voice, “it was all types of sex, naughty maid service, some bondage, and Ponygirl use.”

“Well slut,” he said softly, “that really changes things.  I’m going to exercise the portion of your contract where it says in the small print ‘management discretion’. You’ll be spending the mornings and afternoons as Esmeralda’s slave just as you requested. Then, you’ll serve a twelve-hour shift from nine in the evening until nine in the morning as one of our Joy Girls.”

“What?” Lori asked numbly.

“It’s obvious, you stupid Gringa bimbo,” Antonio said in irritation.  “I can’t waste talent like yours just being a bedmate for one of my slaves when you’ve already been trained by NLEC as an all-around sex slave.”

“But, … it, … I mean, … that’s not what I intended when I signed the contract. I’m not interested in males, or sex with males,” Lori protested.

The Kennel Master flipped her over on the bed face up and slapped her face. Hard.  Twice. He grinned maliciously, “You should have disclosed that you were previously a slave before I signed the contract.  You do have a right to appeal.  Just beware that to appeal, you have to pre-sign a one year, open-service enslavement agreement that goes into effect if your appeal is denied.” He paused and added, “There has never been a successful Green Collar appeal, especially one wearing a very real Black Collar from a serving slave.”

Lori wept.  But she knew that Mexico had a hard attitude toward disobedient slaves and the Kennel Master could do whatever he pleased.  “I understand, Master.”

“Alright,” he asserted.  “The good news is that you won’t need the introductory strapping.  For this first shift, Luscious, Esmeralda will walk you through the afternoon and evening procedures. At nine you will have showered in the kennels and change into either a puta maid costume of something special for a client.  In the morning, you can return to the Princess Suite and Esmeralda will take over.

“Remember that one year appeal penalty,” he admonished.  “Also, I have the right to report you as unable or unwilling to complete your self-enslavement obligations. That also endures a mandatory one-year enslavement penalty for default on a contract. Now, do you have any questions?

Lori shook her head to the negative.

“Okay, Luscious, ahhh, ... Esmeralda, … I mean your Mistress, Miss. Lori Neville, will show you where the wardrobe room is and she’ll sit with you this afternoon during your first shift in the cocktail lounge.”  As he was leaving, he turned and said, “Good luck, slave Esmeralda.”

Lori immediately noticed when Esmeralda came into the living room wearing one of her nicest cocktail outfits.  Also, her collar had been removed.  “Esmeralda, what happened to your collar?  Is it true that I’ll be wearing your Black Collar?”

Esmeralda immediately slapped her a blow so hard that she fell to her knees.  The enraged Hispanic woman then kicked her in the ribs, … hard.  “Estupida Gringa bitch!  You are puta slave now!”  Angrily, she kicked Lori again.  “I am Mistress Lori Neville and you are a stupid cunt of a slave.  Understand, puta?”

Lori groaned and nodded.  “Sorry, Mistress.  This stupid cunt forgot.  It won’t happen again, Mistress.”  She staggered to her feet and obediently followed the woman.

Thirty minutes later, Lori, now fully in her role as Luscious a resort Joy Girl, was sitting fidgeting on a barstool.  She was in the downstairs lounge nearby reception and sitting next to Esmeralda, the slave she originally arranged to use from the resort sex slave pool.  She was fidgeting because the navy dress she was wearing, provided from the wardrobe in Slave Services, had a plunging neckline that went down to below her belly button.  The back was cut just as daringly.  That plunging line went nearly to the upper edge of the cheeks of her ass.  “I’m 37 and only look amazing in this dress because that fuck Sergei forced me to lose weight and get back in shape.  That’s irony,” she thought.  “I’m trying to get him enslaved or worse and I look hot because he molded my body into something much better.  Ironic.”

Beside her Esmeralda was wearing one of her own modest outfits.  “Don’t expect any sympathy from me,” she sneered at Lori.  “Yes, you treated me nice sometimes and I loved the orgasms, but at the end of the week, I was still going to be a slave; forced to do everything that tourists tell me.”

The bartender came over.  He looked pointedly at Lori but addressed Esmeralda.  “The usual, Miss.?  A tequila for yourself and an ice water with a lime slice for the new puta?” he asked.

“Yes, Jeremy,” she answered and pointed to her bare neck to show she was no longer collared.  “Charge it to my room.  For the next week, please call me Miss. Lori or Miss. Neville.  Oh,” she added, “and add a $10 tip, dear.”

Jeremy chuckled as he walked away.  “Amazing,” he muttered, “I thought I’d seen everything.”

Lori sat sipping her water and really wishing for a tequila herself.  She watched Jeremy chatting up a tall, lean Mexican gentleman on the other side of the bar.  He palmed some cash from the man and approached Esmeralda. 

“Miss Neville,” he said with a grin.  “The gentleman across the bar just picked your puta for the $50 table service.  Explain what that means to the bimbo.”

Lori disliked the bartender’s sarcastic tone and his command of the English language that let him needle her.  “He is a piss-ant!” Lori told herself.

“Okay, Luscious, time for your first customer,” Esmeralda explained with a grin.  “When this happens, the deal is Jeremy will direct you over to a reserved corner booth.  There is a bit of privacy and your client has you for the next half hour.  He can do whatever flirty conversation and touchy-feely he wants.  Just, no fucking, that’s a different service; if he decides on real sex, it’s an additional $100.  So, each time a client fucks you, it’s $150 in profit for the resort.”

Esmeralda paused and smirked.  “At the table, when your time with the customer is almost up, he’ll signal you to go under the table.  That’s when you give him your best blow job.  Once you swallow everything and lick him clean, it’s done.  Thank him and go report back to Jeremy unless he pays extra to use you for real sex.  Now, let’s go.”

Lola swallowed deeply and followed her minder/trainer toward the corner booth.  On the way, Esmeralda stopped her briefly and whispered, “Part of the deal is a single glass of champagne for you.  Don’t drink more than half because after you swallow his cum, you’re going to need the second half to get rid of cum breath.”

The Mexican rose as she approached the table with Esmeralda closely following behind.  Lori sat down nervously where her ‘date’ indicated and then scooted across the booth toward the wall where the gentleman sat. 

“You are a Gringa, an American?” he asked politely as she tried to adjust her short shirt under her butt.  She gave up, sliding on the soft leather of the booth’s bench had dragged her short skirt completely off her ass.  The narrow g-string didn’t do anything to stop her butt from sticking to the leather upholstery.

During her slide and shifting in the booth, his eyes never left her wobbling bare breasts playing peek-a-boo through the sluttish but very fashionable plunging neckline.

“Yes, Master,” she replied softly in a nervous tone.  She nearly pulled back when his hand grabbed her wrist and firmly dragged her hand to his crotch.  Under the loose silk trousers, Lori was certain his already hard cock was unencumbered by underwear.

Leaving her hand in place, Lori shuddered when his hand reached up to softly caress her cheek.

“You are very lovely,” he mused aloud.  “My friend the bartender says this is your first date and that you are here willingly.  Perhaps you are paying a penance?”

Lori trembled as the hard dick twitched under her hand.  “Thank you, Master,” she replied in her soft voice, “that’s a very polite way to describe how I ended up here today.  I’m not sure it was a good plan.”

The Mexican couldn’t help but smirk at the novice’s innocence.  “You must learn to realize that if I like what I get from you, … then, … it is certainly a good plan.”  After a moment to observe the puta’s reaction, he added in a softer tone, “I see that Esmeralda is helping you today,” as he nodded to where the woman sat at a table where she could observe everything.  “She’s looking especially fashionable today; and without her collar.”  He paused and added, “Do you know anything about that?”

Lori glanced over at Esmeralda who was staring intently at her.  “I don’t like the glitter of cruelty in her eyes,” Lori thought. 

Neither of them noticed the small high resolution camera cube that was aimed their way from under the concealment of a flower arrangement.

Lori hung her head in shame and admitted, “Yes, Master, she’s my minder, … today I’m her slave, … a resort Joy Girl in a Black Collar.”

“Yes,” the unnamed Mexican said in a compassionate voice, “and Jeremy tells me you have a slave tattoo and a slave name of Luscious?”

Embarrassed beyond belief, Lori merely nodded her head.

His hand again caressed her cheek.  He smiled at her look of apprehension as he continued his caress down to a shoulder.  “You are rightly named,” he said softly as his fingers slipped under the shoulder of the dress and slipped it down all the way to her elbow.  “Yes,” he continued with a hiss of appreciation at the sight of her taut, perky C+ enhanced breasts, “you are indeed luscious.”  He idly snapped a finger at each nipple bell.  The resulting tinkling wasn’t very loud but the sound was distinctive enough to draw attention.

Lori continued to shiver.  She looked down and was astonished that her nipples were as swollen and aching as never before.  The bell dangling from each nipple shifted and tinkled again.  She resisted fixing her dress as his fingers caressed the naked breast.  His fingers tugged again on her belled nipples.

“I want to see your ass tattoo,” he asked abruptly.  Then in a harsher command voice, “Slave, Luscious, kneel up on the bench with your head facing the wall.”

Lori crept up as commanded and laid her face down on the leather bench.  Tears dribbled down from each eye at how her plan of revenge had gotten off track and had now backfired.  “I did this to myself just to get revenge from Sergei,” she told herself.  At his next command, she reached back and pulled her very short skirt up over her rump and all the way to her waist.

She jerked as the man’s fingers explored her tattoo and then the rest of both cheeks.  She flushed in humiliation as he found her clit and lightly pinched it, Lori shivered a different way as she had a mini orgasm; her female lovers knew that her clit was guaranteed to make her lose control, guaranteed to give her earth-shattering orgasms.

Lori didn’t see Esmeralda step forward with Lori’s own cell phone and zoom in on the man’s hand now vigorously twiddling her pussy.  Lori’s slave brand was caught in every picture and the short video. 

Lori was surprised when the man easily lifted her up, spun her around, and impaled her on his cock.  “Ughh!” she grunted as the entire thing sunk unerringly balls deep.  Her feet were on the bench seat on each side of the Mexican and her knees were up by his shoulders as all her weight was taken by his strong grip.

“Oh, you are a beautiful bitch!” he exclaimed as her hot core enveloped every bit of his cock.

Dimly, Lori became aware that her dress was now puddled at her waist and her titties were in full view of the room.  She saw Lori videoing the sex and realized, “She’s using my phone, … she has access to all my contacts.  Oh, that bitch!”

“You fucker!” she gasped as he lifted her up again to slam her back down in his cock.  Her nipple bells tinkled each time she was thrown down on his cock.  “What happened to only touchy-touchy and a blowjob at the table?” she whimpered.

She got no reply, only a hungry mouth chewing around her nipple rings and even more energetic pistoning up into her cunt.  The ringing of the bells and the sloppy sounds of a drooling cunt being hammered vigorously brought a couple of bar patrons over to look.  Drinks in hand, they cheered on her rapist.

“It’s only 150 bucks to fuck the sex-crazy Gringa,” Esmeralda told the watchers.  “Pay Jeremy and reserve a 30-minute slot.  Trust me, it’ll be worth it.”

Later, when the Mexican gentleman sat down at the bar again beside Esmeralda, she leaned over and asked, “Well, Commissioner, how was she?”

He looked back at her, thought for a moment, and started with “Well, her motor was a bit slow to get going, mostly because she was scared shitless.  I suspect that other than her three weeks slave time in the US that she doesn’t have much experience with men.  But, … when I took away her options by pinching her nipples and her clit; it was like a different persona clicked in.  So, overall, I’d say she was a hot, juicy, and tightly clasping fuck.  And she’s got a brain that will be fun to short circuit with a forced orgasm or two.  Bottom line, the resort will make a lot of money off this bitch.”

“Yes, I noticed she was probably brilliant in her own way but a mindless bimbo when being sexed in any way.  Commissioner, what about her longer-term stamina, say for another month or two?  Her contract right now is only for a week.”

The Mexican smiled and looked intently at Esmeralda.  “Ahhhh, … I see, … yes, as your local Slave Commissioner, I think we can work something out.  You can pass that determination on to your Kennel Master.”

Esmeralda’s brain was whirling with schemes and ideas after the corrupt official left.

Six hours later, and far beyond a normal shift, Lori was fucked out after being mounted and fucked by twelve men over the six hours; generating $1,800 in profit for the resort.  They broke in every one of her holes, multiple times.

Antonio had joined Jeremy and Esmeralda during the last hour and observed the frenzy.

“Jeremy, give Luscious an hour to shower and eat,” Antonio ordered.  “Then schedule whatever you can until dawn.  Get the bitch nailed as much as you can while she’s still fresh meat.”  Then, Antonio sat back to enjoy his drink.  

Esmeralda approached him and stood respectfully beside him.  “Master,” she said hesitantly.  “Earlier, Senor Jorge Hurtado, the State Slave Commissioner was the first one to use the new bitch.  Jeremy called to offer him first use of the new stock.” She swallowed and continued at Antonio’s silent nod.  Well,” she continued, “He gave a glowing review and I asked him about longevity; like, how long she could continue performing at this level and attracting resort clients.  Master, he knew what I was implying since he knew her contract was only for a week and he said that he was willing to work with you to make a better, longer-term arrangement with the slave.”

Antonio was stunned.  “There is a chance to keep this new goldmine for more, maybe much more than one week?  Esmeralda, spend a few hours tonight while Luscious is working to get as much quality video as possible.  Then itemize all her phone contacts and find out where they live and their relationship with Lori Neville.  She gave you access to her phone, laptop, and social media?”

“Yes, Master,” Esmeralda said with a smile. 

“Pay attention to me!  Do this right and you may be Miss. Lori Neville for a few more weeks, maybe even months.

“Oh, my God, Master!  You are the best!” she gushed.

By now, the Mexican gentleman returned to the bar and sat down next to Antonio the resort Kennel Master.  “Antonio, I’ve been thinking,” he said.  “Your new bitch is making you what $300 an hour right now?”

Antonio just nodded to the State Slave Commissioner.  He was waiting to see where the conversation was going.

“We’ll, midnight to eight in the morning is eight more hours,” the gentleman said, “that’s $2,400.

“Yes,” Antonio said, “the problem is that she has to have downtime if she starts at midnight and go all night; and, that’s lost income.  But, yes, once she gets to work at midnight, its potentially $2,400 in pure profit.”

“Alright, then, … I’m feeling generous.  I’ll pay $2,500 for exclusive use midnight to eight in the morning.”

At Antonio’s nod, Señor Jorge Hurtado added, “Drop her off in a bondage room at midnight along with two Viagra and a couple of lines of cocaine.  I’m looking forward to fucking her all night in every possible bondage position.  The cocaine should keep her awake and enjoying mind-blowing sex whether she wants it or not.”

Antonio nodded again and thought how he needed to explain to the new Miss. Lori Neville that her slave would be very wrung out and exhausted when delivered to her suite in the morning.


37. Unraveling Lori’s Scheme and the Consequences

Two weeks later, Esmeralda lie panting on her belly in near virtual exhaustion.  She had just collapsed atop her former Mistress that was now a temporary slave.  Lori’s slavery had already been extended by Antonio the Resort Kennel Master and Esmeralda was becoming addicted to Lori’s world-class cunt licking skills.  Esmeralda’s cunt was even now still pushed strongly down on Lori’s helpless face.  Lori was spread-eagle face-up underneath the Latina with her cuffed wrists strapped upward to the bed’s headboard and her cuffed ankles strapped wide apart to the footboard.  Esmeralda sniffed at the musky smell of her slave’s cunt.

Limp-muscled, she rolled off the sweaty bitch, disconnected a single arm and a single leg strap.  She forced Lori to roll over onto her belly and then adjusted the four straps now holding Lori belly-down on her own bed.

Esmeralda sighed in contentment.  “I love being free!” she thought.  She looked askance at the woman beside her that had stupidly changed places with a resort Joy Girl slave.  She idly traced the two tattoos on the slut’s right haunch; top left on the rump, the NLEC logo and United States Slave Registration Number and top right, the newly applied Resort Logo and Mexican National Slave Registration Number.  Her finger paused.  “What if she’s not just some horny American slut on vacation that lets her pussy overrule her brain?  Why was she was so nervous before offering to temporarily switch places?”

She paused in extended thought.  “Something about this just doesn’t seem right,” she told herself.  “She admitted using my sexy maid costume and her ‘need’ to experience slavery.  But, … supposedly she spent three hated weeks as a slave at NLEC for contempt of court.  If she hated it that much, … no, … it just doesn’t make sense.”

Esmeralda looked down at her bed toy.  Resolved to find out more, she slipped naked out of bed and opened up the slave cart.  Deciding to skip the riding crop and light-weight cat, she pulled out a heavy 3-inch-wide leather strop.  The double layered strop was stiff and could inflict drastic pain and damage.  “Hope this is worth it,” she thought, “I don’t want Antonio to punish me for tearing up his prized cunt.

With no warning, Esmeralda swung the strop harshly downward on Lori’s pale ass.

“Heeeiiii!” Lori shrieked.  The pain was so shocking she couldn’t add anything else beyond gasping for breath at the pain. She whimpered, her brain too locked up in pain to even scream for it all to stop.

Esmeralda added a second equally hard swing on her other ass cheek.

“Heeeiiii!”

**********

“Okay, so, … let me get this straight. You and your lady lover are rabidly anti-slavery?  She’s co-owner and lead investor in the National Equestrian Livestock Center? You stood up for her in court and got slapped with a three week enslavement penalty for contempt? Then, to top it all off, you both are secret leaders in a terrorist cell rebelling against approval of the judicial enslavement act?  Holy shit!”

“Yes,” Lori whimpered weakly after being forced to confess everything.  Esmeralda was merciless in her interrogation. “And I came down here just to get revenge with Master Sergei.”

“So you self-enslaved just for an alibi after I pushed you for an explanation about using my maid outfit?  You only self-enslaved to cover-up something that you did some days ago to Master Sergei? You stole everything from him and those two girls and then framed him? Then you did something to make him lose his dick and balls?”

“Yes,” Lori admitted.  “Please, … don’t hurt me anymore.  I’ve told you everything.  It’s all true.”  She paused for a moment.  “But, it wasn’t all evil.  I protected those two young naïve girls because they didn’t need to get punished like that bastard Sergei.  I knew that they moved out of their economy room and into Sergei’s room.  So, ahead of time, I phoned a local lawyer to do a welfare check on the girls every day and pre-paid a huge cash reserve in case he needed to pay the girls’ room charges and any fees.  I used Sergei’s credit card to pre-pay for double the amount they budgeted for the room and services and then I threw a couple of extra thousand dollars into the mix. The lawyer also had instructions to get them first class tickets back home to the states.

Esmeralda sat down beside Lori to think. “This bitch just admitted attacking and emasculating a free person in freaking Mexico of all places. She looked down at Lori. “You’re a stupid bitch,!” she hissed. “If Master Antonio finds out about this, the least of what will happen is you’ll get lifetime enslavement. And, it won’t be nice like you just being my plaything.  Our local State Slave Commissioner will certainly become involved and he likes totally humiliating rich, pampered, self-centered, spoiled putas.”

“Maybe he doesn’t need to know,” Lori whispered.  “I have access to money,” she admitted hesitantly with trepidation. “I can buy both our freedoms,” she added hopefully.  “If you helped me, we could both get free.” After she admitted to having money, she sat silent.  Inwardly, Lori had become very worried that her extended involuntary period of slavery might end up being months, … or even longer until Antonio tired of having a popular White Gringa cunt in his stable of Slavegirl whores. 

Esmeralda scoffed. “It would take a lot of money to make Master Antonio interested in arranging with the resort management and their lawyers so that our freedom could be bought.  Plus, being free and poor in Mexico isn’t an option for either of us.”

There was long silence in the room.

Lori was scared shitless about what she just revealed. “If she gets to my money, “she thought, “A double-cross could mean I end up a slave forever down here. Antonio has already extended my enslavement well beyond the one week in my contract.”

Esmeralda was also quiet. For the first time in a long time, she was considering a potential pathway to freedom.

Finally, Lori broke the silence. “I may be able to get access to money, … a lot more money,” she admitted. “I have my own personal account with about $500,000. That should easily buy our freedom from the resort and pay a substantial bribe to your Kennel Master. I’d be willing to split the money in my other account with you.”  She moaned quietly before adding, “It’s a lot of money. It’s not really mine. But I control the account and use it to fund anti-slavery missions.”

“How much more can you access?” Esmeralda asked softly.  Her hand reached over to grab a golden bell hanging from Lori’s nipple.  She tugged on it gently to reinforce her question.

“I think it’s over, … just over, … $12 million.”

“Holy Madre de Dios,” Esmeralda cursed to herself.

“Do we have a deal?” Lori asked hopefully.  “I could steal money from that $12 million account and we could live somewhere else in luxury.”

“Yes.  It might work but you have to leave me in charge of all the details.”

“Will that mean you treat me nicer?” Lori asked in a worried voice.

Esmeralda didn’t hesitate to give her answer. She ignored the heavy leather strop and picked up the riding crop and immediately rained down 10 more full-force punishing blows on Lori’s left ass.  “Stupid Black Collared Cunt! If anyone even begins to suspect that I’m treating you nicely, they may figure out what we’re planning. So, Puta Mia, the answer is no, I will treat you even more harshly. You will remain my bitch until I can get this plan in motion.  You will also continue to be Antonio’s resort puts!”  Now that she was certain Antonio would forgive her for bruising the puta, she slammed down 10 more vicious blows with the riding crop.

“Tomorrow,” Esmeralda hissed, “you will give me access to all your phone and computer contacts. Then, you will walk me through moving money from those two accounts into new untraceable ones controlled only by the two of us.”

Esmeralda was computer savvy enough to realize that once the accounts were created, she would simply login later on and change the access passwords. “The only worrying thing,” she told her self, “is which name to put the accounts under?  I bet the accounts are anonymous and unreported anywhere. I think you only need to know the account numbers and passwords.”

Lori couldn’t control her weeping and sobbing. The pain was horrific.  Twenty harsh strokes of the riding crop after the deep punishing impacts of the leather strop against her ass left welts and bruises that would hurt her for days upon days. When she recovered enough to even begin to process what Esmeralda just told her, she knew, sadly, that it was impossible to ask if the slave she was impersonating could possibly be trusted.

Esmeralda picked up the phone while Lori continued to sob beside her. “Guest services,” she asked when the phone was picked up. “Please send someone to bring Slave Esmeralda downstairs to the kennel. I’d like my puta to be a little more properly submissive. Perhaps a hot sauce enema might convince her to be properly subservient, obedient, and submissive?”

“Oh,” Esmeralda added into the telephone, “I want the bitch gagged the whole time. I don’t want to have you listening to her cries for mercy and false schemes to get better treatment.”

Esmeralda leaned over it and tenderly kissed Lori on the cheek. “Puta Mia,” she whispered, “I truly do love you. And I’m sorry you have to go through this. But we have to convince everyone that you’re truly being treated like a slave; and are in fact a slave, new to the Collar and needing correction.”

Antonio reviewed the punishment form just given him by Guest Services and frowned.  He made a couple of changes on the form and told the Kennel Slave, “I don’t often over rule a guest, but, change it to a lesser punishment.  Do the ginger dildo treatment for three hours.  Keep the bitch tightly gagged in a severe hogtie with the aggressive alligator clamp nipple clips.” 

When the attendant nodded, Antonio added, “After the three hours, give her a soothing enema and aromatic douche.  I need her fresh and beautiful for her Joy Girl shift.  Any questions?”

“No, Master Antonio.”

**********

Late that afternoon, Esmeralda approached Antonio with a proposition.  “I think that I’ve found a reference to some hidden funds in Lori’s notes, Antonio.”

Antonio’s face showed his clear unhappiness at the slave’s casual use of his name.  He still wasn’t used to how seriously Esmeralda took her new temporary identity as Lori.  He held his tongue because it was important that Esmeralda continued to update Lori’s social media pages with resort and area images and descriptions of the fun that she was having on her extended vacation. 

“Look, Esmeralda,” he hissed, “I’m only extending this craziness about you being Lori because when her contract ran out after a week, the only way I could keep our clients happily tapping her cunt was for her to actually be you, the real resort slave.  Señor Jorge Hurtado, the Slave Commissioner went along with it since we didn’t have to fake contracts, only make new identity papers for the both of you; you becoming Lori and Lori becoming slave Esmeralda.”  Inwardly, Antonio much appreciated the extra earnings that slave Lori brought to the Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort and the bonuses shared with him by management.  He was receiving one third of Lori’s fees, a significant extra income in the depressed economy of Mexico. “Our Mexican clients very much like a unique opportunity to fuck a newly enslaved Gringa bitch,” he told himself.

“It’s just over $500,000,” she whispered as if someone might overhear their conversation.  In reality, Esmeralda had found where Lori transferred almost $4 million of Sergei’s Caribbean off-shore funds to a series of newly created, and locked accounts.  Plus, Esmeralda had full access to Lori’s personal $500,000 account and the more than $12M joint account with Mrs. Mariana Powers.  Using Lori’s personal information, Esmeralda moved all Sergei and Mariana’s funds into a huge, new account and set up a password sequence that only she knew.  She left the $500,000 in a separate account.

At Antonio’s instant look of interest, Esmeralda continued with her idea while masking the entirety of the wealth she discovered.  “I was able to find the account number but found nothing related to the password.”  She paused and gauged Antonio’s look.  “Boss, I believe I can convince her to make two different transfers completely emptying out that account.”

“Go ahead,” Antonio said with a scowl.  “Remember, if this scheme of yours doesn’t work out, I’ll work with the Commissioner to revoke Lori’s – your freedom – and punish you drastically for your insolence.   Remember, with your new identity, there is a contract that shows you’ve finished your self-enslavement but I can still push forward a breach of contract and you’d lose your freedom.”

Black-haired Esmeralda, dressed in the finest resort wear that she had charged to the real Lori locked eyes with the slaver.  “Yes, … I understand,” she answered with a shiver of fear, “but this is too good a deal for you to pass on.  For the first step of my plan, Lori will transfer the hotel $125,000 and transfer you the same amount.  Then, you will release both of us to leave.”

At his look of protest, Esmeralda held up a hand.  “Send a minder with us, of course, to be sure the remaining $250,000 is transferred.  But,” she paused with a look of seriousness, you will give me documentation transferring Esmeralda to me, Lori Neville, along with a certification of payment accomplished for any resort bills in Lori’s name.  Then, once we get to the islands, I’ll have her transfer the second set of funds; another $125,000 to the hotel and the same to you again.  Think boss, you lose me and one collared slut but personally gain $250,000 plus a bonus from management.  Aren’t they paying you one-third of the slave’s earnings?  Isn’t that something like another $83,000 bonus?”

Antonio nodded his head.  “I agree.  But, puta, you fuck with me and I’ll make you so miserable you’ll be begging for death while I cut little pieces off your body with a dull knife.”

“Deal, boss!” Esmeralda answered with a grin.  She was now less worried that there might be a hiccup in her plan.  “This will work!” she told herself.

That very afternoon, Esmeralda took Lori to the spa.  While she waited outside Lori’s treatment room, Esmeralda made the first fund transfers.  Then she locked the laptop and went into another treatment room for her own procedures.  Esmeralda had arranged for the spa to begin the removal of Lori’s tattooed NLEC slave stamp and registration number and to have it replaced with the identical tattoo that had been on Esmeralda’s right rump.  Her old slave name above her cunt was to be removed and replaced with Esmeralda.

The spa girls looked at her like she was crazy.  But, after a phone call, Antonio came up and signed an authorization form.

It hurt, but each sting brought a renewed smile to Esmeralda’s face.  She was removing any trace of Esmeralda from her new Lori body.  Next, Esmeralda endured a hair trim and dyed hair to show she was now blonde, matching Lori’s hairstyle in her United States passport phono.  They even dyed her eyebrows and Esmeralda’s black pubic hair was removed by laser treatment.  She didn’t need Lori’s old NLEC tattoo because Lori had explained in detail how in the United States, there was never a connection between a free woman’s identity and a slave’s identity, even for her court-ordered temporary enslavement.

Esmeralda wanted no hint that her new Lori body had ever been a slave.

In her treatment room, Lori was given a sedative.  She was too groggy to be surprised when they tightly restrained her and began laser treatments to remove every bit of hair on her pubic mound and to remove the NLEC slave tattoo and slave registration number from her rump and the name Luscious on her pubic mound.  Lori was in that zone of anesthesia where one doesn’t remember what occurred while the drug was active.  She never felt or realized when the laser head was replaced by a tattoo needle.  The technician carefully tattooed ‘ESMERALDA’ on her pubic mound.  When that was finished, the technician then ensured that the newly tattooed Gran Espiritu del Mar slave stamp and Esmeralda’s Mexican Slave Registration number were pristine beside the removed NLEC tattoo.  The spa technicians tattooed permanent Latina-style makeup on her face.  Lastly, Lori’s hair and eyebrows were dyed a deep black color so that her appearance somewhat matched that of Esmeralda.

As Antonio promised, the resort’s slave database photos were changed to show Lori Neville with her new black hair in the database file for enslaved Esmeralda.  Those updates were sent on to the Mexican Federal Slave Registration Database.  The real Esmeralda, now Lori, became a dual United States and Mexican citizen with Lori’s brand-new Mexican Passport showing Esmeralda’s new blonde hair and shorter hairstyle.  Esmeralda could now flawlessly use either her new Mexican Passport or Lori’s original passport since she was close enough in appearance on the U.S. passport.  Plus, Esmeralda was fortunate that Lori’s fingerprints, DNA, or biometric data had never been recorded in case she was deeply screened by US immigration authorities.

That evening, Esmeralda met a final time with Master Antonio at one of the resort restaurants.  “You’ve made an amazing transformation, Lori,” Antonio said in all seriousness.  “You know, if it weren’t for the money, I’d never let you go.  Esmeralda was a talented sex slut and Joy Girl but as Lori, … you are wonderful.”

Esmeralda blushed.  She knew that her head and face could pass a quick scrutiny as Lori.  “My tits are the same size,” she’d told herself earlier when she stood naked side-by-side with an equally naked Lori.  “My booty is bigger, and Lori’s musculature is a bit more defined than mine.”  She had canted her head and watched her grin in the mirror, “I’m a bit younger but can use make-up to hide that so, … yes, I can fake my way through any passport control.”

Master Antonio looked at the fake Gringa as they finished a light meal and sipped coffee.  He felt a stirring in his pants.  “You won’t mind leaving your sister here as one of my slaves?”

Esmeralda snorted.  “No!  Good riddance!  You can have the conniving bitch!  She’s the reason we got enslaved in the first place.”

“Well,” Antonio smirked, “the problem is that she’s a lousy fuck and all she’s good for is following me around like some kind of helper.  Even when I beat her into trying to be as enthusiastic as possible; she’s still a dead fuck; nothing at all like you are.”

“Hmmph!” Esmeralda huffed with no sympathy for her sister.  “Consider renting her out for a month at one of the state-owned whore houses.  Maybe that will provide her enough motivation to become a wild and enthusiastic fuck when she gets back here to the resort.  They like to use metal clothes hangers to whip reluctant whores into better performance.  Then, show her how much easier life is here as one of your whores.”

Before Antonio could mull over and respond to Esmeralda’s harsh recommendation, the waiter came up to the table.  “Anything else, Master Antonio?”

“Yes,” he said.  He reached into his wallet and withdrew a $50 bill.  “Take this to Antonio at the lounge bar.  Tell him it’s from Miss. Lori Neville in the main dining room.”

Esmeralda’s face fell as the waiter left.  “You can’t be serious.  I’m a free woman, … a Gringa, … you can’t do this to me now.  And, this isn’t allowed in the main dining room.”

Antonio smiled.  “This is a game that any man or woman can play while I’m the Slave Master.  Also, I set the rules and set punishments in this resort.  It’s been a while since I’ve had a Gringa grovel naked under my table.”  He stared into Esmeralda’s eyes.  “Do this to your normal level of excellence, and you are free to leave in the morning.”

Esmeralda hesitated.  “You’d pass up the second round of payments for a blowjob?”  When his face remained stoic, she nodded softly.   “Alright, … you bastard,” she whispered.

“But,” Antonio interjected as she started to slip forward on her chair, “I want you naked when you suck my cock.” 

His voice had hardened and Esmeralda knew he wanted to have the last word in their deal.  She reached down to unzip her skirt first.  Her hands grabbed the waistband and tugged skirt and panties down over her heels in one move.  She froze when Antonio held out his hand.  She gulped and handed across both clothing items.  Glancing around the restaurant to be sure nobody noticed, she realized it was futile.  At least two tables were already staring intently at her.  Esmeralda slowly unbuttoned her blouse.  Keeping it closed, she reached between the front halves of the blouse and undid the front clasp of her bra.  Desperately, she shrugged them off and sat, one arm across her naked breasts and the other holding out the blouse and bra.  Antonio waited for long seconds before he took the clothes and nodded. 

“I’ll forget that you tried to hide your titties since you’ve moved on to being a free woman,” Antonio said with a sneer.

Esmeralda blushed and quickly slipped under the table.  From female titters from both sides, she knew that more than the two tables were aware of her scandalous moves.

At least one male American voice whispered, “Holy shit!  Only in Mexico.”

Esmeralda found Antonio’s belt already undone and his slacks and underwear were puddled atop his cowboy boots.  She reached up to grasp the cock she’d sucked and fucked so many times as a resort slave.  Now, she was going to publicly become a cocksucker and endure an automatic 24-hour self-enslavement penalty.  With a silent sigh, she pulled the stiff shaft toward her face and set the entire rounded knob in her mouth.  She let her throat vibrate to best arouse the Kennel Master.  Her hands gathered slobber from her mouth and encased the shaft in a clasping grip not unlike her talented vaginal shaft.  She sucked and relaxed the suction.  She repeated the move only shifting her entire head forward with the beginning of her sucking.  Still maintaining suction, she pulled back, drawing a vacuum on his cock.

Above her, Antonio grunted.  He’d almost forgotten what a talented cocksucker the former slave had become.  He looked around and saw a table of two brunettes, probably young vacationing Gringas, staring wide-eyed at him.  At another table, a red-faced man tried to distract his wife or girlfriend sitting with him from watching the scene.  She was licking her lips, fascinated by this man who coerced a woman to strip naked in a restaurant and go under his table to give him a blowjob.

Antonio felt Esmeralda drop her lips all the way down his shaft.  At 8 full inches of fat fuckstick, he was always amazed at how easily Esmeralda could get him all the way down her throat; especially given the poor alignment of his cock and her throat.

The waiter interrupted Antonio’s thoughts.  “Is everything alright, Master Antonio?” he asked pointedly looking at the clothes. 

“Yes, the meal was perfect.  Give me a bit more time to enjoy desert.  I’d like a cognac as well.” Antonio told the waiter who was smirking in amusement.  “In the meantime, please box these up,” the Kennel Master added while pointing to the pile of clothing heaped on the table.  “I’ll take them with me when she finishes, but I’ll also need a Green Collar and leash.”

The waiter nodded his head respectfully and gathered up the armload of clothes.  He headed back to the kitchen to box them up.

Antonio held up a hand and beckoned the prettiest of the pair of women to come over.  Hesitating a moment to consult with her friend, the brunette self-consciously walked over and sat at the chair beside Antonio.  They sat in silence for a long uncomfortable moment for the woman.  Antonio broke the silence.  “She owed me a favor,” he offered with a grin.  “Go ahead, lift up the tablecloth and look.”

The woman looked around the room.  Her friend and the other couple at the nearby table were staring at her.  She grinned.  “Why the fuck not?” she whispered and pulled the tablecloth all the way up.  She gasped at the sight of the naked red-faced woman underneath with her lips fully against the man’s pubic hair.  Fascinated, she couldn’t look away. “That’s some cocksucker,” reflectively slipped out of her mouth.

Antonio gestured to the other young woman and pointed to the other seat beside him.  A moment later, and a brunette sat on each side of him with Esmeralda’s seat opposite him now the only empty seat.  Both women were softly whispering as they stared under the table at Esmeralda continuing her blowjob.

The second woman gasped when Esmeralda pulled all the way off for a moment and a thick strand of drool led from the proud tip of the 8-inch-cock to her red lipstick-coated lips.  “Fuck!” she exclaimed.

“Holy shit!” the other said.

“That’s some cock!” they whispered in unison. 

At the other table, the woman said something to the man and his face turned beet red.  He shook his head.  The woman hissed something back at him.  He threw down his napkin and stormed off.  Antonio watched in amusement.  “This drama is helping me resist her cocksucking skills,” Antonio told himself.

He was surprised when the woman approached and sat in Esmeralda’s chair.  “I’m Julian Schmitt vacationing here from Munich, Germany,” she said as she held out her hand.

Bemused, Antonio shook Julian’s hand and answered, “I’m Master Antonio, the Resort Kennel Master.”

“So, … is this the entrance to the famous magic rabbit hole?” she asked with a grin as she set her purse on the table.  Unlike Esmeralda, she casually started stripping from her blouse down.  Her breasts were tight and perky; Antonio, an expert in female slave flesh judged her to be mid-twenties with an athletic body.  She handed across her blouse and bra and unabashedly slipped her loose trousers and panties down to her heels.  As she handed them across, she whispered, “I’ll take whatever she’s getting,” she said pointing under the table.  “My husband cheated on me and this is the beginning of my payback.”  She slipped down beside Esmeralda.

Esmeralda was surprised when a naked brunette joined her under the table on her right side.  The woman reached across her back and grabbed a handful of her left breast while using her other hand to reach under and gently cradle Antonio’s balls.  Their faces joined together at Antonio’s cock.

Above the table, Antonio couldn’t help but grin at the two women staring at him, one on either side. The waiter approached and hesitated when he saw the two ladies and another pile of clothing.  He set down the cognac, a Green Collar, and a leash.

“Box these up as well along with the purse,” Antonio said with a smirk, “and bring a second set of Green Collars and leashes so I can take both sluts to my room.”

One of the women squirmed and looked inquisitively at her friend.  She turned to the waiter and announced, “I’m Vicky Thomas and this is my vacation, too.  Please bring another leash and Green Collar for me.”  She stood up without embarrassment and stripped.  She threw her purse and clothes on top of the table and dove under to join the now crowded blowjob session.

Dumbfounded, the first woman to come to the table shook her head at the waiter and said, “No leash for me, but bring me a crop and a double cognac.  This gaggle of naked leashed bitches might be hard for one man to herd through the hotel to his room.”  She reached out to grab Antonio’s hand and offered, “I’m Hanna Holm, sister to the slut that just jumped under the table.  Vicky’s been telling me her husband and married life are boring.  If you hurry up and paint the faces of those three bitches, we can form up a coffle of three naked girls and move on to your room through the most public spaces of the resort.  My idea of fun is to spend the night sharing these sluts with you.”

Antonio grinned.  “Hanna, that’s not a bad idea.”  He handed two more $50 bills to the smiling waiter.  “To Jeremy from Antonio,” he said.  “This makes it a total of three horny white slut Gringa doing under table blowjobs.  Tell him I’ll pay $100 cash for each one I end up fucking.”

Hanna tilted her head, interested in what just transpired.  “I’ve never heard of a man having to pay for consensual sex with three women.”

“Ah, … well it’s a resort specialty.  If a client pays the resort $50 to give a free person a blowjob or oral sex at one of our bar or restaurant tables, then they’ve consented to be one of the Resort Joy Girls for the next 24 hours,” Antonio said with a grin.  “Of course the lucky man or woman that gets first use of that Joy Girl has to throw in an additional $100.”

“You mean, … ,” Hanna tried to say.  “Wait, they didn’t pay anything.”

“It doesn’t matter where the money comes from.  The ones doing the blowjob or oral sex become a resort puta for the next 24 hours.  The resort registration check-in paperwork has the details in fine print on the last page.  So, it doesn’t matter if your sister, Vicky, or the German tourist, Julian, don’t know the rules. After all, I should know because I’m the resort Kennel Master and Master of Slaves.”

“Holy shit!” Hanna whispered.  “Vicky loves sex, … but, holy shit! Twenty-four hours of time as a puta.”

“Exactly,” Antonio said with a grin.  “They do say the recently enslaved are the best.  We men like to have a very good time delving into a naive woman’s three gold mines.”

“Pussy, mouth, … and, … ass?” Hanna figured out aloud.

“As we say in Spanish, ‘por supuesto’, or ‘of course’,” Antonio said with a grin.

Just then the waiter returned with the second and third set of leashes and Green Collars.  He hesitated as he set down Hanna’s double cognac.  He bundled up the three sets of leashes, held up the riding crop, and looked pointedly at Hanna as she shivered from a too deep gulp of the aromatic cognac.  He slightly shook the leashes and the crop and asked, “Anything else for you?”

Hanna grinned and shook her head to the negative.

Grunting in disappointment, the waiter tried to hand off the leashes to Antonio who just grinned and pointed at Hanna. 

Hanna took the leashes and studied the Green Slave Collars arrayed on the table.  Reaching under the table, she grabbed a random head of hair and tugged that woman out on her knees.  It was blonde Esmeralda.  Hanna wrapped the Green Collar around Esmeralda’s neck and pushed it shut and then shoved her back under the table after attaching a leash as well.  She reached down and next drew up her sister, Vicky.   Lastly, she drew out Julian, the young wife that was angry with her husband for cheating.  Hanna collared her as well. 

When Antonio groaned out his release, Hanna again dragged out the women one by one and directed them to kneel nakedly beside her.  She tapped each collared woman on the side of their faces with her riding crop to show who was now in charge.

Antonio stood up and gestured to Hanna to follow.  Grinning widely, she led the three naked, Green-Collared horny sluts after the man she she’d just met.  At the restaurant entrance, Antonio paused and addressed the hostess.  “Miss., I find myself in need of three sets of cuffs or binding cord.”

“Yes, Kennel Master,” she said eagerly as she grabbed some binding cord from behind her podium and rushed around behind the women.  Before they knew what was going on, Vicky, Julian, and finally Esmeralda had their hands trussed expertly behind their backs by the restaurant hostess.  Grinning at helping subdue the horny sluts, she took an extra cord to each woman to yank their elbows back.  She did it tight enough that each one let out a complaining grunt.

“I’m finished preparing your sluts, Master Antonio,” the red-faced hostess said.  Her panties had become drenched with arousal as she tugged the naked women’s wrists and elbows behind their backs and wrapped them with the binding cord.   She was almost jealous of the women who would soon entertain Master Antonio.

Hanna grinned and slipped the hostess a large Mexican peso bill.

Before they stepped away from the podium, Antonio whispered to Hanna, “Are you sure you want to do this?  I admit, I’d really like to fuck your brains out.”

Starting to figure out what was going on, she trembled and asked, “Do I have a choice?  With no additional obligations?”

“Long story short, … no, … I don’t really want to give you a choice unless you decide to abandon the three leashed and collared bitches.  So, you, … I’m going to be fucking you all night; no sharing with anyone else since you controlled yourself.”

“Anyone else?” Hanna whispered in shock.  She looked to her sister standing there with a grin and wondered how much sex she was going to experience over the next 24 hours.

While she was considering how much her sister’s pleasure holes were going to be used, Antonio took Esmeralda’s leash and handed it to the Maître D’ when he came to the hostess station after seeing the Kennel Master and hostess speaking together. 

“Ahhh, good,” Antonio said with a grin and pointed to Esmeralda, “please have this guest taken to the Kennels to get her collar removed and then escort her back to the Princess Penthouse Suite naked as a reminder that even rich Gringa’s can show how much they are slutty bitches. This is Miss Lori Neville and she’s finished with our fun.”

“Oh,” Antonio added, “also, have all the other boxed clothing and items in the kitchen sent to my playroom.”

“Yes, Master Antonio, of course.  Consider it done.”

Hanna, the clothed woman beside him gasped. “That first woman, the one you had dinner with, she’s rich enough to stay in a penthouse suite and yet she stripped her clothes off for you and sucked your dick in public?  Like a common whore?”

Antonio tilted his head slightly, grinned, and replied, “Not a common whore.  Let’s just say she had a debt that needed to be paid before she checks out in the morning; she’s now free to leave.”

“Free to leave?  Are my friend and the wife of that man free to go?”

Antonio smiled and said, “This is Mexico, I’m a licensed slaver and I work in a beautiful resort where I’ve enjoyed many a bountiful harvest of hot, young pussy. Both of them willingly played under the table alongside that first slut, as free women, and participated in a Resort Joy Girl / Blow Job Challenge.  By the resort rules, they owe me 24 hours enslavement.”

“So, they have no choice?”

“I’m no barbarian,” he said with a shrug and a smirk.  “They’re naked except for their nice dressy high heels, the bondage cord on their wrists and elbows, and the leashes to their collars that you carry. They can come with me for an adventure, some wild sex, and be safe in their rooms by lunch time tomorrow. Or,” and he spread his arms about theatrically, “you can drop that leash and we leave them here.  Then they have to fend for themselves with no purse, no ID to prove they are guests of the hotel, and not someone’s escaped Slavegirl.  And certainly no money to support themselves. In that case, hotel security will bring them down to the Resort Slave Kennels for the Kennel Master to deal with, that’s me, to resolve things.”

“Master Antonio,” the Maître D’ respectfully interrupted him.  He held out a clipboard, “Master Antonio, if you would; these are the bills for the three tables.”

“Certainly, thank you,” Antonio said.  He signed with a flourish and added a very generous tip. “Have all three of these charged to Miss Neville’s account.”

“Ah,” the Maître D’ said, “but of course.”

At that moment, the concierge came up with a second clipboard. “Master Antonio,” he said, “here are the participation forms for the women participating in the Joy Girl Activity.”

Antonio walked over to the betrayed housewife and gently raised her quivering chin towards his face.  “As I said, we all have choices.  Do you want to stay here abandoned near the hotel lobby as you are, naked and defenseless?  Or do you want to put your lovely self at my mercy until lunch tomorrow?”

The housewife hardly hesitated.  “Well Master,” she said with a wry grin, “it looks like this adventure will be crazier than I thought.  But count me in; I’ll sign the form.”  She paused, “But, I wish you could cut my husband off from pussy. I bet he’s already in the casino looking for something vulnerable to take advantage of.  I cut off most of his funds and he can’t charge things to our room.” 

The Kennel Master smiled, “We might be able to do something about that.”

The Kennel Master turned back to the clothed woman.  “See,” he said, “I’m not a barbarian.  But I will hold her to her word.” Then he turned to the clothed woman’s young friend, “Same deal for you, dear.”

“Like she said,” the naked sister answered with much more confidence than she exhibited just a moment ago.  “I understand, I’m not in Kansas anymore. Besides, I was looking for a good hard, zipless fuck partner on this vacation.  If I get a bit more sex than I planned, … well that’s alright.  Just more good memories when I get back to my boring life.”

As Antonio led the way, the clothed woman declared in a loud voice to the two collared women behind her at the end of the leashes, “Hold your heads high, girls. I don’t think the Kennel Master displays his toys often in public like this.”  Antonio led the three women through the lobby and to the open area where the lounge was located.  He led them passed the bar where almost a dozen mostly male patrons stared at the lovely naked ladies.  Several turned to the bartender to see if there was a chance they could sample the newly collared women.

Vicky and Julian each felt their pussies spasm in need at participating in the scandalous naked stroll through the hotel.

Hannah’s pussy was literally dripping from her own arousal at having a chance to top the other two free women and to experience the attentions of the handsome slaver.

Antonio grinned as the aroma of aroused pussy surrounded the three women.

The Kennel Master led the way to an elevator and he took them downstairs to his private suite adjacent to the Slave Kennel.  Esmeralda came out of the kennel just as Antonio and Hannah showed up with the two naked Green Collar women.

“Enjoy the sluts, Master Antonio,” Esmeralda grunted as they passed by each other.  She was still angry that she’d been forced to once again slip into her previous role as a resort puta.  She was still naked because the kennel staff had no authority to give her clothing.  They didn’t realize her clothes were boxed up in Antonio’s residence.

Antonio simply grinned and walked past the kennel entrance to his adjacent suite.  Once there, he pulled out a door card, waved it in front of the door scanner, and the door slid open soundlessly. 

“Find a place to secure our toys,” He commanded to Hanna. “Anywhere, it doesn’t matter, just use your imagination, …. be creative, … I’ll be judging your skills.”

Antonio sat back in a chair and observed the young woman.

Twenty-six-year-old Hanna grinned at her older sister, Vicky, the bored American housewife looking for a vacation thrill.  “Knell down right here,” she commanded and swished the riding crop toward her sister.  “No talking!” she added.

Vicky shivered as the crop passed inches in front of her breasts.  She sagged down to the carpet on her knees.

Hannah then turned her attention to the other woman, 24-year-old Julian Schmitt,  the German vacationer and high-tech teleworker.  “There’s a recliner behind me.  Go sit on it and hang that slutty ass over the front of the seat.”  She continued tapping the end of the riding crop as Julian scurried over to the upholstered chair.  Her moves were awkward with her wrists and elbows tied behind her back.

As she was ready to sit down, Antonio spoke up.  “Wait!  Let me put a towel under her ass to protect the leather.  That pussy is already dripping wet.”

Julian flushed red with embarrassment and then obediently sat down on the bath towel Antonio laid across the front edge of the seat.

“Bet you’ve never had any pussy, Vicky?” Hannah asked in a purring voice as she directed her attention back to her kneeling sister.

Vicky blanched.  “Uhhhh, … no, … I’m not gay,” she whispered.  “I was looking forward to getting some strange cock, … not pussy.”

Hannah tapped her riding crop against her thigh making a louder pop against the flesh below the hem of her cocktail dress.  “That collar lets me have you be and do whatever I want!” she snapped.  She didn’t bother to look to the Kennel Master.  She knew he would approve.  “I think you’re either going to show me how you’re a world champion rug muncher or your ass is going to be covered in painful red welts.”

“Sis?” Vicky began to beg and then stilled at the harsh look from her younger sister.  Five years older, Vicky wondered if the unfair treatment she heaped on her younger sister the year before she entered high school might come back to haunt her.

“In school you were always the slut,” Hannah added in a revelation that crushed Vicky’s hopes that her sister wouldn’t abuse her.  “Your senior year you bragged to me that you fucked at least one boy on every single sports team and gave so many blowjobs that your round-heeled reputation rubbed off on me when I became a freshman the year after you graduated.  Four years later I was still a virgin but was subjected to four years of cruel stories told by the girls which wrongly credited me with exceeding your own slutty need for cock.  You can’t believe how many lying boys bragged about fucking me practically everywhere on campus, … even in the boys restrooms.”

Vicky hung her head and whispered, “But, … we’re sisters, … and best friends, … I thought that was all behind us.”

Hannah grunted and gently ran the end of the riding crop down her brunette sister’s cheek and then to circle her full breasts.  She smiled with a look of cruelty.  “I do love you, sis.  It’s just that a bit of payback is long overdue.”  She looked toward Julian’s widespread legs and the wild bush of wet brunette pussy hair surrounding her gash.  “Crawl to that other slut and get your face in her muff!” she commanded in a harsh tone.

Antonio watched with amusement as the younger sister gained some long-awaited revenge.  His cock twitched at the sight of the older sister’s wobbling breasts as she awkwardly knee-walked with her elbows and wrists tied behind her back.  From the fat, puffed up, and erect nipples he judged her a bit of a humiliation and pain slut.  It also gave him an idea.  “Maybe I’ll send her home with a few new pieces of jewelry?” he thought inwardly with a grin.  “It will be interesting to see how she explains that to hubby.”

Hannah tired of waiting for her sister to figure out how to lean down and put her mouth on the aroused pussy.  She grabbed her sister’s hair in a tight grip and dragged her face down to Julian’s eager twat.

“Hnnngh!” Vicky grunted as her nose slammed into the woman’s pubic mound and her mouth, lips, and tongue encountered the tangy taste of a horny pussy for the first time.  Just as she was about to pull back, spit out the taste, and complain a fiery slash across her ass exploded in a horrific pain to the pampered bitch.  Her mouth bounced back onto the smelly gash.

Antonio untied the wrist and elbow ties on Julian.  “Hand me your ankles!” he commanded.

Julian tried to raise her knees and ankles up as far as possible.  Antonio grunted in disgust and reached down to lift her ankles up above her shoulders, fully exposing her crotch to the slut just starting to root about on the entry to her pleasure cave.

“Now,” Antonio commanded, “reach down, use your elbows to hold your thighs in position, and grab the bitch’s head.  Use that grip to drive her mouth, nose, lips, and tongue where you want her focus as she begins to develop her pussy diving skills.”

Julian grinned down at the reluctant carpet muncher and grabbed an ear in each hand.  She yanked Vicky’s face tightly in her crotch and demanded, “Find my clit and suck it hard!”

Antonio stalked over to Hannah and reached down to the hem of her cocktail dress.  “This comes off now!” he commanded.

Hannah tottered about for a moment out of balance as his strong grip easily yanked her dress up over her head, leaving her in matching bra and panties and sensible low-heeled sandals.  Before she could help, she was pushed face down over the back of an adjacent couch.  The crotch of her panties was moved aside and, almost magically, the fat head of Antonio’s cock was rooting around the wet outer lips of her sex. 

“Yesss!” she hissed as the head slicked by her own juices easily punched its way just inside her outer elastic ring.  “That’s it,” she growled, “Oh, … I need that so much!”

Antonio grinned at the ease of mounting yet another willing gringa bitch.  Once he was fully balls deep, he reached up and skillfully undid the back of the American’s bra.  He groaned in satisfaction as his hands quickly possessed another set of a gringa bitch’s lush breasts.  He shifted his hands back to her hips, pulled back almost all the way out of the woman’s hole, and slammed back in.  “Oh, yeah!” he grunted.  “You have a wondrous pussy, puta!”

Hannah momentarily quivered in indignation at being called a puta and then resigned herself to acting like one.  “How many times can you make this puta orgasm?” she demanded quietly getting into the slaver’s sex play.  She wriggled her ass about on his shaft.  “Huh!  Can you fuck me senseless?  Unconscious?  Brainless?”

The sounds of his now slimy cock drilling into her sloppy tight hole were liquid squelches mixed with the physical slap of flesh against flesh.  He rotated his cock in a small circle just as he bottomed out and grinned at her wail of pleasure.  “We’ll see about that my little American whore!” he muttered.  “I’ll know you are fucked brainless when you lay there limp and unable to speak.”

In just a few minutes, Hannah felt his skills reaming out her pussy bringing on a record-breaking orgasm.  It started from deep within her belly.  “Eiiii!” she screeched.  “So fucking good!”

Antonio watched and felt the woman shiver like a fish speared in a death-dealing, inescapable thrust.  Her mouth opened and closed in gasping silence.  Knowing he had many more erections to follow in the long hours left until dawn, he let loose and felt the immense satisfaction of his cock swelling and then firing out pulses of potent baby-making sperm.  When he withdrew, he muttered to himself, “Hope you’re on birth control, missy.”

The muffled ringing of his cell phone under his cast aside pants drew his attention from the still gasping woman.  “Yes!” he answered harshly as he stepped away from the Hannah still belly down and quivering from her stupendous orgasm.

“Kennel Master,” an excited female voice began, “we’re booked up tonight and one of the putas is in the kennel vomiting.  I think the stupid slut has gotten food poisoning.  She’s supposed to meet up with three big Russian college boys on vacation.  They don’t speak English or Spanish, … how can I cancel?”

“It’s just a straight forward gangbang in their room?  No dancing, entertainment, and then sex?” he responded while looking at the shiny wet junction of Vicky’s ass.

“No foreplay, … just simple fucking in their suite until breakfast,” the woman answered.

“Alright, come to my front door.  I’ve got the perfect puta for you.  Use your phone translator app to explain things to everyone.”

Antonio walked over to the nearest chest of drawers, opened the second drawer, and pulled out a tube of sex lube.  He knelt down behind Vicky who was still slurping away at Julian’s pussy, unscrewed the cap of the tube, stuck the short nozzle into her ass grommet, and squeezed a healthy dose of the slimy goop into her rear hole.  Vicky was too busy tonguing her first pussy to notice.  By now, she didn’t even notice the twangy taste.

Without a word of explanation, Antonio reached down and heaved her torso upward.  He spun her around on her knees, lined his dripping half-hard cock up on her wide open mouth, and then pushed forward.  “Puta, clean my cock!” he demanded.

“Hmmgh, gawkk!” was the American slut’s only response as Antonio’s slimy cock was fed too deep into her gullet.  He grinned as he slipped past her gag reflex once and then withdrew his cock.

Finished with cleaning his spermy dick, he dragged her to the door to his suite just in time to meet the Kennel Assistant that had just called him.  She was wearing blue medical garb and a big smile.

“Take her to the boys’ room and pick her up at 10 in the morning,” he commanded in rapid-fire Spanish.  Then, in the morning, take her to the spa for a makeover, a set of whore’s clothing from the resort Joy Girl closet, and a pair of gold rings for her nipples as a souvenir of her time as a resort puta.  Put her on-call until dinner time.”

The black-haired young woman grinned, reached out for the confused woman’s leash, and nodded happily.  She enjoyed seeing lily white North American and European bitches get put through the trials of a lowly whore.

In the elevator, confused Vicky stared at the Kennel Assistant, afraid to speak out of turn.  She was fixated on the riding crops seemingly carried by all of the resort employees.  Vicky saw the black-haired young woman smirk over at her and then she spoke quickly into her phone.  The screen was turned her way and Vicky read what was on the screen.

‘You Resort Joy Girl with Green Collar for 24 hours.  Too many clients tonight, … not enough cunts.   You are filling in for one of the Kennel Master’s Joy Girls.  You here for adventure getting cock, … tonight you be getting much cock.  Lucky girl gets just what she wants!’

As Vicky was struggling to assimilate the idea of how her looking outside her marriage for a bit of adventuresome sex has led to being delivered naked through a Mexican resort to a paying client.  Her leash tugged her out of the elevator and down a hallway of the resort’s guest suites.  She heard the woman speaking again in fast Spanish to her phone app.

The Kennel Assistant knocked on the door and she thrust her cell phone screen into the face of the large blonde Russian college student who opened the door.  He looked at the screen, paused a second, and broke into a huge grin.

‘Joy Girl you reserved is sick.  Boss upgraded from well-used local slave to prime spoiled American bitch fresh to collar.  She is a cheating married whore here for much cock.  Is yours until 10 in morning.  Can extend reservation on this prime cunt another 10 hours simply by doubling fee.  Russian boys be fucking bimbo’s brains out?’

Vicky staggered into the suite as she simultaneously felt herself pushed from behind and grabbed from in front.  Her awkward steps into the room halted abruptly when the muscular blonde wearing only boxer style underwear moved aside and she saw two other young athletic men similarly undressed and staring at her like meat hanging in a butcher shop.  Each sported a decent-sized bulge between their legs poking out the loose fabric of the boxers they wore.  “Wha?” she tried to turn and ask the Kennel Assistant behind her only to find the woman gone and the door shut.

One of the men had already shrugged his boxers down around his ankles, kicked them off, and then laid down on his back.  Vicky looked down in admiration at the athletic body and the already erect and ready cock bobbling about a bit from his rapidly getting down on the floor.    The fat cock distracted her from the other two men.

“The same length as my husband’s,” she thought eagerly, “but fatter, … much fatter.”  Vicky didn’t resist as one of the other men gently pushed her down and guided her knees to either side of the prone Russian.  “My hands are still tied,” Vicky complained aloud as she couldn’t reach down to help guide the dick to her needy gash.

Someone’s hands did the task for her and Vicky settled down gingerly on the fat knob of the cock head when she felt it being rotated between her outer labia.  That invisible hand pushed down on the small of her back after the man underneath commanded something in gutteral Russian.  “Ahhhh!  Ohh, … good!” Vicky hissed as her slick sheath gobbled up several inches of the wide shaft.  “Slooow, … please,” she hissed in half approval and half worry as the pressure on her back forced more of the cock into her pussy.  “So, big!  So, perfect!”

She swiveled her hips as best she could to better coat the invading cock with her juices.  Then, her vulva met a hard pubic bone and she sighed at the feeling of being fully penetrated.  A set of arms pushed her torso forward and her breasts smashed down on the muscular chest of the Russian.  His mouth began to rape hers and Vicky’s moans increased as his hips bucked upward, driving his thick shaft across more sensitive nerve bundles throughout her twat.

After only a few moments, Vicky became fully absorbed in the driving, writhing, wondrous feelings from being on top of a cock as firm as a bar of steel.  “Untie my hands,” she called out, “then I can fuck back and give him a better ride.”

Vicky’s English commands were ignored by the Russians who knew none of that language.  Instead, Vicky felt one of the other men behind her run his hands across her ass and then his fingers quickly massaged her pussy lips which were spread tightly around the cock driven into her receptive hole.

“Yesss,” Vicky whispered at the extra stimulation.  “Ohhh!” she grunted when the fingers withdrew from her pleasure hole and shifted back to her ass grommet.

“Bitch has ass lubed up and ready for use,” the man behind her hissed his approval in Russian.

Vicky was enjoying the bliss of illicit sex until she realized the exploring fingers were moving away to guide a second cock at her other hole.  “No!” she yelled in denial.  “I don’t do anal!”

“Bitch thinks she got choice?” The Russian behind her asked quizzically as he recognized that she didn’t want his cock in her most private hole.  He shrugged, added, “Tough luck!”, and then pushed half his cock up her rectum in one harsh push.

“Eiiii!” Vicky screeched as she was DP’d for the first time in her life.  Her brief scream of anguish was cut off abruptly as the third Russian took possession of her upraised head and plugged her open maw with his cock.  Vicky had just become ‘air tight’ for the first time in her life.  “Gawwkk!” was her answer to having her mouth raped.

The Russians, long-time friends and fellow basketball players in college and in a local Russian men’s league began their practiced sexual submission of another helpless female.  Between the raging testosterone of youth, the muscular endurance of semi-professional athletes, a bit of cocaine to keep up their focus, and the judicious application of erectile disfunction drugs meant for old men, the trio could, and would, tag team the helpless fuck meat all night long.

The man underneath her spewed his cum into her cunt in spasms of his fat fuck meat that Vicky easily felt inside her vagina.  She moaned in a happy orgasm only noteworthy because it was on a par with the ones her husband almost delivered to her.  The housewife gasped for air as the cock in her mouth was quickly withdrawn.  Immediately, the man awkwardly delving into her ass pulled up on her hips, setting her knees on the ground, and began to really pound away at her ass in the ‘doggy’ position.   Now able to breathe, she began to focus on, and began to enjoy, the pounding sensations into her previously virgin back door.  Her drooling chin was rubbing on the carpet of the luxury suite.

Her anal rapist freed her elbow ties first and then her wrist ties.  Vicky’s arms tingled as blood flow returned to normal in her limbs and she reached down to stabilize her upper torso as the Russian continued to piston his cock in and out of her ass.  “Ohhh!  Getting my ass fucked?” she grunted out and then realized it was actually beginning to feel good.  “Yes!  Fuck me!” she cried.

The Russian that had pulled out of her mouth began ejaculating.  He grinned at his buddy and gently stroked his hard-on.  “I’m waiting to get my boner stroking in that prime American cunt.  Give the bitch her first anal orgasm and then cum in her ass.  I’ll do the same in that pussy.  When we finish, she’ll be addicted to superior Russian cock.”

Vicky’s entire belly spasmed in the hardest orgasm of her life.  The anal pounding was so intense that it stimulated all her sexual nerves at once.  Again, she felt a wide cock pulse as it fired slippery spurts of potent Russian sperm and fluid into her intestines.

Vicky collapsed to her belly and before she could recover from the spasms of her orgasm, she was rolled over onto her back.  She was unaware who did it, but the Russian that first took her pussy reached over her head and pulled her ankles up over her shoulders.  The move brought her hips up fully exposing both her pussy and ass for use.  The Russian who briefly mouth-raped her stuck his cockhead in her spermy gash and quickly buried himself.

“Oh, fuck!” Vicky cried.  She had wanted to wait out and enjoy the wild orgasm but the brutal entry into her pussy instantly triggered waves of pleasure synapses from her nerves. 

“Is good cunt, dah!” the Russian holding her legs widespread and ankles up over her shoulders commented.

“Unngh!” his Russian friend now pounding into that American twat grunted.  His thoughts were totally fixated on triggering an orgasm so powerful in the bitch that she passed out just as he spurted his seed.  The timing was everything to the athlete.  He felt her next massive orgasm release spasms of muscles in her pleasure sheath and he mentally focused on something distracting to keep from loosing his own orgasm and sperm.

**********

Antonio fell backward gasping for breath.  “Five times!  Enough!  I’m fucked out!” he admitted.  “You two were too much for me.”

Julian looked up from where she’d been eagerly attempting to bring life back into his totally limp cock for the sixth time that night.  She giggled, “I came twice that many times.  This was the most fun I’ve had in years.  My pussy is feeling mighty fine.  My cheating husband has nothing compared to your cock.”

Antonio grinned weakly at the pair of what he judged to be ravenous receptacles for his cock.  He was very satisfied with how the evening turned out.

Hannah looked over to her German partner wearing a Green Slave Collar.  Julian’s hair was a mess, her body’s skin was blotchy from lips sucking at sensitive spots, and her lips and labia were swollen from the wild monkey sex.  She realized that her own appearance must be similar; that of a woman well fucked and satisfied.  “Antonio, where’s my sister?” Hannah asked.

Antonio rolled over and wearily sat up.  “Since you never asked,” he answered,  “I thought you saw her leave hours and hours ago with one of my Kennel Assistants.”

“Huh? I don’t understand.”

The Kennel Master prepared to defend himself from an angry woman and he answered cautiously.  “Our Joy Girls, … our house whores, … were fully booked up tonight and one of our bitches got what our attendant thought was a case of food poisoning.”

Hannah looked for the Kennel Master to continue when she got it.  “You mean, … you had my sister fill in for that Joy Girl’s assignment?”

Antonio was worried at Hannah’s expression when she abruptly burst into laughter.  “Vicky was turned out as a prostitute for a paid appointment with one of your guests?  That’s fucking hilarious!”

The Kennel Master grunted and responded with a grimace, “Well, … it wasn’t actually just one guest.  Three young Russian athletes needed one of our more adventurous Joy Girls for an all night threesome.”

“A gangbang?” Hannah grinned.  “My slutty sister’s little sexual adventure to cheating on her husband evolved into a sordid gangbang like some streetwalking whore?  Ha, ha, ha!”

Antonio shrugged his shoulders.  “Actually all resort Green Collar bimbos get paid.  My phone messaging app says the three were so satisfied with her first ten hour session that they paid for an extension of another ten hours.  As a volunteer Green Collar slave, they get half of any earned tips and one third of the base fee.  For the sons of rich fucking Russians that was two $4,000 sessions and for special sessions like this, … I charge a mandatory 15 percent tip.”

“Wait!” Hannah explained with glee.  “That means she earned something like $2,700 for the gangbang and another $1,200 in tips.”  She paused and wistfully added, “I’m only sorry I can’t get video of all that.”

Antonio smirked and added, “From the Russian’s positive comments after the first ten hours, for a little favor, I can promise you quality video of her first ‘DP’ and her first ‘airtight’ experiences.”

Hannah got a quizzical look for a moment as her lips silently formed the words DP and airtight as her inexperienced brain tried to figure them out.” 

Vicky giggled and Hannah looked at her.  “Honey, he means they filmed your sister getting double penetrated simultaneously in her ass and cunt for probably the first time in her life and then the third one plugged up her mouth with his cock.  So, three dicks, … airtight?  Got it?”

Hannah laughed so hard her eyes teared.  Then she got serious.  “What is the favor?  I’ll admit I really want a copy of her getting a three on one gangbang.  She has always acted so prim and proper to my parents and to her husband when she’s really a conniving slut.  Yes, I’ve come to love her for what she is; but, I’d love to have something to hold over her in the future.”

Antonio grinned.  “Since I’m totally fucked out, … Miss. Vicky here is going to go upstairs to finish her 24 hours with her Green Collar working out of the bar downstairs with Jeremy the Bartender; he’s really the afternoon and evening pimp for impromptu arrangements between our Joy Girls and clients.  Like Vicky, Julian will get her room comped for the night, get one third off any earned fees, and half her tips.”

“I don’t understand,” Hannah said quizzically.

“I have a special customer that I really need to keep on my side.  Let him put a collar on you and agree to be his slut until both Vicky’s and Julian’s time runs out at dinner time tomorrow.  I’ll comp your room and give you the same deal on fees and tips plus the DVD with Vicky’s gangbang.”

“Ahhh, … I’m not sure.  What kind of guy is he?”

“I’ll guarantee that your share will be more than anything your sister gets.  Yes, he’ll fuck you every which way, … up, … down, sideways with dozens of guaranteed orgasms.  If you disagree when I take off your collar tomorrow evening, then I’ll double the cash.”

“For the DVD, … hmmm?” Hannah wondered.

“You just got fucked royally and ate my pussy like a true rug muncher,” Julian laughed.  “Sounds like you’ll love making more than your slutty sister.”

“Huh?” Hannah muttered and looked to Antonio.

Antonio grinned at the slow mental processing of the younger American sister.  “Yes, guaranteed to earn more than your sister while also having the sexual experience of a lifetime,” he added.  “Go with Vicky and take showers.  You can pick some clothes from my closet.  Very streetwalker slutty for Vicky and club slutty for Hannah.” 

Antonio picked up his cell phone when the girls scampered into the bathroom. 

“Señor Hurtado, its Antonio.  Sorry to bother you in the middle of the night but I have a special offer for you.  Yes, I know it’s late.  I only called because I know how much you like to reduce rich, pampered, self-centered, and spoiled Gringa putas to quivering submissive sluts.  Yes, I have a quality 26-year-old brunette from the United States on vacation here with her sister.  No, … the sister has already volunteered for a Green Collar she’s a real slut, … not your style at all.  No, Jorge, the younger sister is primo; I’ve only sampled her cunt and mouth, the ass is still virgin.”

“The fee, … well for full use from two this morning till six tomorrow night I’ll give you an amazing one-time bargain.  I’ll waive all resort fees and you’ll only have to pay her $4,000 for her fee plus your tip.  And, … get this, … you get to put on her collar and I want everything filmed.  Yes, I’ll provide your normal purple pills and cocaine.  You just have to promise to reduce her to pure quivering bimbo status.  As part of the deal, she’s getting video of her sister’s gangbang and I want everything of her session with you video taped in professional quality.  I have a girl that is a pro at digital media.  I’ll even pay her fee.  Especially be sure to get her looking at the camera when she takes the nose candy.”


38.  Princess Reverts to a Free Status

Fifteen-year-old Suzy led an obedient raven-haired slave by the leash out of a van to a waiting NLEC golf cart.  The 4H Junior Girl snuggly secured a snap chain on the cart around the slave’s waist to hold her securely in the back of the golf cart.  The young muscular girl examined the woman’s naughty maid costume with distain.  Her too short skirt had popped up and fully exposed her lush ass and her cunt with ‘Princess’ tattooed above the hairless slit.  “Stupid slut!” Suzy muttered at the slave as she walked back to the front of the cart and hopped in the driver’s seat.  Behind her, the slave sat meekly with a black ball gag in her mouth, hands cuffed behind her back, and a Green Slave Collar securely fastened around her neck.

Suzy drove around the equestrian center from the NLEC private vehicle parking area and entered a private cart path around the side of the huge facility to an employee only side entrance to the NLEC offices.  She parked the cart next to several others and walked around to Princess and grinned at the exhausted slavegirl.  “Princess, Mistress Ginger will be here in a few minutes to have you sign some paperwork and to remove your Green Collar.”  She smirked at the very subdued woman who no longer exhibited any sign of what had previously been an arrogant, self-asserted, rich socialite.  Suzy pulled the black ball gag out of her mouth and removed the leather head harness that secured it in place.  “A month whoring all day and night as a naughty maid and then getting fucked every which way by Mistress Mary’s husband when you two should have been sleeping, … all a bit too much for you?” she asked in a snide tone.  “You’ve enjoyed a lot of cock and pussy during your little vacation.”

Mrs. Mariana Powers simply kept her face and eyes focused downward to her feet and the six-inch-high heels she’d worn almost continuously for the last month.  “Yes, … as you say Mistress,” she whispered.  Any humiliation from the teasing of a Master or Mistress had long since stopped bothering her.

“Ginger and I both saw and heard how much Daryl, Mistress Mary’s husband, enjoyed you most nights.”  She smirked again and added, “Daryl told us that he thought you were a tight, responsive, and very cooperative piece of ass, … that is, … once he warmed up your whorish ass with a paddle a few times.  He looks forward to your return as one of Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.”

Mariana shuddered and looked up in horror.  “This cunt will behave, … Mistress will see.  I don’t want to experience that again.”

Ginger strolled up at that point and caught the end of that conversation.   She also smirked at the woman who in her free persona had been responsible for providing millions of dollars for the creation of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center; the same center that now owned her Human Rights.  As Mrs. Powers, she was heiress to a huge estate, substantial acreage, and millions in cash and investments.  She also owned a significant portion of NLEC along with Master Sergei Kozlov.  Both were, at least temporarily, no longer managing partners.  “Mrs. Mariana Powers had better behave or she can be quickly reverted back to Slave Princess,” Ginger asserted in a firm tone.

Mariana quailed in fear, looked to Ginger, and nodded meekly.  “Of course, Mistress, this lowly cunt knows her place.”

Ginger nodded and opened a green leather folder.  “I have here a type of restraining order for Mrs. Mariana Powers, also known as Slave Princess.”  She locked eyes with Mrs. Powers.  “You will sign at the bottom of the order acknowledging that unless NLEC leadership invites your presence through your lawyer, Miss. Alaya Farrington, also known sometimes as Slave Buttons, … that you agree to never enter any of the facilities or land designated as NLEC and to not attempt to exert any type of control over NLEC.”  She looked to Princess’ questioning look and added, “As a free woman with no ownership or control of her Human Rights, Mrs. Mariana Powers further agrees that she will be immediately collared and enslaved if caught in violation of this order.  Further, Mrs. Mariana Powers acknowledges that she has previously signed away her Human Rights to NLEC who can willfully revoke or restore those rights at will.”

“Do you understand?” Ginger added after a long pause.

Mariana gulped and felt the weight of the slave collar locked around her neck.  “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good!” Ginger announced with a nod of her head.

Mariana quickly scanned the document and found it clearly stated what Mistress Ginger had just told her.  With no choice, she signed.

After her collar was removed, Mariana sighed wearily and sat gloomily on the back of the cart.  With her collar and wrist cuffs removed, she looked with helpless anger as the two young women left her alone.  “With Sergei gone,” she told herself sadly, “Ginger and Angelica hold absolute control of my life in their hands.”  She finally stood up with a deep sigh and teetered about on the gravel with her obscenely high heels to the driver’s seat of the cart.  “Time to go home,” she thought with her first feeling of relief in a month.  Before she pushed the start button, she glanced down at her risqué costume and clear lack of any panties under the very abbreviated skirt.  “The staff,” she thought wearily, “Ginger could have at least given me proper clothes for my return so my domestic staff could see me returning home in my normal clothing as a free woman.”

With another sigh, she started up the cart and drove first slowly down the narrow trail and than sped up as quickly as possible through the winding route within the 1,000 acres she’d deeded to NLEC and then through her estate’s remaining 3,000 acres and ultimately to her mansion.  Unlike the Pony paths, this private path led only between NLEC and her mansion.

As Mariana drove maxed out at the cart’s speed in a race to restore her previous life, Raymond Baxter received an alert on his cell phone that a security camera had identified a possible intruder traveling on the forest path to the mansion.  Mariana’s golf cart was detected as she crossed the boundary between the two properties.  The 6’3” Butler to Mrs. Powers gasped, first in horrified surprise at the sight of his socialite boss wearing a very naughty maid costume exposing an obscene amount of breast meat and her tattooed pussy mound, followed by a wide grin as a kind of epiphany struck him.  He watched the video feed of the next security camera that showed both of Mrs. Powers’ breasts had escaped the hold of her costume and were lurching wildly about with each bump on the trail.  He reached a hand down in his pants pocket to feel the heavy weight of a one-inch silver coin.  “Does this ‘Redemption Coin’ force Mrs. Powers to submit as my slave for 24 hours?” he wondered.  “Or it is it for another of the NLEC slaves.  All Ginger told me was that I knew the woman. Hmmm?”

Mariana parked the golf cart at the mansion’s side service entrance and quickly adjusted her breasts back into the costume’s filmy bra and then tried in vain to pull her skirt down to cover her bare ass. She hissed in anger at the costume she’d come to hate so much during her time at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  She twisted the building’s door handle and it was locked.  “Fuck!” she cried and kicked at the door.  Any hope of sneaking into her own home was gone.  “No cell phone, … no door keys, … no garage remotes, … fuck!”  Shaking in anger, she reached over and punched the ‘Call Button’ beside the door to get someone to let her in.

Raymond had really enjoyed the vision of disheveled hair and unkempt appearance of his boss standing impatiently at the side entrance on his phone app.  He’d watched avidly as she reset her fat breasts inside the filmy bra exposed through the gap in her blouse from missing buttons.  “It’s all recorded and saved on my phone,” he thought with satisfaction.  Raymond held a professional regard for his rich boss but enjoyed the thrill of having forbidden records of her breasts and pussy exposed as she got out of a golf cart owned by the neighboring enslavement institution.   “Yes, Miss.” he answered in a disguised voice very different from his normal one, “what can I do for you?”

Mariana looked sternly toward the security camera above the door.  “Buzz me through, you idiot!  It’s Mrs. Powers.”

“No, Miss!” Raymond’s faked voice responded.  “I don’t know who you are but you can’t be Mrs. Powers!   She would never dress like a common streetwalker.  A security member will be there shortly.”

“Fuck!” Mariana hissed back.  “I don’t want security, … just buzz me in.”  When there was no answer, she stomped her feet in a temper tantrum.  She kicked the door again in frustration.  “Bastard!  Streetwalker my ass!”

Her Butler grinned at that newest video recorded on his phone.  He placed his copies of the videos on his cloud account and made sure that the security application had not saved the videos of Mrs. Powers’ drive through the woods or her appearance at the back door.

A few minutes later, a heavy set man wearing an expensive suit yanked open the door.  “What do you want, you foul-mouthed creature?” he asked with a glare.  Raymond had described to him her appearance, attitude, and curses.  Raymond told him to deal with the interloper quickly and brutally.

Mariana stood there aghast that a member of her staff would address her in such a rude disrespectful way.  Shocked beyond thinking, her mouth gaped open and shut without a word.  Before she could compose herself, a strong grip took possession of her arm and yanked her inside the house.  As she stumbled forward, his strength drew her down to her belly and a knee laid down on the small of her back.  The free hand that didn’t hold her arm grabbed the other arm’s hand and yanked it to the small of her back.  Then, the grip on her arm quickly moved to grab a handful of her hair and her head was yanked strongly upward.  Mariana opened her mouth and screamed in pain and surprise until a foul tasting leather-wrapped steel ring was jammed into her mouth and tied off behind her head.  In just a few more seconds, the professional security guard had cuffed her hands behind her back and a roving hand began molesting her nakedly exposed ass.

“What do we have here?” Vinny (Vincenzo Ponce) hissed in disapproval while he grinned deeply and his cock thickened in lust at the sight of the NLEC slave tattoo on the woman’s ass.  “A whore from next door trying to masquerade as one of our maids?  An escaped slave?”  The 6’3”, 245lb ex-Airborne Ranger swung a mighty blow against the pale, unmarked ass cheek and admired the almost instant impression of his hand that now marred the silky skin.  He ran an appreciative hand over the mark while easily controlling the squealing, squirming form of the woman.  Unable to resist, he let the fingers of that hand delve down between her luscious ass and explore her pussy.  He grinned at the slippery sliminess of her sex.

The 36-year-old widow fought helplessly to no avail as steel cuffs encircled her wrists and her butt, ass, and pussy were molested.  Then, she was rolled over onto her back.  Angry and resisting, she hadn’t yet noticed that her breasts had once again escaped the costume 

Vinny straddled the woman’s body and both hands reached down to maul the woman’s fully exposed breasts. After long minutes of enjoying kneading the woman’s tender flesh and pulling on the rigid nubbins atop each fat mound, he let one hand free to grab his radio.  “Central, this is Security One, we have an issue at the servants entrance.  Call over to NLEC to see if one of their whores has escaped.  A stupid bitch with a real NLEC tattoo dressed in some kind of kinky maid costume tried to bluff her way into the mansion.  Her cunt is in open sight under a too short skirt since the slut isn’t wearing panties, her tits have popped out, and there’s a raw circle around her neck where a slave collar has just been removed.  Can you find out if it’s one of theirs?”

In the security center, Raymond put his hand on the shoulder of the Security Shift Supervisor.  “Claire,” he told the woman, “I’ll call over to NLEC and find out what is going on.  In the meantime, have him keep her gagged and restrained.”  He paused and lightly squeezed Claire’s shoulder again.  “On second thought have him tether her outside Mr. Powers’ library.  Have one of the staff bring him a slave hood.”

“Security One, this is Central, stand by for confirmation on the intruder’s status.  In the meantime, keep the interloper gagged and restrained.  Then, tether her outside Mr. Powers’ library.  It’s the central door on the second floor landing of the main staircase.   Someone from the staff will bring you a slave hood.”

“Library?” thought Mariana in realization.  “My husband never let me inside this library suite.  He said he needed privacy for managing our assets and relaxing from stress; I was barred from entry.”  After a moment, she felt herself drawn upward and she tried to speak through her ring gag, “Hiim hor Histress!  Hut he hoose!  Hor hoss”

In response, the security officer slapped her harshly across the face.  “Shut up, slut!  I know about you kinky bimbos that voluntarily sign up next door under the Judicial Enslavement Act.”  He yanked her forward and demanded, “Follow me!”  After just a few steps, he paused, got a smirk on his face, turned to the woman awkwardly tottering after him and yanked her top and bra down around her waist.  Then, he smirked and yanked the sleeveless blouse, bra, and abbreviated maid costume’s skirt from her waist to flutter down to the hallway floor.  He took in the sight of the now essentially naked woman wearing only a white maid’s cap pinned to her disheveled hair and the six-inch heels.  The heavy steel handcuffs binding her wrists behind her back and the ring gag didn’t count as clothing.

“I’m so gonna enjoy fucking you,” he hissed.  “I bet I can make a slut like you cum at least three times before I dump my load in your filthy twat.” He waved her forward, “Follow me, there’s nowhere for you to run.  Dawdle and I’ll chase you with my belt!”

Naked, cuffed, and helpless in her own mansion, Mariana looked about for someone she recognized to help her.  She sighed after seeing nobody to help her, and followed her employee.  “As if I could trust any staff member after they saw me like this,” she admitted.  For the moment, she was resigned to her fate.

At NLEC, Ginger grinned at Raymond Baxter’s unexpected phone call.  “Finding Mrs. Mariana Powers lewdly dressed outside her own mansion dressed as a naughty pleasure maid must have blown his mind.”   Quickly thinking, she responded, “Mr. Baxter, I’m afraid that your boss, Mrs. Mariana Powers, has been a very naughty woman.  You realize she’s part owner of NLEC but with no legal role in the day-to-day management of the facility?”

“Well, … yes, of course, … we all know that.”

“You must also know,” Ginger continued as she built her lie, “that Mariana is an avowed lesbian.  Somehow, she has become rather too attached romantically to one of our rather sexy Black Collar Slaves.  She’s been caught more than once in illegal dalliance with ‘Thumper’ who is half her age.”

“I’m not sure why its a problem for an owner to play with a slave that she technically owns.  Also, I don’t mean to violate Mrs. Powers’ confidential matters, … but, … what about her college roommate and lover, Miss. Lori Neville?”

“Lori has been absent from the picture for some time,” Ginger responded.  “Thumper is quite a sexy 18-year-old bitch that strongly responds sexually to any Mistress topping her.”  Ginger paused and continued with her lie, “Since Mrs. Powers has no business role at NLEC and no membership status, she committed theft each time they had sex but Mariana refused to stop arranging sexual liaisons or pay our invoices.  When the Slave Commissioner conducted an audit, he discovered the unpaid invoices.  That’s why she just completed a one month penalty as a Green Collar Slave at an off-site slaver’s business, Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  Now with this current lewd behavior, I’ll write up a justification for another two weeks enslavement.”

“She’s already completed a full month as a naughty maid sex slave?” Raymond responded wryly.  He paused and offered, “We’re having a pretty severe staff shortage right now.  Since she’s so qualified for maid duty, why don’t you bill Mrs. Powers for two maid servants for this next week?  Also include the rental fees for her illicit use of the NLEC slave.  I will pay NLEC from our estate operating funds.”

“By that you mean, … you will pay the rental fees, train, and personally oversee two new maids, … Thumper and Princess?”

“Well, yes,” the Butler responded.  “The idea of controlling two submissive slut maids is intriguing.  I’ll provide overall supervision as I do with all the staff.  But, I have recently hired a very good Head Housekeeper, Miss. Simmons, who will administer tasks for each shift and conduct the appropriate inspections and corrections.”

“Corrections?” Ginger asked.

“Let me just say our Head Housekeeper carries a riding crop at her waist identical to that of your 4H Girls.  She has been a bit heavy handed disciplining some of our lazier staff; hence the current staff shortage.”

“I bet you’ll find it ironic that Mrs. Mariana Powers’ household funds will have to pay for her own body’s slave rental from NLEC?” Ginger asked.

The Butler laughed.  “Yep!  This is so unexpected, Ginger.  Normally, I’d never dream of treating my head of household this way.”

“By the way, … thank you for the videos of her bare breasts bouncing around in the forest and her cursing temper tantrums at the servants’ entrance,” Ginger replied with a grin.  “I’ll be there in a few minutes with paperwork for Mariana documenting her lewd public behavior and a complaint about her cursing and kicking the mansion door.  Also, I’ll bring Thumper and another Slave Collar for Princess,” Ginger offered with a grin.  “With our increase in walk-in self-enslavement traffic, I think I can spare Thumper for two weeks so you’ll be invoiced $1,000 daily for the pair of slutty housekeepers.  I assume you can get them outfitted with the proper mansion staff clothing?”

“Uh, … can you do a makeover on Princess and the other slut.  I’ll keep her contact with the staff limited to our Head Housekeeper; but, I don’t want anyone making the connection between Slave Princess and Mrs. Mariana Powers.”

Ginger laughed,  “I can absolutely do that!”  Then she actually giggled.  “I expect that since Princess won’t realize you know she’s Mrs. Powers that you can fully test your employee’s newly developed sex skills.  I hear she’s very responsive now to both cock and cunt.”

**********

The second floor of the mansion had a sweeping staircase that came up in the middle area of two residential wings; the owner’s residence to the left through a sensor-locked set of double doors and an open hallway to the right leading to a series of fully equipped guest suites.  In the middle was a large common area with a billiards room, a music and media room.  Between the entries for the billiards room and the music and media room was the locked door leading to the office and library suite of the long deceased Mr. Powers.  The rooms were accessed by passing through the common area to doorways to each of the three rooms.

Mariana shuffled in naked humiliation up her beautiful winding staircase to the large carpeted area at the top of the stairs.  It was the first time she’d walked through her mansion naked and certainly the first time she followed a fully dressed member of her staff while naked, handcuffed, and gagged in her home.  It was not a thrilling or fun experience leaving her with no option but to meekly follow obediently without even tugging on a leash for an excuse or a mask to hide her identity.  While she desperately wanted to be released, the socialite was relieved that she saw no other staff that might recognize her.  Mariana paused and looked longingly toward the locked doors leading to her residence.  She looked ruefully to her wrist and the missing diamond bracelet that held the RFID chip that would have given her almost unrestricted access to anything on her 3,000 acre property with the exception of her husband’s office and library suite.  After his death, their attorneys had cleared out anything of value from the suite and Mariana had never bothered to get a key to explore the rooms.

A brisk shove interrupted her musing and she fell sideways and belly down over the back of an overstuffed chair in the central common area.  An iron grip on the back of her neck held her tightly face down over the back of the chair.  Mariana relaxed over the overstuffed chair and didn’t bother to struggle.  Early in the long month of slavery as a Merry Maid she’d resigned herself to her role worshiping both cock and pussy.  It was clear she was going to be raped by an aggressive and dominant member of her own staff.  She knew the less she resisted, the easier the sex would be.

The ex-Airborne Ranger easily controlled the cuffed bitch with one hand at the small of her back.  His other hand explored once again at the two cock pleasure holes between her legs.  “Did you lube up your twat and ass this morning before you escaped your collar?” he asked rhetorically at the sight of shiny lube between her legs.  Vincenzo (Vinny) Ponce had years of experience porking willing and unwilling sex-trafficked whores in Europe and Africa while on active duty.  Later, as a paid mercenary or security guard after Judicial Enslavement, he throughly enjoyed using mostly unwilling collared bitches in slavery whorehouses in those same countries.  The advent of Judicial Enslavement had drastically increased his access to quality pussy.

The glistening ring of lubrication around her asshole drew his attention the most.  His free hand had already worked to free his pants and underwear.  Not at all self-conscious about standing naked from the waist down behind his latest conquest, Vinny fisted his cock and set it against her anal star.

Mariana let out a deep grunt of dismay when the cock nudged against her ass.  As she had been trained, she took a deep breath and pushed back against the cock head.  She prepared to bear down on the cock to ease its entry into her hole.  Despite her resignation, she gasped as the larger than expected organ’s head punched its way into her unresisting rectum.  “Hummph!” she protested as Vinny then threw all of his 245lb body mass into that first thrust.  “Heiiii!” she screeched in protest as his pubic mound flattened her soft ass when he quickly bottomed out in her tightest hole.

While Vinny was enjoying every bit of the unexpected on-the-job rape, a kitchen worker watched aghast from the top of the stairs as the burly man’s naked ass jack-hammered into the wriggling bitch’s rear.   She had fallen to her knees at the sight.  She was supposed to give him a slave hood but froze mesmerized at the brutal sexing.  The grunts from what she was told was an escaped slave made her own sex twitch with unexpected arousal.  She wriggled her thighs back and forth to stimulate her pussy.

Vinny’s hard forward thrusts into Mariana’s ass left his balls to swing forward.  Each time he bottomed out, his full, hairy balls swung forward and crashed against her pussy mound.  Despite her dislike of the man, he succeeded in wringing out an involuntary orgasm that left her shivering in delight.

“That bitch enjoys the rape,” the lowly kitchen worker thought disdainfully at the sight of the cuffed slave wriggling its ass against the fat cock spearing her ass.  The kitchen worker was unable to determine if the grunts were of pleasure or discomfort.

Mariana worked desperately to give her rapist the best possible experience.  Corrections during her training had been draconian if clients complained about a dead fuck.  Despite her orgasm, she obediently kept up her hip and ass movements to ensure he got his own release.  She sighed as the stiff meat pole pulsed and painted her bowels with his potent baby-making cream.

Vinny fell off his conquest and tripped over his pants and underwear pooled at his boots.  His softening cock popped out of her ass.  He glanced backward and saw the wide-eyed kitchen wench kneeling frozen with a thick leather slave hood held outward in her hand.  “Hood the bitch and then bring me a damp cloth,” he demanded.

The newly hired 20-year-old cook’s assistant gasped and ran around the chair to stay as far away from the nasty drooling cock as possible.  She grasped a handful of sweaty hair and pulled the slave’s head upward.  Like Vinny, she recognized that the red, irritated ring around the woman’s neck was from a slave collar.  Her breath hissed out in disgust and she quickly pulled the hood over the slave’s head. “Slut!” she hissed at the possibility the woman had voluntarily worn a Green Collar.

Moments later, she tossed a wash cloth dampened with hot water to the Security Guard and scampered away to the safety of the kitchen.

**********

Mariana grunted in very real anger and wriggled in a futile effort to stop Ginger and Suzy from proceeding with her makeover.  Ginger and Suzy had done a drastic makeover with her daughter during which Angelica had stayed back and watched the proceedings with a smirk on her face.

Still naked, gagged, and now hogtied on the floor of a bathroom in her husbands office and library suite, she’d watched helplessly as her 18-year-old daughter, Aviana Powers Riley, was brought into the bathroom, stripped down naked, and bound tightly to an office chair brought into the room.  Mariana was still uncollared but from her helpless position leaning back against the room’s large antique clawed bathtub, she knew she’d soon be wearing a Green Slave Collar again for the trumped up reason of her lewd and crude behavior on the forest trail and in trying to enter her own mansion.  She had no idea of her Butler and Ginger’s role in her rapid return to slavery.

Eighteen-year-old Suzy had waved a crackling cattle prod in front of Aviana and ordered, “You move and this goes up your nasty terrorist twat.  Understand?”

Angelica had frowned and given Suzy a hard look.  Mariana had been too focused on her daughter to notice.

Suzy blushed and nodded back silently with a look of contrition.  She understood the legal requirement to protect the reason Thumper was enslaved and permanently wearing a Black Slave Collar.  Suzy looked about the room quickly and sighed in relief that she could confirm that everyone present already knew the reason for Slave Thumper’s enslavement and devoicing.

Mariana watched her voiceless daughter, Slavegirl Thumper, slowly nod that she’d behave.  Tears began to run down Aviana’s cheeks when she saw scissors and clippers laid out on the nearby vanity.  Mariana grimaced in sympathetic pain when Suzy started with the electric clippers and buzzed clean a bald line two inches above Aviana’s ears and swept that line forward, removing everything below that line but only on the one side of her head.  She extended the line backward to an inch behind the ears and then took everything off below that line as well.  Next, she combed the hair on the forward half of Aviana’s head forward over her face and trimmed that hair in a straight line just above her eyebrows.  Humming happily, Suzy briskly brushed the hair on the back half of her head down her back.  “I’ve always wanted to do a goth hairstyle on someone,” she whispered in enjoyment.  “None of my friends are into that shit though.”  Again using the clippers, she cut off everything behind her head below her shoulders.  The young woman’s hair was only left on the one side of her head and the top hair was brushed away from the bald side.

Mariana was helpless to interfere as her daughter’s long dark hair drifted down to the floor of the bathroom.  Suzy skillfully completed the goth haircut in less than 10 minutes.  It was the next step that brought the most horror to the rich socialite and heiress.

Ginger looked pointedly to Mariana and said, “Your punishment for today’s behavior is being sentenced to two weeks as an Upstairs Maid working alongside your daughter.  To protect both your identities from discovery, you’ll both be given an identical and rather drastic makeover.” She grinned and added, “During her service here in the mansion, Thumper will temporarily be known as ‘Blue’ and you will be known as ‘Pink’ for reasons that will be obvious in a minute.”

Mariana sobbed when she saw the bright, neon-like blue hair dye being brushed on her daughter’s hair and eyebrows.

“Yes,” Suzy interjected as she carefully brushed in the bright blue hair dye, “Princess, your color will be ‘Shocking Pink’ and with your new collar and a face mask, your identity will be fully protected.”

Mariana was too shocked and too helpless to react.

“We have a pink robber’s style mask for you,” Ginger added.  “Your new nose ring will lock it in place in front and the two new ear piercings will lock the rear of the mask behind your ears.”

Mariana gulped and tried to visualize her future look as her daughter’s septum began to bleed from the new piercing.  She shivered again as she saw a gold bar like a miniature dumbbell pierced through each of her nipples.

“Afterwards, … IF, ... you do an exemplary job as Upstairs Maid and are free from a collar, we’ll shave your hair completely so you can wear a wig approximating your current hairstyle and hair color until everything grows back,” Ginger clarified with the emphasis on if.  “Oh, … one last thing,” Ginger added with glee, “to fully protect your identity, both Pink and Blue will wear Black Slave Collars to keep anyone from thinking a slutty Mariana Powers might have signed up for a Green Collar like some common, slattern housewife seeking adventure outside of her boring marriage.”

At her wide-eyed look of horror, Angelica interjected, “Since you no longer own your Human Rights, technically NLEC can force you to wear either a Green or Black Slave Collar and revoke or extend your slave status at will.  Red is out because signing away your Human Rights was not court ordered.”

After her own makeover and her hair blow dried and styled, Pink suffered the additional indignity of having her knees tied up to her shoulders, exposing her bare pussy mound and the black Tattoo of ‘Princess’ to the room.  Suzy once again took over and carefully inked in ‘Pink’ above her slave persona name.  She picked up the tattoo gun to make the new addition permanent in the brightest pink ink on the market.

Ultimately, Pink and Blue were set side-by-side and critically examined.  Each had the identical goth hairstyle in nearly glowing Pink and neon Blue and each wore a color coordinated maid cap pinned on top of their head.  As promised, each also had a color coordinated Pink or Blue robber’s style face mask that could not be removed without removing the nose ring or the two studs on each ear that securely held it in place.  From the feet up, each wore a comfortable pair of working shoes dyed the appropriate color with matching shorty socks and thigh-high hose of a color matching their new names.  Finally, each wore a thong-style panty that cupped their sex and a half bra; both were filmy and concealed little of their sex and breasts.  The top of each woman’s breast meat and their nipples were on clear display.

Mother and daughter looked at each other in horror.  Then, both slaves were led by Suzy holding their leashes to the common area at the top of the stairs.  Both were drawn down to their knees.

Mariana shivered in horror when two staff members she knew very well came up to the top landing.  Leading the way was her fifty-ish Butler with his salt and pepper hair.  He was 6’3”, lean and powerful in excellent shape.  Mariana knew deep down that while he was always respectful to her, he had been very domineering toward some of the casual dates she’d seen him with.  Also, he ruled the inside and outside staff with an iron, no-nonsense hand.  Following Mr. Baxter was Miss. Ellen Simmons, the recently hired Head Housekeeper and the primary authoritarian ruler of the interior staff second only to the Butler.  Mariana’s eyes locked on the well-used riding crop in Miss. Simmons’ waist.

“Well, who do we have here all dressed up like anime sluts?” Raymond Baxter asked with a grin.  Even knowing one of the poor collared bitches was Mrs. Powers, he couldn’t recognize which one was Mrs. Powers and which was her ‘lover’ Thumper.

“They look like they’re ready as two-dollar-whores and not as my new Upstairs Maids,” Miss. Simmons complained as she unconsciously drew her riding crop. The 42-year-old strict disciplinarian was ready to assert her position over the two women.

“The blue one is an 18-year-old and the pink one is a 36-year-old,” Ginger asserted.  “Blue and Pink are their names and they have extensive maid training and you will find them fully cooperative.  Miss. Simmons and Mr. Baxter, you have full punishment authority over them.  Also, you can schedule them for special services during the night time as long as you keep in mind their lack of sleep during the next day’s tasks.”

Mariana didn’t like the glitter of interest in her Head Housekeeper’s eyes or the prominent erection in Mr. Baxter’s pants.

“Hmmph!” Ellen Simmons huffed.  “They look related?”

“I doubt it,” Angelica offered as a lie.  “All we know is that both were federally enslaved for life in different jurisdictions and we don’t know anything else about their past lives.”

Raymond was momentarily startled at that comment.  He remembered Ginger’s explanation about Mrs. Powers’ enslavement for failure to make payments for services and Ginger’s certainty she could get another two weeks slave service out of the woman.  He looked to the two Black Collars and wondered.  “There is clearly more to this story,” he told himself.  He looked to Angelica and Ginger.  “Later, … I need to have a conversation about this with those two, … for sure.”

“As I said, Miss. Simmons,” Ginger repeated, “they are fully qualified maids and any failings are certainly due to being lazy or inattentive.  Also, they are fully broken to cock or cunt in any application you can think of.”

Mariana swore that her Butler’s cock twitched in his pants.

Ariana recognized the look of a harsh dominate lesbian butch in Miss. Simmons’ eyes.

Mother and daughter gulped.  “Will my life ever return to normal?” Mariana thought with dismay.

“Is an introductory spanking in order?” Angelica asked with a grin, remembering her own times as she was introduced to the collar.  She glanced uneasily toward Raymond and hoped he never recognized her as the slattern that he paraded nakedly about the estate the night of her arrival.  She was a bit unnerved at his earlier look to Ginger and herself that she took as a man’s look of appraisal of a future sexual conquest. “But,” she admitted, “he was the nearly perfect lover; dominate and demanding without being too harsh.”

“No!” Miss. Simmons declared in a tone that interrupted Angelica’s musing.  “If they need correction it will be especially harsh.”  She took a moment to collect her thoughts.  “Alright, … cunts, … for the next few days, your focus will be the deep cleaning of the guest wing.  There are 10 suites, five on each side of the long hallway.  Cleaning supplies are at the end of the hall along with vacuum cleaners, washers, and driers.  Got that sluts?”

Mariana, Pink, quickly nodded.  Except for her husband’s office and library suite, she was very familiar with the mansion.  Aviana, Blue, took a moment before she nodded.  Since she’d been mostly schooled at boarding schools in Europe, she was only familiar with the mansion during her short visits home during a few major holidays.  Summer vacation was spent on arranged tours.

“Each guest suite has a master bedroom with a king-size bed and its own bathroom.  There are two queen-size fold out couches in the common area and another bathroom.  You will strip the beds, all 30 of them, place clean sheets on each, and wash, fold, and put away the dirty linens, including towels.  The rooms will be given a white-glove inspection and slashes from my crop assigned as punishments.” 

Miss. Simmons handed over two stretchy bracelets.  “These are electronic keys for everything in the guest wing.  The first two suites are occupied so be sure to start there.”

She peered intently at the two sexy creatures.  “Mr. Baxter will come get you at dinner time for the staff meal which will be in the kitchen.  He will give you 20 minutes to shower and change.  You will slip on a regular gray house maid dress which you will only wear for dinner.  After dinner, you bitches have two hours quiet time in guest suite #10 at the end of the guest hall before any scheduled nighttime activities.  Breakfast and lunch will be delivered to you upstairs.”  She glared again at the two Black Collar Slaves.  “Well, … hop, hop!” she ordered with a clap of her hands. “To work little bitches!”

Pink and Blue scurried down the hallway to escape Mr. Baxter and Miss. Simmons.  Each was well aware that from the rear they might as well be naked.  The ass string of their pink and blue panties hid none of their rearmost charms which undulated like puppies in a sack as they hurried away.  Pink, Mariana Powers, paused at the first suite’s door on the left.  A brass placard to the right of the door identified the #1 guest suite as the ‘Saint Elizabeth Ann Seton Suite (1714-1821).’  The card with the guest name staying in that suite named after the first native-born North American to be canonized by the Catholic Church was Miss. Alaya Farrington.  Pink gulped and wondered if her friend would recognize her.  “Dare I say anything to her?” She wondered.  Mariana knew that Alaya had already completed her forced punishment for her courtroom outbursts.

“Blue,” Mariana was careful to address her daughter by her temporary slave name, “You start stripping the bedding and towels in suites #1 and #2.  I’ll bring back clean linens and the cleaning supply cart.”

Guest suite #2 was the ‘Edgar Alan Poe Suite (1809-1849)’ and it was occupied by Miss. Lori Neville who Mariana knew was on a mission of revenge but didn’t knew her location.  The odd number suites 1, 3, 5, 7, and 9 were named after notable female Maryland personalities such as Harriet Tubman (1819-1918).  Even numbered suites were named after notable male Maryland personalities such as Frederick Douglass (1818-1895) and Thurgood Marshall (1908-1993).

An hour later and Pink and Blue were still in the process of cleaning the first two suites.  The beds were made, clean towels were in the bathroom, and the carpets vacuumed.  Blue was dusting and Pink was on her hands and knees cleaning toilets, showers, and bathtubs.

Outside the first two suites, Raymond Baxter had returned with Vinny Ponce.  “Vinny,” the Butler said, “as you know there are motion sensors in the halls near each suite’s entry that link into the mansion security system.  Also, each entry door to the residence wings has an electronic lock also tied into the security system that identifies the person unlocking the doors.  Now that we have slaves up here on the second floor, I want RFID sensors wired into the power for every motion sensor.  Can you install all that?”

Vinny looked up and down the hallway but didn’t see the bimbo that he’d roughly nailed earlier.  He nodded, “That’s easy enough.  I have a supplier that has plenty of WiFi RFID sensors and there is an App that will tie everything into the house internet seamlessly and display on the security system.  I need to do a count so I can get them ordered.”

“The priority is the common area and the three doors, the guest wing, and lastly the owners wing,” Raymond answered pleased that the upgrade seemed straight forward.

“Hey, Mr. Baxter,” Vinny asked slyly, “you mentioned slaves.  What happened to that dark-haired bimbo with the foul mouth?  Is she one of those slaves you’re talking about?”

“No, … NLEC came over and took her back,” Raymond lied.  “We signed a police report for her lewd behavior, trespassing, and illegal entry.  NLEC did the same for theft of one of their golf carts.  She’s already out on bail and NLEC is negotiating with the district attorney for a plea deal of a two week self-enslavement to make any criminal charges go away.  After getting the fucking of a lifetime, she was probably confused when her collar was taken off.  Can you imagine after all her Happy Housewife Happy Endings that she had the gaul to try and file a rape charge against us.”

Vinny gulped and realized that he had actually ass raped a free woman and not an escaped slave.  “That makes sense,” he offered timidly.  “She sure acted like an escaped slave with the collar marks on her neck, a real NLEC slave tattoo on her ass, and her wild erratic behavior.”

“Yeah, she was apparently a frequent self-enslavement client that liked lots of rough, non-consensual sex,” Raymond added to his lie.  “That’s how she earned the permanent tattoo, … once she self-enslaved for the tenth time.”  After that statement, Raymond paused in deep thought.  “Wait.  How did she get a permanent tattoo if she was only forced into two Green Collar enslavements.  Hmmm.  First the issue of a Black Slave Collar and now the question of how she got a very real NLEC tattoo.”

“Geez, … what a slut!” Vinny exclaimed and that assertion brought Raymond back to the present.

“Anyway, during all that excitement, NLEC offered us a rental deal of two trained ‘Upstairs Maids’ and I took them up on it.  They, Pink and Blue, will be working the guest wing for the new week or so before moving on to do a deep cleaning of the owner’s residence wing.”

“That’s a weird set of names,” Vinny mused aloud.

Raymond laughed.  “Come on, I’ll introduce you.” 

The Butler gulped at the wondrous sight of Pink’s perfect ass as she leaned down scrubbing out the bathtub.  He turned to Vinny and mentioned, “They are both off limits during working hours and Miss. Simmons controls the schedule for any night time activities.”

“Crap!” Vinny hissed.  He had no idea that the glorious ass with pink thigh high stockings and a pink g-string was the same one that he’d ass-raped earlier.

“Tell you what, Vinny,” Raymond whispered back, “I hear she gives an amazing blowjob.  Just this one time, I’ll leave you to get acquainted while I go find the other one, Blue.”

Mariana heard the men talking behind her and she turned around while still on her knees.

Vinny gulped at the rigid nipples exposed above the filmy Pink half cup bra.  He unbuckled his pants and pushed everything down.  He gave the slave a look.  “Get to it!” he commanded briskly.

Pink recognized the Security Guard and resigned herself to responding.  She knee-walked up to him and gently stroked the man’s rigid cock.  Mariana breathed a hot breath on the fuck pole and licked up the length of the staff.  Without hesitation, the self-avowed lesbian took the entire cockhead in her mouth and used her lips and tongue while her hands stroked up and down the eight-inch-length.  Her mind automatically went to a safe place while her body responded to Vinny’s cock with a very professional blowjob.

As much as Raymond wanted to humiliate his boss by taking her in every hole and in every possible way, he intentionally turned Vinny loose on her.  “Soon I’ll get the bitch all night long,” he mused.  “She’s here for two weeks.” The issue of her Black Slave Collar still worried him but the lure of nailing Blue had temporarily overcome his reservations about Ginger’s story.

Pink kept sucking the fat head of Vinny’s cock and used a free hand to undo her filmy bra.  She pulled her body forward and set the rigid shaft between her breasts.  Her slobber drooling down from the cock head eased the main shaft as she squeezed her tits together to fuck the shaft she was servicing.  The most humiliating aspect of cocksucking was the automatic way her pussy had been trained to loosen and drool feminine lubrication in preparation for sex with a man.  Fully in her slave persona, Pink Princess sucked, hand-jacked, and titty-squeezed the shaft.

Vinny looked down at the slave intently worshiping his cock and let out a sigh of contentment.  Knowing he didn’t have much time, and determined to fuck the hot slut, he sighed at not finishing the best blowjob of his life and yanked up on her body.

Pink squealed in surprise and found herself bodily swung around as he sat down on the tub.  Her legs fell to the outside of his and her body was lowered.

This time, Vinny sighed in pure pleasure as Pink’s very wet twat swallowed his cock to the base as he pulled her down on his lap.  “Squeeze those pussy muscles,” he growled as he began to bounce the slim woman up and down his shaft.  “Show me what you’ve got, you talented whore!”

“I can’t help it!” she cried to herself.  “It’s so, nice!” Pink knew it was merely a practiced response to getting laid.  “Happy clients keep slaves from being punished,” she reminded herself even as the feelings from his cock became even more pleasurable.  She grunted in pure pleasure when she was thumped down hard on his dick and her clit tingled in appreciation.  “Baby,” she whispered her schooled responses into his ear, “this is so good!  Fuck me harder!  Don’t stop!  Please!”

Mariana’s responses during sex were now fully automatic.  She had no idea that she’d become addicted to the pleasure response from a hard cock or a strap-on dildo and that her orgasms were real and not the fake ones that she practiced during the early days of her training.  “Eiiii!” she shouted and felt her pussy muscles vibrate in a hard orgasm.

Because the suite doors were open, Raymond heard Pink’s unrestrained cries of satisfaction as he was easing his own dick into a hot, wet, and very tight younger cock hole.  Aviana Powers Riley, … also known as Thumper, … now known as Blue, had always loved both cock and cunt.  She was laid out on her back on the carpet beside the king-size bed with her legs tightly wrapped around the Butler’s waist.  Her mouth was wide open but her own screams of ecstasy were silent as she desperately humped up and down on Raymond’s thrusting cock.  Her moves were a dance in a well-practiced rhythm in counter-point to his; they each withdrew in unison and jammed forward in synchronization that resulted in loud, wet slaps of flesh on flesh.

After completion, the gasping mother-daughter pair of well-trained sluts let loose of their male ravishers.  Pink slipped off Vinny’s lap and thumped limply down on the bathroom’s tile floor.  Blue pushed the Butler off her body and rolled away as he slumped down beside her on the bedroom carpet.  Slimy white streaks of male jism ran down to the floors; cold tile for Pink and scratchy carpet for Blue.

Blue was the first of the two to move to straighten the g-string that Raymond had simply pulled aside as he drilled his cock into her body.  She awkwardly pulled her legs under her rump and picked up the discarded filmy bra.  She leaned forward to set her breasts in the half cups of the blue bra and leaned forward to plant a kiss on her most recent ravisher.  Unable to verbally thank Raymond Baxter for the nice fuck, she tried to convey her thanks with the gentle kiss on his forehead.  Then, she pulled back quickly to give him a coy look that telegraphed her pleasure at their coupling.

Pink wasn’t so pleased with being ravished by Vinny Ponce.  She wasn’t ready to acknowledge she had enjoyed the ending as he spurted inside her happy twat.  Pink also adjusted the swath of pink cloth on the front of her g-string that Vinny had also pushed aside to set his dick against her pussy lips.  She shivered in disgust as male jism, female sex drool, and sex lube plopped out of her gaping hole.  The cloth captured the slimy mix and it coated the outside of her sex when she pulled up the g-string.  “Smug fucker!” she hissed silently to herself as she glanced down at his goofy look of pure satisfaction.

**********

Later, well after dinner and after putting Pink and Blue in the wire slave kennels that Raymond and Vinny had assembled for the girls in the master bathroom of suite #10, Raymond logged onto his on-line house account and quickly realized that he didn’t have enough money deposited in the mansion’s household account to cover the two-week rental of Pink and Blue.  “That’s weird, I should have plenty of funds.  There was a scheduled deposit over a week ago.  Crap!  It looks like it wasn’t made as scheduled by Mrs. Powers.  They’re supposed to be auto deposits.  Have her slavery punishments interrupted the flow of money?”

Before the Butler left his quarters in the first floor beyond the left-most wing of the massive building, he grabbed a well worn black leather bag.  He quickly went down the long guest wing hallway toward suite #10.  He used his building pass card to enter the locked suite and then the locked master bathroom.  In the dim light, he saw Pink and Blue laying down on the bed pads set in each of their cages.  Each was naked with only a thin blanket for comfort.  Since Raymond gathered up their access cards when he put them to bed, he didn’t bother to lock the cages shut.  The girls were trapped in the suite and the security system had locked access to any suite or even the guest wing except for a few specific cards.

Raymond leaned into Pink’s cage, tapped her on the shoulder, and softly hissed, “Follow me, Mariana.”

Mariana Powers became instantly awake and stared in fear at her Butler.  “He recognized me!” she told herself with her heartbeat quickly rising in fear.

“Let’s go!” he repeated.

When Mariana crawled out of the low cage, he grabbed her under an arm and pulled her out of the bathroom to the master bedroom itself and threw her onto the king-size bed.  He shut the bathroom door and turned back to the socialite turned terrorist turned slavegirl.

“So you know?” Mariana whispered.  When did you find out?”

Raymond looked at the trembling woman and saw an exotic naked vision of pure sex.  The fully naked 36-year-old widow sprawled with legs spread across the bed with her glistening sex nakedly exposed between her spread legs with only her pink robber’s mask and her pink goth haircut to provide any shield from his scrutiny.  “Hmmph!” he grunted while ignoring her question about discovery of her identity.  “I’ll admit that your makeover does make you a very, very sexy sight.  I bet right now that all your socialite friends, male and female, would jump at the chance to nail your bimbo ass.”

Mariana flushed in the greatest humiliation of her life.  She had been unmasked by one of her servants.  The heiress brought her legs together and sat up on her knees.

“You already lubed up that twat and ass after your shower like a well-trained whore?” he asked softly.

“What is it, Baxter?” she asked meekly.  “What do you want?”

Raymond’s face underwent a rapid transformation from lust to anger.  He leaned far forward and slapped Mariana across the face hard enough that she toppled over onto her side.  “Only my employer can call me ‘Baxter’ and a collared slut like you simply addresses me as ‘Master’ from a position of subservience,” he hissed.  “Collared whores also answer questions asked by a Master.”

“Yyes, … Mmmaster,” she stuttered.  “This slut forgot its place.”  She scurried back up on her knees and folded herself forward with her arms extended.  “Master, this bitches holes are lubed and ready for use.  How can this slave serve you?”

Raymond wordlessly grabbed the back of her neck and hauled her back up on her knees.  From this position it was quick and easy to tie one of her wrists back and down on an ankle.  He reached back into the leather bag for another soft bondage cord and quickly trapped the opposite wrist to an ankle.

Mariana felt herself shoved backward and with her wrists trapped to her ankles, her legs opened lewdly when she thumped down on her back.  Her Butler fiddled with an arm and leg and she found an elbow now tied off to a knee.  When he finished, she shivered at the look of lust on his face as he stared down at her exposed sex.

“The Princess tattoo is older and the Pink tattoo is brand new,” he observed as he unbuttoned his shirt.  “He’d remember his questions about the socialite’s fall from grace.

Mariana realized it was the very first time she’d seen the man without a full suit and tie.  The white dress shirt was casually set aside and she gasped at the sight of his lean ropy muscles on his chest and arms.  Unconsciously, the lesbian licked her lips and stared between her wide-spread knees and feet as his pant and underwear were pulled down and kicked off.  “You’re beautiful,” she whispered and then flushed in embarrassment at the observation.

At 6’3” and in his 50s, Raymond Baxter’s body could have been a twenty-something world-class athlete.  His half-hard cock looked hugely large even for his big frame.  He knelt down on the edge of the bed and knee-walked up to Mariana and continued between her spread and bent legs.  Raymond smirked as he set the head of his cock between Mariana’s labia.  He placed strong and possessive hands on her knees.

“The first thing I want to know,” he whispered, “is how you are wearing a Black Collar?   Ginger told me that you accepted a Green Collar as punishment for failing to pay for sexual liaisons with your lover, Thumper.”

“Wha,” Mariana muttered in confusion.  She winched in pain when her Butler’s grips shifted to her inner thighs and squeezed tightly.

“I asked you a question,” he hissed.  “But, … I’ll admit I recognized you instantly on our security camera with your breasts bouncing around like a topless dancer while you zoomed through the forest.  And, … I got Ginger to rent you to me so I can use and punish you anyway I wish.”

“Sergei Kozlov caught me trying to rent my daughter Aviana as a mansion maid while she was wearing an NLEC Black Collar,” Mariana gasped as he pinched her sensitive flesh again.  “They gave me a choice, … transfer my Human Rights to NLEC and continue to see Aviana as an infrequent slave myself or go before the courts and likely get at least 6 years enslavement and risk being sold to a whore house somewhere with no chance to ever see my daughter for at least 6 years.”

“Thumper, … I mean Blue is your daughter?”  Raymond barely held back laughter at the thought of mother and daughter sex slaves and the irony of thinking she could protect her daughter by having her a maid in her mansion.  Then, he paused and asked his other question.  “So, that’s how you ended up whored out as a sexy maid for Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids?”

“Yes,” Mariana admitted as her pussy spasmed in need around the head of his cock.  “But Precious saved me from much longer term slavery.”

“Precious?” the Butler demanded in excitement.  He recognized the name and the blonde he’d so enjoyed.

“Yes,” widow Powers answered.  “Sergei Kozlov was such a bastard!  If she hadn’t intervened and renegotiated my sentence and bargained for her own temporary enslavement in the process, I’d probably still be at NLEC or Mistress Mary’s and facing years of service in an NLEC Black Collar.”

“So, Precious saved you and was also one of Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids?” Raymond mused aloud.  “And Precious is, … ?”

“Why, she’s Miss. Angelica Crosby of course,” the woman responded.  “She even went undercover at great risk to save some college girls from sex traffickers.”

“Thank you very much,” Raymond whispered to express his gratitude at her solving that mystery and the mystery of who he ‘knew’ at NLEC to use the ‘Redemption Coin’ on.  After that gleeful thought, he set that aside for the future and looked down at the red-flushed breasts of his employer.

“You know that earlier tonight I throughly enjoyed bedding your daughter and she’s no lesbian like you used to be.  She’s a wild firecracker in bed.”  Raymond taunted the mother.  “She’s obviously very well broken in to sex, … a real slut.”

“Bbut, … really, … I’m still a lesbian,” Mariana protested.  She’d long since stopped worrying about men and women sexually using Thumper; there was nothing she could do to change Aviana’s status as a slave.

Raymond reached down and each hand took possession of a lush breast.  He squeezed each fleshy orb and then turned his attention to her nipples.  “Mariana,” he hissed softly, “you are fooling yourself.  Since I tied you up nice and helpless your drooling, gaping cunt has become ready for use, your breasts have plumped up and gotten engorged with blood, and your nipples are as hard and swollen as any bitch I’ve ever mounted.”  He leaned forward and planted a kiss on her lips.  “Face it!  They’ve trained your body to respond to sex from cock or cunt and for anything from gentle sex to hard bondage.  Right now your body is fully conditioned, primed, and ready for a good hard fuck!”

Mariana felt the gentle nudge of her Butler’s cock head become a bit more insistent and she moaned unconsciously as the head popped abruptly past her outer labia and seated itself just inside her vaginal passage.  Her hips wriggled a bit but she wasn’t able to do much in her helpless position.  “No,” she softly protested, “that’s not true.”

Raymond rotated his hips in little circles and very slowly pushed himself inside Mariana’s fully prepared cock sleeve.  Mariana moaned louder as the leading portion of his rigid cock stirred around inside her honey pot.  Raymond grinned as he knew his cock head was throughly scrapping across the bundle of nerves that was her G-spot.  He kept up the rotation of his hips as he continued to drill downward into her tight, grasping pussy.

“Oh, you bastard,” Mariana Powers hissed softly as her hips began to undulate under the onslaught of Raymond’s experienced cock.  “Ahhhh!” she cried in pleasure.

Raymond responded by sliding his hands under the baby-soft skin of her ass cheeks and pulling himself a deep as possible into her sex.  He began to really drill his cock into her pussy; slamming as hard as he could, each thrust slamming pubic bones together.  After long minutes of pounding sex, Raymond pumped his cum into the pliant bitch and then untied one wrist and elbow and then the other set.

Widow Mariana Powers, a life-long self-avowed lesbian and a rich heiress in her own right even before inheriting her husband’s, who only married her husband in a loveless marriage in order to bear children, shrieked out the most intense orgasm of her life just as her Butler flooded her vagina with male jism.  Naked, bound, and helpless, she realized he was correct.  Mariana Powers, AKA Princess, AKA Pink, was a purely sexual beast trained to respond and revel in every aspect of subservient intercourse.

After sucking him back to a full erection and riding him cowgirl to even more orgasms, she stretched out on the bed beside her Butler and felt him cuddle up behind her.  “Hmmm,” she moaned in satisfaction.  “I hope you have more training like that for me tonight, … Raymond.”

The heiress grinned at his angry response; squeezing her breasts he’d wrapped his hands around.”Oh, please,” she teased, “don’t punish this willful slave by sticking that nasty fat masterful cock back in my body.  Or using any awful bondage devices to make me helpless.  I hate that so much.”

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned happily as she felt the renewed swelling of his cock poking between her ass cheeks.  She wriggled about and felt the head of his cock slip between the greasy lips of her sex.  “Oh!  Yesss!  You bastard fuck this helpless bitch senseless again!”

**********

Angelica Crosby, the 26-year-old Associate Attorney currently assigned as CEO of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center, started to wake and it was a struggle, her brain felt fuzzy and disoriented.  Her body felt weak and listless.  “My mouth is so dry,” she complained.  Her eyes were blurry and she seemed unable to focus.  “Something is wrong, … this isn’t normal.”  Belatedly, she realized that her mouth wasn’t dry, it was the horrid taste of rubber that made it seem dry.  She worked her jaw and struggled to focus her eyes.  Belatedly, she discovered that she did have a ball gag in her mouth and her head was hooded or blindfolded.  Her nose hurt horribly, her ears throbbed with pain, and her face felt stiff and unresponsive.

“Hmmph!” she tried to speak.  Then, panic rising, she screamed, “Hep!  Hep he!”

Angelica felt someone fumbling with whatever was covering her eyes.  It was yanked away and the bright light of the room dazzled her, … blinded her.  Frightened, she finally began to focus and was horrified at what she saw.  “I’m in a dungeon,” she thought.  She looked about a large living room-sized space and saw elaborate high-quality bondage devices and that she wasn’t alone in the room.  Angelica’s arms were bound straight out from her shoulders on some sort of leather padded bar held upright by a set of steel posts just beyond the reach of each hand.  She looked down and saw her mostly naked and exposed DD breasts had a gold bar newly pierced through each nipple.  From experience processing slaves, she recognized that the small gold balls on each end of the bars piercing her nipples were screwed and probably super glued or soldered in place.

“Hmmmph!” she grunted as she struggled to move her feet which felt like they were held in a widespread manner.  Her protruding DD-cup breasts blocked any view below to her waist, legs, or feet.  Her panic returned and she looked to the other occupant of the bondage dungeon.  “Heppp!  Hep hus!” she screamed at the vision of the poor woman also trapped in the dungeon.  The woman wore the same goth haircut, robber style mask held in place by a nose ring and ear studs, a matching pair of skimpy transparent half bra and panties, and thigh high stockings as she saw during the processing of Pink and Blue.  “Poor bitch has been processed like Pink and Blue but with a Day-Glo violet color scheme.  She’s struggling but trapped just like me!  Who has done this to us?”

Pink and Blue walked up behind the poor woman.  “Heppp he!” Angelica again screamed and then fell silent when she saw the riding crops each slave gripped tightly.  They hesitated and then raised the crops in preparation of slashing down possibly on the backs of the poor woman’s thighs, her ass, or her back.

“Eiiiii!” Angelica screamed as awful pain seemed to erupt from her ass and upper legs.  “Eiiii!” she screamed again as the pain was repeated.  She felt the physical impact and brutal pain that felt like it ripped flesh off her body from five tandem, synchronized blows.

“Oh, god!  That poor bitch is me, … in a mirror,” she belatedly realized.  When she was once again coherent enough to process what just happened, Pink and Blue were gone and Raymond Baxter was back and seated in a comfortable looking chair beside what she now knew was a very large mirror.

“Well hello, Precious,” he said in a pleasant and calm voice.  “Welcome to Mr. Powers’ hidden dungeon.  He certainly was a man of surprising hobbies.”  He cocked his head and asked in an inquisitive tone, “Or, … should I call you Violet now?”

“Hmmph!” Angelica protested and fought against her bondage.  She glared at the mirror and was shocked at the transformation.

Raymond’s eyes were of course drawn instantly to the quivering mounds of her DD-cup breasts that were shaking enticingly from her struggles.  “Of course when we met before you were introduced to me as a naive woman ‘experimenting’ with how Green Collar Slaves would be ‘managed’ under the American version of the Judicial Enslavement Act.  At the time, Sergei told me you would almost certainly self-enslave again in the future and offered me a chance at renewing our short relationship.”

“Hoo!  Hot hru!” Angelica’s immediate protest of ‘No! Not true!’ about the story as he related it was muffled by her gag.  “I didn’t volunteer to be manhandled by you!” she told herself.  “This is typical Sergei style perversion of a story to enslave someone.  Ginger has taken his aggressive business practices to heart!”

“It was a lot of fun that night blowing your naive mind with some admittedly wondrous sex.” The Butler paused to gather his thoughts and to further admire the big breasts, narrow waist, and fleshy ass of the toned body of the NLEC CEO.  “That was the first time in more than twenty years that I had my hands on a submissive slut to mold into my sex toy,” he admitted.  “I was disappointed when I never got notification from Sergei about using you again and never saw your picture pop up on the NLEC website.”

He paused to further admire the woman’s attempts to resist the bondage and her conversion.  “You were told that I was Mrs. Powers’ Butler; but in fact, I am also the Mansion Staff Major Domo,” Baxter continued.  “The point is that I noticed a problem in the middle of the night with scheduled deposits for the Mansion operating accounts.   It turned out to be a huge problem for Mrs. Powers’ cash assets for the Mansion and for NLEC.  Fortunately Mariana and I found a work-around to get access to other accounts until we track down the stolen $12 million.”

Despite her predicament, Angelica gasped at the shear amount of the theft.

“But after Pink and I enjoyed some quality time together,” he added with a smirk, “I asked how she came to be collared and serving at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  She praised Precious for saving her, even describing how you argued with Sergei and ended up offering yourself up as a slutty maid alongside Princess to drastically reduce her sentence.  Since none of these stories matched what Ginger herself told me, … well, Ginger and I had to have a talk.”

“Ginger pulled up the NLEC confidential security files and showed me the video of you in the limousine with your desperate promise to self-enslave to Slave Mistresses’Angel and Star.  She also found the video of the argument you had with Sergei where you offered yourself up to drastically reduce the sentence Mrs. Powers was forced to accept.  That scene where you stripped naked and Sergei porked you from behind to a very vocal orgasm was amazing.” Raymond laughed at the memory.

“Hmmph!” Angelica tried to protest the twisted way facts were being presented.

“Mrs. Powers also mentioned how you participated as ‘Bunni’, an older bimbo-like woman submissive that was in love with a work subordinate, a younger dominate woman, in that almost solo rescue operation to save some coeds from sex traffickers at the local strip club,” Raymond continued.  “I don’t know how that corrupt Assistant District Attorney got you naked and eagerly taking her oversized strap-on; but, that was also amazing video of your drunken wailing orgasms. He paused and added, “Ginger told me that, sadly the bitch of an Assistant District Attorney escaped capture and the traffickers either rescued her or sold her into slavery.  Amazing work, Precious.”

“My question, Miss. Lawyer is why you ended up as the naked, helpless, and fucked submissive during the rescue instead of forcing young Ginger to take on that role?”

Angelica had no answer for why she went along with the plan with Ginger as the older woman, acting as the ‘submissive toy’ for the night at the club.

“While Ginger was showing me all this, she described how you came to witness the transformation of Pink and Blue yesterday.   She told me of the wistful, almost jealous look you had on your face.”   Now Raymond paused and lied, “She showed me a couple of still shots where you looked like you wanted to trade places with Pink and Blue.  Anyway, earlier, Ginger had given me this one-inch silver coin, … called a ‘Redemption Coin’ that could only be used to enslave a specific person that I already knew.  But, I didn’t know who that was until Mariana told me how heroic you were.  That is, … how heroic Precious was.”

“Hoooo!” Angelica complained.

“My problem was that I could only enslave Precious for a single day.  Then I remembered how you and Ginger seemed to have no problem putting a Black Collar on Pink.  That kinda pissed me off at how both you cunts so easily twist the regulations to better use women for profit.”

“So, Ginger misread the look on my face and explained how you seemed to embrace the slave lifestyle.  She reminded me again of all the times you orgasmed as a slave, … as Precious that first night, … for a week as a Merry Maid after Sergei fucked you to orgasm, … your orgasms as Master Black’s sexy maid, … as a submissive fuck bitch on Members Night after your first Redemption Coin was used, … and as a submissive bimbo at the strip club.  Well, after all that, I had to make it happen.  You clearly are happier as a slave.”

Angelica peed herself at that explanation.

He grinned a feral grin and added,  “So I told Ginger that I could gift NLEC $10,000 each for a couple of additional coins.  The deal is I wanted you fully transformed for two whole weeks in a Black Collar, the same as you and Ginger did for Mariana.  The excuse in the memo of record is to preserve Angelica and Mariana’s free woman personas.”  Raymond paused and added with a smirk, “It looks like I was right, just like Sergei, the team running NLEC will do anything for profit.  Thanks to Ginger, welcome to two weeks of sexual submission and servitude, … slave Violet.”


39.  Unexpected Consequences

Ginger looked up at a knock on her office door.  She had moved into Angelica Crosby’s office the day before; as soon as unconscious Angelica was stripped, processed into Violet, and hauled away for delivery to Raymond Baxter in the mansion.  Ginger had drugged Angelica’s mid-morning coffee with a sedative.  “Well, Commissioner Jorden Schroeder,” she said with a smile as she quickly stood up in respect, “welcome back to NLEC.  I know we have some unfinished business but I didn’t quite expect to see you here so quickly.  Did you come to see the results of our new livestock; Pink, Blue, and Violet?  Daytime they can be found working slavishly at the mansion and nighttime they are scheduled for live sex shows in our new mini disco slash strip club.”

“Mistress Ginger,” Jorden began with a huge smile, “congratulations on both your rise to full Mistress status, your new role as CEO of the National Livestock and Equestrian Center, and your refreshingly flexible approach to business.” The tall, slim Livestock Commissioner working in the Justice Department’s Federal Bureau of Livestock Management sat down uninvited in a comfortable overstuffed armchair.  He smiled and got comfortable.  “I believe that young Ann is working the front desk today.  Can you have her bring us some coffee and then clear your calendar for the day.  We do indeed have some unfinished business.”

Ginger nodded her agreement and spoke quickly into the phone to Ann.

While he waited Jorden started talking.  “To set the scene, I’ve already cleared the way for permanently stalling any questions regarding your imaginative expansion of the self-enslavement obligation on Miss. Angelica Crosby’s Redemption Coins.  I basically only agreed to your plan because, like you, I had reservations about leaving Angelica in charge of the only federally licensed livestock facility in the United States.  I am fearful that public and legislative scrutiny of NLEC policies and actions would be horrible.  As you know full well, Miss. Crosby has made more than one serious blunder that could have brought public and legislative scrutiny that we can’t afford.”  He paused and added softly, “For now, I’m happy to see her ‘sidelined’ from making the business decisions at NLEC.” 

He paused at Ginger’s wide grin and continued,  “I’ve been admiring the ‘Redemption Coin’ display on the wall behind your desk.  I see that now four of her seven coins have been redeemed.”  His eyes ran across the word ‘Precious’ at the top of the display and the words underneath, ‘Single Day Self Enslavements.’

Jorden reached down into his briefcase and brought up another display case which he set on her desk.  “Mistress, I believe this one will resolve the little typographical error on your version of the plaque.” 

Ginger cocked her head and wondered what he was talking about.  The display case on the wall was artfully done and Angelica had hated it the instant its purpose was explained to her.

This newest display was almost identical to the one on the wall.  It was also made of a well oiled and glistening rare Brazilian hardwood with a glass-covered area protecting indentions for seven of the Redemption Coin sets.  The differences between the two displays was that the newest one had two compartments under the engraving ‘Precious’.  The first held a single complete coin in the only slot with ‘Single Day Self Enslavement’ inscribed below that single coin.  The section below that had three complete coins and three more empty slots for Redemption Coin sets and the words ‘One-Week Self Enslavements’ under that area.

“Holy shit!” Ginger laughed in joy.  “Three more redemptions at one week each instead of one-day redemptions.”

The Commissioner smiled back.  “I also understand,” Jorden continued, ‘that you negotiated the release of Mr. Baxter’s coin and two others for a total two-week self-enslavement obligation.  As you can see from the corrected display, those three coins now represent a total enslavement of up to three weeks.”

Ginger could barely restrain her happiness at having her rival removed for the extra week.  “To paraphrase what Angelica herself argued,” she chortled in excitement, “when she reduced Mrs. Powell’s sentence, ‘After more than a month-long period as a Slavegirl, she may never be able to return to the role of an assertive professional woman’.”

At that moment, Jorden raised his hand to stall their discussion.  Ann swept into the office with a couple of coffees, some cookies, and a big grin.  

“Thanks much, Ann,” Jorden said with a grin to the young worker.  “I have a special contractor coming in to the meeting in a few minutes.  Let me know when she arrives.  Until then close the door behind you and ensure we aren’t interrupted by anyone else.”

“Mistress Ginger, I fully agree, with your assertion from a few minutes ago,” the Slave Commissioner continued when the door clicked shut.  “Miss. Crosby’s softer, more compassionate leadership style and her penchant for making poor decisions could have been disastrous longterm for both the NLEC and the National Judicial Enslavement Act.”

“So true,” Ginger asserted happily, “we barely cleared any profits during her tenure.  Except for a few cases where she found creative ways to enslave men that had wronged women, she simply hasn’t been aggressive enough in closing contracts that most rewarded NLEC and not to the client.”

“So, true,” Jorden responded.   “For all his other faults, Sergei Kozlov knew full well that under Judicial Enslavement Laws, free women are prime for the taking with, … I believe he said something along the lines of:

‘Women have pleasure bags on their chests and asses along with two gold mines between their legs plus one in their mouth.  They’re all prime enslavement stock and can generate the maximum profit.’

He paused and was pleased to see Ginger nod her head at the assertion that women were the ideal target for profitable enslavement.  Ginger added to the quote,  “That is absolutely correct, but I would add that our business model is hinged on the ‘Buyer Beware’ concept of:

‘Bimbo, … it’s too late once you sign or verbally agree on a video or audio recording.” 

“So true, Mistress Ginger,” the Commissioner responded with a smile. He reached down and pulled a short stack of paper from his briefcase.   “That’s actually a perfect transition to my next topic.  To follow through from our conversation yesterday, … I’ll need you to sign this document and initial at each of the boxes.  There is only a single copy which I will retain under tight personal seal in my private bank strongbox.”

“I’m not sure what I have to sign,” Ginger said with uncertainty.  “We verbally agreed on everything over the phone.”

“Exactly.  This document codifies your actions.  Just read it and sign!” Jorden responded with clear signs of a growing impatience.

“Wwait!” Ginger cried.  “This can’t be right!  This document is essentially an admission that I conspired to enslave a free human woman and altered federal enslavement documents to accomplish that task.”

“Well, … but, … that’s exactly what you did, Ginger,” the Federal Slave Commissioner responded in a calm voice.  “I agreed to make sure there was no investigation into your conspiracy to enslave your boss and that’s exactly what this document covers.”  He smirked.  “From both our prospectives, it was simply good business to ensure that NLEC maximizes profits with minimal risk of public uproar while the potentially disruptive player, Miss. Crosby, was sidelined.  But, … as you yourself have essentially asserted, … we need strong, aggressive leadership to ensure the profitable success of the National Judicial Enslavement Act and you my dear will be a powerful weapon in my hands to ensure that national policy and policy decisions do exactly that.”  He stopped talking, sat back, and steepled his fingertips.  “The President himself agreed that your plan needed to be executed in the perspective of national economic security and that having you fully onboard our team, … willing or unwilling, … is absolutely necessary.” 

Ginger sat speechless at the depravity of his strategic maneuvering.  She shut her teeth with a click and reluctantly continued to read the document.  The Slave Mistress jumped when the Slave Commissioner dropped another, slightly larger display case on her desk and then her eyes followed the clunk of two small velvet bags on the desk.  

Her eyes immediately zeroed in on the phrase ‘Mission Tasks’ under the name of ‘Priceless’ and the text below the coins, ‘Coins each represent critical tasks completed.”  She gulped.  “There are so many coin slots,” she hissed in hysteria.

“Quite so,” Jorden answered in a gentle voice.  “This is plaque will be full of coins only after you respond to 20 special missions.  Miss. Angelica Crosby will eventually return to the staff at NLEC with a major demotion after her bout of slave training.  You, … however, … will be forever on call as I demand in order to further the President’s policies.”

He locked eyes with the horrified young woman. 

Ginger wept and then looked up at Jorden Schroeder, the Federal Livestock Commissioner.  “But, that simply can’t be me.  Priceless?  And why do this to me?”

“Oh, yes.  You are indeed priceless to me,” Jorden asserted.  “As to why, … the document you signed gives me life-long leverage to ensure you continue making the correct and most aggressive decisions at the NLEC.  This way you protect the profits of NLEC with a more malleable Angelica as your subordinate once she returns.  Lastly, I can protect national policy and confidence in those policies by using your very alluring sexual charms on an as-needed basis.”

“Bbut, … I’m a lesbian, … you can’t make me a sex slave to men,” she sobbed.

Jorden grinned a bit sympathetically, “Don’t worry, … I have a heart after all.  You’ll first need a bit of training here at NLEC which will include both cocks and cunts.  But after that, if you do me a single little favor right now I will promise that in the future you will only be used against female politicians that I will need to support the Judicial Enslavement Act.  It’s long past time to get The Act passed the court-imposed stay and get it back to fully in force.” Under his breath, Jorden told himself she could be used to target, “Any female holding up national policies endorsed by The President.”

Ginger wiped the tears off her face and hissed, “Here’s your papers.  Signed and sealed.  So, what’s next?”

The Federal Slave Commissioner stood up from his chair and kicked off his shoes.

Ginger’s jaw dropped as his pants and underwear puddled down on the floor atop his glossy black dress shoes.  He stepped out and quickly fisted his cock as it grew on length and girth.

“If you want my promise of using you only against female targets,” he said in a soft voice as he began to unbutton his dress shirt, “then you better strip down all the way so I can admire my newest agent before you give me your best blowjob of your life.”  He grinned as Ginger hesitated with her hands on the first button of her blouse.  “Your first task to redeem a coin is to participate in a one week session alongside Pink, Blue, and Violet.  Of course, if you don’t perform as demanded, then after just that first, one-week training I’ll continue sending you to a few rounds of two-week sessions beside Pink, Blue, or Violet.  With up to twenty coins to redeem, … that’s a lock of fucking, sucking, and whoring.”

After appreciating Ginger’s look of absolute horror, the Commissioner continued.  “With the milky white skin of a natural redhead and your big soft titties, I think a glowing magenta hair color and costume would be very popular with the strip club crowd.  Mr. Raymond Baxter would also likely sample you frequently while working at the mansion.  To again paraphrase what we just spoke about:

‘You are prime enslavement stock.  As an avowed self-enslaved BIMBO, you will be used to ensure the furtherance of our NLEC fiscal goals and national policy goals.”    

Ginger shook her head and began the process of stripping off her clothes.  “This is what those bimbo sluts feel like when they get much more than they bargained for during self-enslavement,” she told herself sadly.  When she leaned down to pull down her thong, she blushed furiously when she saw his eyes glued to what she thought were her best features; her pale white currently down-hanging breasts tipped by hard, blood-engorged nipples.  She steeled herself to slowly turn around still bent over as his finger spun in a slow circle.

“Ginger, you will be a very valued member of my team,” he hissed in pure appreciation of her lush and very ripe body.   “It’s a shame that I’m an honorable man because your twat truly looks like a national treasure that I would love to plunder over and over.”  He moaned aloud as her right hand gripped his rock hard cock and her lips approached his cock’s head.  “Ohhhh, yessss!” he hissed.  “You gorgeous bitch.” 

He felt Ginger’s right hand continue to grasp the root of his cock while the other began to stroke up and down his dick lubricated by the drool seeping out of her mouth.  “Gwaaack, gwaaack, gwaaack!” was the repeating sound coming from her mouth as the head of his cock bounced off the too small passage down her throat.  She used her head, hands, and mouth to rape herself on the cock.  After far too short a time, Jorden gasped as his cock pulsed and pumped his jism out into her mouth.  He somehow kept his eyes open and saw the moment his creamy cum filled her mouth and she gasped and coughed.  As she fell backward onto her ass, Jorden saw his jism spew from her nostrils.  “Hell, yes!” was his response.

The shock of the thick, gooey spend filling her mouth and nasal cavity made her fall backward in shock.  “Thank the Gods he didn’t want to fuck me,” she told herself.

At that moment, the speaker on Angelica Cosby’s desk crackled on.  “Mistress Ginger, there’s a Mistress Irina Pavlova here to see you and the Slave Commissioner.  Commissioner Schroeder confirmed her appointment earlier and asked me to ring her in.”

The electronic door lock buzzed and Mistress Irina Pavlova marched into the room and slammed the door shut behind her. 

Ginger, nakedly arrayed on her ass with her legs akimbo and fresh male jism on her face, looked over her shoulder and blanched at the sight of the woman who had pretended to enslave and torture her and Angelica the night of the almost foiled raid on the strip club.

Irina, wearing a severe gray wool skirt, starched white shirt, and a red scarf laughed at Ginger’s plight.  “Was already telling Sergei this redhead very much lover of pussy.  Having much experience training womens in Russia and evaluating best ones wanting lesbian experiences.”  She looked askance at the Commissioner’s drooping cock and added, “Much kudos to Commissioner Schroeder for getting gay, spoiled American bitch to give acceptable blowjob.”

“Yes, … very acceptable,” Jorden answered with a silly grin on his face.

A riding crop appeared like magic in the stocky woman’s hand. 

Ginger squealed in fright and crab-walked away.

Commissioner Schroeder also bolted out of the chair and moved away from the retired Russian Slave Mistress.

Ginger’s mind flashed back to the scene where she was laid naked on her back atop a scratchy blanket before a roaring fire holding two red hot branding irons.  She gulped as she remembered the forced 69 with Angelica who was bound atop her.

“Please to be putting on hot girly show!” the Russian Slave Mistress had commanded that night and used the riding crop to encourage a feverish tongue to pussy lashing from both girls.  “Wanting to making me very, very happy with eager bitches putting on show,” she had added with a big grin.

The crack of the folded popper at the end of the riding crop against the leather upholstered chair brought Ginger’s attention fully back on Irina.

“Priceless to present!” Irina yelled.

After brutally training numerous naive collared women into instant obedience in slave positions, Ginger immediately scrambled to a kneeling slave position, moved her knees out enough that she felt her outer labia open like a flower, set her butt down between her ankles, moved her spine vertical, and reached up her hands to present her tits.  Ginger almost threw up when she realized how quickly and unconsciously she had reacted to the Mistress’s command.  “I’ve already submitted to her,” she wailed inwardly.   “Is she right, … am I a natural submissive?”

“Silly little bitch,” Irina chided with a happy laugh. “Slutling remembers submitting to powerful Mistress.  Dah?”  The Mistress, her almost white hair in a tight bun turned and scowled at Commissioner Schroeder.  “Mr. Slaver, best to getting dressed and cock out of my sight before I collar you, throw you in slave sack, and send you to my training facility in Arizona.  Eunuchs have nice boy vaginas and making good cocksuckers.”

This time Jorden blanched in fear.  “She took Raja Khatri, the Tuition Assistance Counselor, and Nicola Mata, the Assistant County District Attorney, to her training facility someplace in Arizona.”  As he scrambled into his underwear and slacks, he asked, “How are the two slaves you took as payment for helping out with the strip club fiasco?”

Irina grinned and looked to Ginger.  “Hmmm, Jade and Coffee very much obedient and submissive sluts now with strong skills for servicing any type client.  Two buyers in Colombia now in bidding war for the set.”  She shifted her laser-focused sight to Jorden, “Best to hurry with clothes, my two male trainers angry at missing chance to train the two emasculated male staff members.  Are begging for a new man slave to make into sissy boy.  They say best cocksuckers ever are new girly-boys.”

Jorden gulped and ran out of the office with his socks, shoes, shirt, and leather satchel in hand.  He slammed the door behind him and was very happy that Ann was gone and a sign was atop her desk. 

‘Senior staff office hours over; contact Visitor’s Center Receptionist available 24/7.’ 

Jorden Schroeder sat down in a couch in the outer office, breathed a sigh of relief, and pulled on his socks.  A wail of agony from inside the room brought a grin to his face.  “I need Ginger aggressive and dominate at NLEC and meekly compliant and submissive when I need it.  Before Sergei Kozlov left, he told me Irina was my best bet for solving any enslavement or slave training issues.”

Irina strode confidently out of the office with a leash in hand.  The other end of the leash led to a Black Slave Collar locked around a wide-eyed Ginger’s throat.  Other than the collar and the red welts across her body, primarily on her breasts, ass, thighs, and face, the unhappy redhead, temporary CEO of NLEC, was fully naked.

“Priceless collared herself once reminded of her full submission last time we met,” she told Jorden with satisfaction.  “Sergei sent me video so have proof of Priceless and Precious submission to Mistress Irina at dark airfield.”  She stopped and glared at Jorden still buttoning up his shirt.  “You clean up office and fold her clothes in desk drawers.  No need to let NLEC staff know Mistress Ginger can now moonlight as Black Collar Slave Priceless when you needing her.”

“Good work,” Jorden responded in an even tone.  “Sergei told me of your talents and sent me your resume and certificates in case I found a good job for you.”  He paused and added, “I find myself in need of a Licensed Slaver here since Mistress Angelica and Mistress Ginger seem to be busy elsewhere.  Can you take the job for a few weeks or so while you break in Ginger.”

“Dah!  Is good opportunity.  Will talk salary later,” Irina smiled with a sneaky look.  “Maybe be taking position of Chief Slaver Advisor to Head Mistress?  Huh?”

“Ahh, … where are you taking her?” Jorden asked, wanting to change the subject and also astonished at the courage it took to address the obviously very dominate Mistress.

“Going to processing room,” she answered.  “Slave needing proper tattoos; NLEC tattoo, Mistress Irina Slave tattoo, Slave Registration Number tattoo, and slave name tattooed above pussy.”  She tugged on Ginger’s leash who was now realizing the full impact of signing her admission of guilt.  “We go now!” Irina commanded.

Commissioner Schroeder grinned at the plight of Ginger, Angelica Crosby, and Mrs. Powers.  He didn’t spare a single thought for 18-year-old Aviana Powers Riley, also known as Thumper or more recently, Pink.  After all, she was just another permanently Black Collared bitch.

He immediately began to rethink the senior management positions of NLEC.


40.  Debut at the New NLEC Strip Club

Pink and Violet stood meekly with their leash handles laid over a hook by the door just above eye level.  Dressed in their normal mansion slut-maid color-coded attire, their hands were comfortably cuffed behind their backs with soft color-coordinated leather lined steel mesh wrist cuffs linked together with a double-ended snap link.  The very tired and subdued duo were waiting just inside the rear delivery entrance of the mansion for a golf cart ride back to NLEC.  They were both staring fascinated by the sight before them.

On her knees energetically worshiping Vincenzo (Vinny) Ponce’s cock as if her very life depended on the blowjob was Blue.  The slim raven-haired college girl was unrecognizable in her Day-Glo neon blue severe hairstyle, matching blue face mask and maid hat, virtually transparent blue panties and bra, her thigh-high hose also matching the bright blue motif, and her same color comfortable shoes.  She also had on her ever-present Black Slave Collar with its leash dangling loosely down to the tile floor where Vinny had dropped it from limp fingers.

Vinny stood above her still as a statue with a look of dazed wonder on his face as Blue’s lips were presently at the root of his dick with the head of his cock fully buried deep in the young woman’s talented throat.  “Fuck!” he whispered as Blue hummed deep in her throat and wriggled her head from side to side.  “Best cocksucker ever!” he exclaimed.  He enjoyed the masterful blowjob initiated by Blue as they came to the door after she simply reached over, squeezed his cock from behind her back, and then spun around and dropped to her knees.  Her hot breath as she used lips, tongue, and teeth to draw his zipper down brought his cock to a hardness he rarely achieved.  “Two hot bitches watching while the youngest face fucks herself on my dick, … a world class event,” he hissed aloud.

Previously lesbian Mariana watched her daughter with some feelings of disgust.  “She’s acting like she really loves being turned into a brainless bimbo focused on nothing but sex.  Is this what Ariana was like in just her first year in college?  Fucking and sucking everything in sight?””

Angelica Crosby watched the daughter in amazement at the skill being shown.  “How can she goggle a cock like that?” she wondered.

When Vinny recovered from his blowjob, he led the three women out of the mansion by their leashes. He first set Pink and Violet on the rear-facing back end of the golf cart and then almost lovingly set Blue down in the front passenger seat.  With the women secured by seat belts and their wrists still cuffed behind their backs, Vinny checked in with Claire, the Security Shift Supervisor.

“Central, this is Security One.”

“Go, Security One,” Claire answered.

“Security One leaving Castle for the Barn with all three soiled doves.”

“Roger, Security One departing for the Barn with all three soiled doves.”

“Nothing further, Security One out,” Vinny, having completed his check out, turned on the electric golf cart and headed through the ancient forest back to NLEC.  “This is a load of some prime cunt,” he told himself happily.  “I’d love to know the back stories on who these bimbos were and how they came to wear Black Collars.  Fuck do I love that the United States is finally getting the Judicial Enslavement Act.”

Angelica and the others were exhausted and sat limply during the ride through the forest trails.  None of them appreciated the sheer beauty of the old growth forest and the artfully routed cart trail bedded deeply in pine straw.  They had cleaned rooms until very late the previous night, then were required to sexually service Raymond, Vinny, and Ellen Simmons the Head Housekeeper at the mansion.  Then a few hours of sleep and a short breakfast followed by more work.  Mistress Simmons had inspected their work every bit of the way.  She also didn’t spare punishing strokes of her riding crop for their oversights or failings.  Her standards were very high.  It was now mid-afternoon and they were being whisked away to NLEC for an unknown reason.

“We’re clearly nothing but livestock with these collars,” Angelica thought sadly.  “I’ve helped train the 4H Junior and Senior girls here to disassociate thoughts of the collared bitches being anything other than livestock the instant a collar snaps on their necks.  They’ve already treated me like slave meat since Sergei made me collar myself and submit to Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  Even without a collar, I don’t get the same respect I used to have.”

Vinny parked at the side entry to NLEC where the center’s golf carts normally parked.  He picked up the other walkie talkie on the dash of the golf cart and keyed the mike.  “Visitors Center, this is Security One from the Castle.”

“Go ahead Security One.”

“I’m at the golf cart parking area on the side of the building with three hot sluts in Black Collars for a training session.”

“Roger, Security One, … the door has been buzzed open.”

“Thanks, out.”  Vinny slipped out of the cart and started unbuckling the seat belts of the three slaves. “Wonder which one of those jail bait kids Sergei hired is working the Visitors Center tonight,” he mused.  “Who would have thought that teens and barely 20-year-olds could so easily subdue, control, and train grown women.  Amazing!”  He thought back to the artful way Heather, the youngest 4H Junior Girl at 14 handled the self-enslavement paperwork for the two college cheerleading squads. “That was some fine video,” he thought, “especially young Cathi popping her whip over a Ponygirl runner in her test trial while expertly riding her quad.”

From the edited video of the time trials, Vinny remembered every word of the Race Announcer,  “Look at those big melons fly on Blonde Bimbo Two.  Yes-sir-re!” the announcer continued.  “Those are probably the biggest milk bags you’re gonna see dancing and prancing about today.  Imagine porking that cunt in the Petting Zoo later on.  Keep that whip a popping, Cathi!”

Still shaking his head in wonder at the memory of the very young girls expertly riding herd on the just collared livestock.  His own three sexy maids were easily herded his into the building.  Angelica followed her leash obediently.  Tired and lulled nearly into sleep during the ride, her brain was in that slave zone where she didn’t wonder at the what or why, … she just followed where her leash led her.  That changed abruptly when she entered the facility and saw Irina Pavlova waiting for them with another color-coordinated slave at her side.

Angelica felt the blood drain out of her head and she nearly fell, dizzy from shock and blood lose from her brain.  She stared wide-eyed at the cruel retired Mistress that had abused her and Ginger.  “I thought she was going to brand me,” she reminded herself in remembered horror.  “She tortured both of us as if we were her new acquisitions being beaten into accepting her as our Mistress.”  She flushed in horrid remembrance of how she howled and begged to be her Mistress’ slut, whore, slave.   “Then, she brought us back to NLEC and Sergei Kozlov.”  Angelica flushed red with further humiliation at knowing that Sergei, her boss and coworker, had avidly watched all the videos of their ordeal from entry into the strip club to delivery back to NLEC helplessly bound in slave sacks.

Irina scowled at Vinny.  “Please be leaving bitches here.  Mistress Pavlova be taking over training. Now leave us!”

The ex-military Airborne Ranger and hand-to-hand expert fled from the gray-haired Russian harridan. “That’s one scary bitch!” he thought as the door shut and locked behind him.

Irina silently gathered up the three leashes and added them to the one in her hand.  Without a word to the women, she turned and moved into the complex.

As she started automatically after the Russian Mistress, Angelica noticed that she was right behind the new girl, the one with brilliant-hued hair styled exactly as hers, Pink, and Blue.  “I’m Violet.  Did I see ‘Magenta’ tattooed above her pussy before she turned to follow Mistress Irina?” 

After a few steps she got the right angle to read the tattoo on the very pale skinned woman’s right ass cheek.  “It’s an NLEC tattoo with a Slave Registration Number underneath.  What’s the writing above say?”

It took a few steps and it finally sunk in.  The words above the NLEC logo were ‘Mistress’ and ‘Sexy Maid.’  “Ginger,” she hissed silently.  “That must be Ginger with the same tattoos that I now have and the same absurd makeover.  Holy fuck!  Is this some sort of hostile takeover.”

Angelica was so distracted she didn’t recognize which training room she was led into.  On entry, she stumbled at the sight of a room she was totally unfamiliar with.  The door slammed shut behind her and she realized that every surface of the four walls of the 25-foot square room were covered with floor to ceiling mirrors, even the back of the just closed door.  It was a dance studio with wood floors and a wooden barre for practicing ballet moves mounted on the two side walls.   In the middle of the room was a 12-foot round raised stage like in a strip club with a shining brass stripper pole in the middle.  The back of the stage had a curtain for the dancer to enter from a smaller square platform on the other side.   Angelica knew from her strip club experience that the next dancer would typically leave the changing room to wait behind the curtain for her song to begin.  Most of the room’s lights were dimmed but flood lights focused brightly on the platform.

A loud hand clap from the Mistress broke Angelica free of her musing.  She felt someone behind her unsnapping her cuffs and then saw young Cathi, a 15-year-old 4H Junior girl going behind the others and removing the links holding their wrist cuffs together.  Weirdly, she saw the diminutive brunette was wearing a tiny pair of sequined boy shorts and a matching sports-type bra. 

“Mistress Cathi will be your pole dancing instructor every day for at least the next week from four to six,” the Russian Mistress commanded in a drill-field voice.  “Be paying much attention to Mistress Cathi.  Every other night at seven will be dance off in new strip club below Members Area.  Winner gets night off with bath and massage.  Second and third place girls will work rest of night until two in morning as sexy waitresses, dancing with clients, and giving much blowjobs and oral sex.  Loser gets public flogging in playroom upstairs and then gets gang fucked till dawn before starting day with rest of you bimbos cleaning mansion.”

Angelica felt her heartbeat increase in fear.  She gulped.  “I’m very top heavy with big DDs and the other three are all slim women with B or B+ cups.  At 5’10” how can I compete against these petite women?  I haven’t been to the gym since law school and never did any gymnastics.”

“Alright dancers,” Cathi spoke with authority.  “You will pay attention and follow my every command.  The first half of today’s class will be introduction and practice on basic pole moves and spins and then the second half will be learning how to combine stripping, sexy dance moves to excite the audience, and pole dancing in a three-song routine.”

While Cathi jumped on the strippers pole and showed a few basic moves, Irina opened a mirror covered closet and rolled out a clothes rack on wheels.  It was full of an array of costumes with four of each.   Harem outfits, school-girl outfits, librarian outfits, cowgirl outfits, and more.  Each customized stripper outfit had some accessory in Pink, Blue, Violet, or Magenta so that all four girls could wear the same costume with their color coordinated accessory.

Irina ran a fingertip down the long line of costumes.  She paused at the four harem outfits and shook her head to the negative but thought how much fun it would be to turn the awkward white bitches into skilled harem dancers.  “Fun but not for strip club right now, … need focus on stripper pole.”  The Russian continued down the clothing rack and stopped at the librarian outfits.  “Many possibilities with these,” she thought.  She pulled one out and fingered the knee-length demure skirt and the color-coded basque for under the outfit’s white blouse.  Then she shook her head.  “Not for our girls with goth-like haircuts colored like anime fuck characters.”

“First thing to do is strip down naked,” Cathi commanded with a smirk while Irina tried to find the perfect costume for the night.  “What little you’re currently wearing right now won’t be needed for your show tonight so take it off.” 

Angelica looked at herself in the mirrored wall and blushed.  “I look like a sex doll caricature of a person; a slut maid with garish colors and mask like some anime character.”  She sighed and started with her Violet maid’s cap.  It was held in place by pins which she found and pulled out.  Working down, she unclipped her almost transparent bra that offered almost no support for her full breasts, the matching panties, and then plunked down on her butt to remove her comfortable shoes and socks.  She paused with legs crossed on the floor while folding her things when Cathi dropped a pair of plastic platform stripper shoes in her garish violet color down beside her.

“Put these one,” Cathi said in a commanding tone. 

The now enslaved CEO of NLEC looked askance at Cathi’s cross-trainer shoes.

The diminutive 15-year-old brunette leaned down slightly to pat Angelica’s cheek and softly whispered, “My shoes are for comfort just like what you wore as an upstairs maid.  Right now, these are to get the crowd excited and desperate to fuck you.”  She smiled and ran that hand down and across one of Angelica’s firm DDs.   She leaned in and whispered, “Violet, you have the most delicious breasts and all the men will want you tonight as their personal MILF fuck toy.”  Cathi laughed and pinched her nipple, “If I were only old enough, you’d be worshiping my little kitty all night long.”

Angelica looked away, humiliated that the young teen could get away with her outrageous actions against an older woman.   Then, she had a thought, “Will my big breasts give me an advantage over the others?”  Sighed in resignation, she rolled her hose down her legs, finished, and picked up the clunky plastic stripper shoes and slipped her feet in the first one.  The shoes were actually only the equivalent of a six-inch heel but the platform soles made it look like ten inches.   “I’ll be like 6’8” tall in these things.   How sexy will the crowd judge a big titted whore hopping around the stripper stage?”

**********

After the grueling workout, Angelica staggered down the hall to the nearest shower.  Both Cathi and Mistress Irina watched them carefully as the four girls washed off the grime of a long day cleaning in the mansion and then the exhausting two-hour work out in the dance studio.  The 26-year-old lawyer felt aches in muscles that she never knew she had.  After simply toweling dry, the girls were led back to the studio where a folding table with four folding chairs had been set up.  Plates, silverware, cups, and containers of food and drinks were laid on the table.  “Thirty minutes to eat and then time for makeup before your first debut as strippers,” Cathi announced as Irina waved her out of the room.

With the four alone for the first time, Angelica looked at the others and hissed, “Alright, now can anyone tell me what the fuck is going on?  I woke up yesterday looking like this and don’t remember anything before that.”

Ginger tried not to look guilty but had to put out a story even if she knew it was blatantly false.  “Commissioner Schroeder was in the office going over some of our written procedures when Mrs. Powers’ security office called to complain that a crazy woman, who turned out to be Mrs. Powers herself, was racing wildly through the woods with her titties bouncing out in plain sight.  She was still wearing her slutty maid outfit from her punishment time at Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids.  When security wouldn’t buzz her through the side door, she became violent, kicking the door and cursing.  That’s when they called security.”

Angelica looked to Mrs. Powers.  “I whored myself so you could get released much earlier than Sergei wanted and then you go acting like a crazy person?  So bad you get enslaved again?  What were you thinking?”

Mariana sniffled and whispered back, “I wanted a shower, plus a long soaking bath, and my own clothes.  I’m rich and well known in high society, … I can’t stand being a helpless slave.”

“Hmmph!” Ginger huffed.  “It’s all your fault anyway,” she said to Mrs. Powers, now lowered to the status of Pink the slutty maid.  “You not only traded a merely sexy maid outfit to something only horny teenagers looking at Japanese online porn could think up.”  She shook her head and continued with her made up story.  She turned to Angelica.  “It was the Butler, … you know Raymond Baxter, the one who boffed you brainless the first night you arrived when you had to beg Mistress Angel and Star to collar you for the experience.  You stupid slut!”

“Noooo!” Angelica shrieked.  “That’s absolutely false!  Those women tricked me in the limo after I drank too much champagne.  I was drunk when I agreed that I was their slut, … their, …”  Abruptly she stopped at the knowing look of the three women.

“What kind of bimbo asks slavers to let her experience a collar,” Mariana smirked.

“Exactly the kind of brainless women who’s brains are obsessed with their twats,” Ginger replied smugly.  “That’s our actual business model and Angelica proved it even before the Judicial Enslavement Act went into effect.”

After a long silence, Ginger continued with her tale, certain her misdirection was working.  “Mr. Baxter mentioned to Commissioner Schroeder the shortage of help in the mansion.  It seems that the staff objected to the harsh rules and physical punishments inflicted by the new Head Housekeeper, a Miss. Ellen Simmons.  I believe you’ve just experienced her heavy hand with a crop.  Anyway, all the housekeeping staff and half the kitchen staff quit, hence the shortage of indoor staff at the mansion.”

She paused and then continued after a breath or two.  “Commissioner Schroeder must be a fan of Japanese anime, especially the hentai and manga over sexualized characters.  He’s the one who thought up the ridiculous makeovers Pink and Blue had.  Raymond Baxter agreed to rent two Black Collar slaves from NLEC for two weeks using mansion operating funds.”

“What?” Mariana Powers objected.  “He’s been my butler for years, how could he do this to me?”

“In fairness,” Ginger interjected, “I don’t think he knew who you were at first.”

“Bullshit!” Mariana responded.  “He admitted he knew all along when he praised my daughter for being such a willing bed partner.”

“Bastards,” Angelica hissed.  She immediately thought of how she practically threw herself on the Commissioner when he acted as mediator in their issues with Sergei Kozlov’s business practices and the way he abandoned her naked and trapped until Ginger came with a Green Slave Collar and self-enslavement paperwork.  Angelica also realized that she’d clearly been betrayed by Raymond as well. 

“It was my idea to add Thumper to the mix,” Ginger admitted with a shrug. 

Both Angelica and Thumper, Blue, gave Ginger sour looks.

Ginger shrugged and ignored the women to continue.  “Somehow, Mr. Baxter figured out that Angelica was the hot blonde bitch he led around the mansion grounds that night before they had hot monkey sex all night long and again in the morning.”  Ginger smiled sweetly at Angelica.  “When you went to Mistress Mary’s Merry Maids with Princess, … Angel and Star showed us a beautifully edited video to see why you volunteered so vehemently to help out Mrs. Powers in her sentencing by Sergei.”

“You bitch!” Angelica hissed.  “You know that’s not true.  I never harbored a single thought of self-enslavement.  It’s all propaganda by Sergei, Angel, and Star!”

All three of the others smirked at her weak defense.  They’d all seen evidence of how sexually responsive the young lawyer was.

“How many times did you scream out in orgasm that first night we were Merry Maids together?” Mariana asked a bit maliciously.  “That big black bastard with the huge cock got you plenty excited when he drilled out your pussy and fucked your brains out.  Did you really care about me?  Or was everything a plot to get yourself some submissive sex?”

Angelica was crying and Ginger was inwardly pleased.  “No,” Angelica protested, “I thought wearing the collar too long would permanently warp your personality.”

Mariana touched her Black Slave Collar and whispered back to Angelica, “You and I have worn the collars more than once.  Are we going to end up addicted to the life of a submissive slut?”

Thumper grinned wildly and except for her loss of voice would have blurted out how she thought the sex was the best ever.  She reached down and put a hand on each of the women’s thighs seated beside her.  Her fingers quickly scurried across Angelica thigh and reached toward her pussy.  Her other hand did the same to her mother who was sitting on the other side.

Mariana slapped her daughter’s hand and Angelica grabbed the other.  “You’ve become nothing but a round-heeled slut!” Mariana hissed to her wildly grinning daughter who quickly nodded agreement.”

“How did the two of us get caught up in this mess?” Angelica asked while she continued to trap the exploring hand.

“It started when Raymond Baxter asked to redeem his coin and get Angelica to join Pink and Blue.”

Mrs. Powers cringed at the reminder she was now Blue.

Angelica cringed at the thought of her remaining Redemption Coins.

“The rest is guesswork,” Ginger continued, “based on snippets of conversation between Commissioner Schroeder and Mistress Irina Pavlova.  I know the Commissioner immediately agreed to enslave Angelica for her 24-hours but Mistress Irina objected because she had heard Sergei’s negative description of your leadership traits, Angelica.  She said that she firmly thought your repeated enslavements caused by your errors in judgement could bring adverse publicity to NLEC and risk the National Judicial Enslavement Act which has been stayed from full entry into force.  The Commissioner agreed and asked Raymond what he would pay to get an additional coin and extend your rental to a full two weeks, matching Pink and Blue.”

“Holy shit!” Angelica again cursed Jorden Schroeder.  “That absolute bastard.  He rewrote the contractural obligation for the use of the Redemption Coins and also profited off of it.”

“That got you converted to look like a Japanese anime character but the money went to NLEC,” Ginger added.  “I got caught up in their schemes when the Commissioner thought trapping me would end up with the two of us much more compliant to doing as he pleased.”

“Two fucking weeks!” Angelica moaned.  “That’s why I didn’t get released today.”

Ginger held back that it was her direct negotiation that got Angelica’s time extended to two weeks and that the Commissioner was likely going to extend it even further.  Her last bombshell on the topic was, “Mistress Irina Pavlov has been appointed NLEC Head Mistress of Slaves until I return and the Slave Commissioner will act as the CEO managing all the administrative burden of NLEC until such time as Angelica might return.”

“Fuck!” Angelica hissed.   “What?  Wait!  What do you mean ‘until such time as Angelica might return?’”

**********

The strident beat of the music made it difficult for Angelica to think.  She shuffled around a bit in the clunky tall stripper’s shoes.  The artificial height made her moves somewhat awkward, less graceful.  “We didn’t get enough practice today,” she thought with despair.  “There is too much riding on this.  To lose would be awful.”  She couldn’t help but remember when Ginger redeemed her first Redemption Coin and the near gang bang she was forced to experience.  “And, … it was all on video for Sergei to show me,” she remembered.

Angelica made a few last minute adjustments to her costume.  Irina Pavlov had decided on the catholic school girl look for them.   The costume was surprisingly simple and was fitted over her violet colored thigh-high stockings and a new set of a matching flimsy violet panty and bra set.  Unlike the g-string she wore in her daytime maid duties, this panty was a more typical hipster-type panty that was low-waisted and provided plenty of front and back coverage of her pussy mound and fleshy ass cheeks.  The stripper skirt was the quintessential catholic school girl wool skirt with repeating horizontal patterns of primarily blue inlaid with thin white and red vertical runs.

Irina herself clothed each of the soon-to-be strippers.  With Angelica, she started by wrapping the one-size-fits-all skirt around Angelica’s waist and tugged it snugly around her waist so that the two open ends of the skirt could be joined by a velcro fastener hidden in the faux waistband.  Then, she helped get Angelica’s arms into the short-sleeved starched white shirt.  Instead of buttons, there were only three square velcro pads that held the shirt closed in front.  Too short to be tucked in, the shirt ended about two inches below the skirt waistband that sat low on her hips.  The bottom of the skirt was just low enough to barely cover the top elastic band of her thigh-high stockings.

The last accessory was a loosely tied man’s tie with a pattern exactly matching the skirt.  It was laid in place outside the shirt collars instead of being tucked underneath.

The result was jarring with the sexy but naive look of a catholic school girl with the garish hair color and stockings more reminiscent of a succubus on the hunt that has failed to camouflage itself in the guise of innocence.

Angelica realized this was the first time since she was collared where she must be proactive instead of just reacting to commands from Mistresses and Masters.  She needed to dig down deep inside herself to exude as much sexual talent and slutty moves as possible or she wouldn’t win the contest.  The collared lawyer looked toward the curtain between her waiting position and the stage with the stripper pole; there was a small gap between the two halves of the curtain.  Not for the first time, she looked through to observe Pink who was now well into her third song.  Angelica was slated as the last of the four color-coordinated novice strippers in tonight’s contest. 

Sweat glistened off the 36-year-old widow’s skin and she was nakedly cavorting around the stage, very close to ending her three-song set.  The pole work and what passed as erotic dance moves were finished.   The widow, Pink, was trying too hard to make her still very firm B+ cup breasts jiggle as she hopped around the stage.  It was exhausting work and she panted as she knelt down before a leering male and spread her kneels widely to give him a long, close-up look of her gash.

Angelica looked away in disgust.  “I have to do the same and more,” she reminded herself.   “I can’t be judged last,” she repeated.  “I don’t even know how Magenta and Blue did and even watching parts of Pink’s routine doesn’t let me know the audience response because of all the bright lights focused on the stage.”

The music ended and the sudden silence was jarring.

“Alright everyone,” an announcers voice blared over the sound system, “give a big round of applause for Pink, our third first-time stripper contestant of the night.  I remind everyone of the contest and the fact that three of these alluring prime examples of naive collared livestock will remain tonight for your further enjoyment.  The ‘loser’ will get a very real flogging upstairs and an all-night, no-holds-barred sex-a-thon.  The second and third place ‘winners’ will be serving up blowjobs and oral satisfaction until two in the morning.”

It was hard to tell from the applause how many patrons were present or even the male to female ratio.

“So, … ladies and gentlemen it’s now time for our last contestant of the night.  I’m very sure you will find much to enjoy of her performance, especially her big, bouncy, very real DDs.  Appearing in her very first, very unwilling strip event; I give you, Violet!”

Angelica took a deep breath and just as her first song blared its beat through the club’s speakers, she burst through the curtain with energy and flung herself at the stripper pole.  Not as graceful as the more petite women, she muscled her way through a quick body spin around the pole and hooked her upper leg around the pole and let her torso swing down.  The move let her other leg move out horizontal, fully exposing her panties.  Angelica retained enough momentum to slowly revolve around the pole once more, giving the room a brief, but very arousing view of her labia through the wet gusset of her flimsy violet panties.

While the others moved toward the waiting area, Angelica had intentionally soaked her crotch with water so that the nearly transparent filmy material became fully transparent.  The effect on the crowd was noticeable.

“Look how wet that slut is!” was the loudest yell from the crowd.

Angelica had no time to waste on her initial success.  As smoothly as possible, she let let her upper leg loose and flipped to her feet.  She then pranced around the stage while playing with her tie in moves that let her too short skirt slip up and down.  Then, she leaned over in a move that kept her knees locked and her hands reached down as far to the floor as possible.  The move flipped her skirt up, fully exposing her panties and Angelica held her breath as she wiggle-walked in a circle using only foot movements so that everyone in the audience got the same view.  Both her asshole and pussy were visible in this position.

Angelica fought to catch her breath as she once again flounced around the stage playing with her tie which she drew over her head, twirled it over her head a few times, and then threw it deep into the audience.  She grinned at the roar of approval.  Sensing her first song was over half finished, she set her hands to gripping each half of the white shirt which was joined by the three velcro tabs.  She stopped abruptly and yanked her shirt wide open for a count of three.

The crowd again yelled their approval.  The sight of her wide areola and fat nipples under the filmy bra egged them on.

Just as abruptly, Angelica slammed the halves of her shirt back together with a faked pasted-on look of horror.  Then, she danced again around the stage as if running away from her lewd exhibition.  Similar to Pink’s final move, Angelica slid to her knees at the edge of the stage, leaned fully back and once again ripped her shirt wide open.  With a firm yank downward, Angelica broke the hold of the single velcro tab holding each of the short sleeves in place.  Shirt broken free from her body, Angelica theatrically threw it over her shoulder to the curtained entrance behind her.  With a roar from the crowd, the first song ended.  She shimmied her shoulders and her big boobs shook wildly under the transparent bra which gave virtually no support.

When her second song started, Angelica again launched herself to the brass pole.  She leapt high and let her momentum spin her around and slowly drift down to stand on her feet.  Since joining NLEC Angelica had gained a tremendous amount of sexual experience; far more than in her previous life.  Despite the humiliation of many of those lessons, she knew what to do during this song.

After the pole work, Angelica moved to the front of the stage and faced the audience with her legs well spread.  She toyed with her skirt, first smoothing it out and then quickly flipping up the front to expose her panties and the obviously hairless pussy mound underneath.  Then, she flipped it up and held it for a full leisurely 360 degree spin.  She then pranced around the stage and returned to the same spot.  This time her ass faced the audience and she bent forward and yanked the hem of her skirt over her waist.  With her legs spread and her pussy facing the audience she began to rapidly twerk her ass.

“Holy shit!” a male voice screamed.

More than one woman in the audience wished her hips could move like the slut on the stage.

Angelica again pranced around the stage, leaning down to blow kisses to men and women closest to the stage.  Then, she returned to face the audience, spread her legs, and yanked free the velcro holding the skirt wrapped around her waist.  She held the rectangle of patterned cloth in front of her pussy and whisked it away a few times before throwing it back to the curtain behind her.

The audience roared to see the busty woman in color-coordinated lingerie; thigh-high hose, panties, and the bra.  The panties and bra hid none of her charms.

“Show your tits!” a voice hollered just as the second set of songs ended.

Angelica was caught unaware by the end of the song.  She quickly ran behind the curtain to compose herself for just a few breaths.  She took a final deep breath and waited for the last song to begin.  “Time to show them everything,” she thought with humiliation mixed with more than a little lust.  She quickly ran a forefinger under her panties and tested her natural lubrication.  “My slit is sopping wet!” she exclaimed.

The last song started and Angelica pranced out onto the stage.  This time, she ignored the stripper pole and immediately undid the hooks on the back of her bra.  She used the flimsy clothing as a shield to only give tantalizing glimpses of her boobs; much as she did with the skirt to block the view of her panties.  The need to see breasts, especially big ones like Angelica had, drove the audience to scream for more.

“My body is just as hot as those Pink, Blue, and Magenta,” she thought proudly.  “But, my best feature where none of them can compete is a set of big fat, bouncy boobs, … and they are all natural.”  With that, she whipped the violet bra away and threw it toward the curtain.  She grinned as the crowd fully appreciated the sight of her plentiful breasts.   While moving to the music, she cupped her breasts upward as if offering them to the screaming crowd. 

Angelica flushed red in mortification as she replicated a move she’d only done in front of mirrors as a teen when her breasts first reached the swollen size of DD.  First, she swayed back and forth until her fat hooters joined in a counter rhythm to her shoulder’s moves.  It was like a hypnotist using a moving golden watch; the crowd became quiet and watched them move.   Once the protruding mounds of plenty were moving under her control, Angelica began to add an up-and-down movement to her side-to-side moves.  As the twin breast meats began to slowly move counterclockwise, the crowd began to wake up and yelled their approval.  Angelica used her body movements and the pendulum affect on her breasts to spin her breasts faster and faster in mesmerizing circles.

With no fanfare or teasing, Angelica hopped backward disturbing the momentum of her breasts and simply tore off the panties.  Quickly prancing forward, Angelica dropped down and moved into a perfect set of splits, just at the edge of the stage.  She leaned back and thrust her hips and pussy toward the client just inches away.   When he darted forward to kiss her glistening twat, Angelica rolled backward and executed a perfect leg stand upright.  Her breasts were still wobbling when the last note of the song ended.

Tearful at the lewd show she willingly performed to win the competition, she only bowed once and ran off behind the curtain where Pink, Blue, and Magenta waited in the crowded space.  Tears of humiliation were running down her face at the no-holds-barred whorish performance she made.

“I know you’re eager to see how our prime livestock fared in tonight’s contest,” the announcer’s voice got everyone’s attention.  “So, … to review, … our first livestock contestant was the delicious Magenta with her perfect pale skin and kissable perky breasts!”

The formerly redhead 21-year-old pranced through the curtains and onto the stage.  The slim 5’6” woman had a perfect body only as a youthful person could have.  Still naked except for her magenta thigh-high hose and her stripper shoes, her B-Cup breasts were indeed absolutely perky, protruding proudly and topped with nipples made up in brilliant magenta.

The crowd roared its approval.

“Next,” the announcer continued, “was the equally alluring, tight-bodied Blue, with the youngest and firmest titties made to maul and worship!”

Like Magenta, Blue, the 18-year-old college student and briefly anti-slavery terrorist jumped through the curtain, stood next to Magenta, and bowed.  Her blue tinted nipples stood out clearly atop her breasts just as perky as Magenta’s but even firmer.

The roar of the crowd was equal to that of the first contestant.

“Third in our lineup of prime pussy is yet another tight-bodied example of womanhood with absolutely huge nipples atop tits just as perfectly formed and wonderful fun bags, … Pink!”

Pink, the 36-year-old widow also leapt through the curtains bowed to each side of the stage and then stood beside her daughter.  Her pink nipples seemed to glow in the bright lights of the stage.  While standing still, her breasts did look just as perfect as Magenta and Blue.  But, in motion, her breasts had bounced much more noticeably due to more fatty tissue and less muscle.  However, her trim body exhibited years of gym work to maintain a very slim waist and muscular thighs and arms.

Again the roar of approval from the crowd; enthusiastic, but not crazy.

“In the lineup of prime cunts, the last contestant, and the one you certainly admired with the most deliciously full bouncy and meaty DDs is Violet!”

On her cue, Angelica, a licensed lawyer in good standing, a professional woman with an advanced degree and glowing appraisals from her bosses, also jumped through the curtains.  Unlike the others, the move made her full breasts hop up nearly to her chin before flopping downward.  When she leaned down in her first bow, they hung way below her chest.  When the crowd roared it’s loudest approval, After pause to let the audience admire her meaty breasts where they hung so beautifully.  Angelica stood back upright and her big breasts almost magically popped out full and proud with no sign of sagging.

Angelica again bowed and held the position so her approving audience could once again admire her hanging torpedo-like breasts.

When she stood next to Pink, she heard a hissed, “Cheater!  That fucker made a point of highlighting your cow-like breasts and then you leaned down as if inviting them to milk those flesh bags!”

Angelica held her smile for the audience and made no reply.  “Too much at stake,” she reminded herself.

“Let’s hear a final round of applause for our contestants!” the announcer cried.

“I know how excited our crowd is tonight to see which lovely contestants will be providing personal drink service, blowjobs, and any oral satisfaction imagined.”  When the crowd roared its excitement, the announcer added, “Sorry, but as you know, the fees for tonight’s show – adjusted based on membership levels – includes what I just described but no actual fucking or special services.  Again, based on membership level and cost, you’ll have access to all our other prime quality bitches who I promise are well trained to fully satisfy your needs.”

Angelica, Ariana, Mariana, and Ginger looked at each other in trepidation.  They weren’t eager for anything except being the winner.  Cocksucking and sucking cunt were exhausting services.

“Without further ado, … our second place winner is, … Magenta!”

Ginger grimaced at the horrid thought of all the cock she’d have to pretend to worship and wondered how badly her stomach would be upset with a full belly of cum.  “Being a lesbian doesn’t make me excited about eating out a bunch of bitches I don’t even know,” she told herself.  “But, way better than a never-ending gang bang.”

By then the applause had died down and Ginger found herself out on the club floor with patrons yammering for table dances, drinks, and oral services.  She sighed and decided to focus first on getting drinks for the crowd.

“Folks, I got to admit tonight’s contest was really tight.  Coming in a very close third, … is Pink!”

Angelica watched Mrs. Powers slump in relief at not being last.  She turned to Angelica and hissed, “Right now I kinda hope that you’re last.  I’m still not sure that your motives for getting collared were actually meant to help me.  If you’re truly a closet submissive eager to experience everything NLEC can offer a typical self-enslaving bimbo, … then I hope they flog those slutty dreams out of your ass.”

The lawyer, acting CEO, and Mistress wearing a slave collar, sighed deeply and watched as Pink was absorbed into the crowd.  Ginger was already on her knees and getting a very rough face fucking from a standing patron.  There were men already forming a line.  The patrons were more interested in her blowjobs than getting drinks available from the regular topless wait staff.  Angelica turned to the sound booth where the announcer was invisible behind the reflective glass of the booth.

“So, to everyone not yet getting a blowjob,” the announcer broke in over the rising noice of the crowd, “that leaves us with one sorry bitch facing a flogging upstairs followed by a no-holds-barred gang bang as well as one very lucky cunt that will enjoy a deep muscle massage followed by a full night of unmolested sleep.  The lucky winner will also have no other commitments until tomorrow night.”  He looked at the crowd and announced, “Fuck the loser, … the winner of tonight’s competition is the wondrously amazing Violet!”

Angelica reached over to console Blue.  She gripped her hand and whispered, “I’m so sorry.”

Blue looked at her with a blank look and then made a quick grim smile before nodding her head.  She didn’t resist as hands pulled her behind the curtain.  After a few times bowing and smiling to the crowd, Angelica realized the staff was once again far more more concerned with how quickly Magenta and Pink could get on their knees and put lips, tongue, mouth, and throat to work.

Hands gently pulled the very relieved and temporarily speechless Angelica back through the curtains and the dressing room to another smaller dark room with only a few candles and the strong scent of sweet flowers in the air.  A silk blindfold was gently wrapped around her head and someone soundlessly led her to a padded table.  Then, a soft female voice whispered, “It’s a massage table, lucky slave, … crawl up and lay belly down.  There’s a recess for your face.”

Still uncertain how she survived the grueling contest, Angelica sagged down on the comfortable, padded surface.  She sighed when hot, scented oil was drizzled down her back and two sets of soft feminine hands began gently spreading the oil over her body starting with her arms and upper torso.  Soft soothing music came through speakers somewhere in the room and the aroma of scented candles and hot wax filled the room.

After a few minute of wondrously relaxing massage, one of the two remained focused on her head, neck, and shoulders while the other slipped her hands down to work from the small of her back down.  “Ahhh,” Angelica whispered.  “This is amazing.  So, nice!”

She grunted softly when the woman roughly grasped her gluts and squeezed and caressed them.  Angelica had no idea how aroused she’d gotten during the awful stresses of cavorting about in front of a faceless crowd of men and women lusting after her body until a soft, feminine hand delved between her legs.  She flushed in humiliation when the female voice softly whispered, “Holy shit!  This puta has a river gushing out of its sex!”

The collared lawyer realized that both women’s voices she’d heard were strangers with Hispanic accents.  “Hired talent?” she thought, “I know the voices of all the staff and slaves.”  The hands of the woman who discovered her sloppy wet gash drifted down to massage her feet.  “Ohhh, … that’s it,” she moaned.

A larger set of hands wrapped themselves around her ass and repeated the deep muscle massage of her lower back, gluts, and upper thighs.  Angelica couldn’t help but moan as one of that third set of hands reached under her belly to massage her whole pubic area, her outer labia, and the forbidden star-shaped grommet of her rectum.

On a cue from the third masseuse, a male who had slipped into the room, one of the women picked up a large wedge-shaped cushion used in physical therapy.   He lifted Angelica’s hips up high and the woman slipped the high end of the wedge under her hips and the narrow end under Angelica’s breasts.

Before Angelica could process the change in position, the end section of the massage table was released downward and a hulking 6’6”, 230lb specimen of a very rich fucking machine stepped up to her ass which was now presented in a perfect position to be plundered.  Tyreece (Tye) Schaefer had bribed Mistress Irina Pavlov for a unique chance to fuck and dominate the night’s winner of the stripper contest and he was ready to sexually dominate yet another pampered white bitch.

He set the head of his 10-inch cock against her dripping twat.

Angelica was so focused on the pleasure that three sets of hands had given her that she didn’t notice the fat cock head poised to skewer deep into her sex.

“Bitch are you ready for your first taste of my Black Snake?” the deep voice of Tye Schaefer, Master Black, penetrated her fog of relaxation.

Before she could form a question to that statement, the fat head of the rigid spear pierced the outer defenses of her sloppy, drooling twat.  “Unghhh!  Oh, God!” she cried as the shaft slithered deep into her belly.  “So big!”  Then, the words of Master Black finally sunk in. 

Recognition of his voice and his huge bludgeon of a cock brought back memories of how well she’d been fucked by him that day with Mare, the slave name of Mistress Mary, and her amazing orgasms from his masterful cock.  The thump of the head of his cock against her cervix triggered a remembered orgasm.  “Ohhhh! Eiiii!” she moaned as he pulled mostly out and then tunneled back deeply into her clasping cunt. 

At that moment, Tye Schaefer didn’t know that Violet was his conquest from that day.  So, he continued his normal mantra when subjugating one of the tight pleasure sheaths of a white cunt.  “Nothing like introducing uptight whites to Black Cock, … to Black Subjugation, … to forced Black orgasms,” he whispered snidely.  “I’ll fuck you unconscious and then I’ll fuck you even more,” he whispered.  “You’ll never want another man more than me,” he laughed.

Tye lived for the moans of a white whore as he fucked away their few pitiful brain cells.  “This one has already yielded her soul to me based on her moans of pleasure and the humping of her hips to allow deeper penetration,” he told himself with satisfaction.  His hands reached forward to tightly grasp a pair of soft, bulging tit.  He squeezed hard and yanked them sideways.

“Eiiii!” Angelica shrieked as she exploded in orgasm less than 30 seconds after the cock head touched the outside of her twat.  He ignored her obvious orgasm and relentlessly continued raping in and out of her tight pussy.  Something clicked in Angelica’s confused brain as her multi-orgasmic body swiftly began to move toward a second orgasm.  The sex was so wondrous and so needed after her severe makeover, the grueling work as a maid, and the humiliation and secret thrill of exposing herself as a stripper that for the first time she considered a new truth about herself.

“Mariana is right,” she thought with sure clarity, “I am addicted to nonconsensual whorish slave sex!  It’s so exciting and perfect!”  She raised her head from the massage table recess and clearly spoke out, “Tye you black bastard, fuck this bimbo whore!  Fuck me like the slut that I am!”

Tye Schaefer paused in mid-stroke at the cunt’s demands.  “How do you know my name!” he demanded.  “Nobody knows my real name,” he told himself, “and only a few young submissive staff and a couple joking members know me as Black Master rather than my NLEC registered cover name of Master Black.”   Tye followed his harsh question with a rough slap on Angelica’s outer right thigh and then resumed plunging into her sloppy gash with a vengeance.  Her struck her again and then pulled half way out of her sloppy sheath.

“Owww!” she hissed and then continued, “No!  Bastard, keep fucking me!  I’m so close.”  Angelica was desperate to reach her second orgasm, a personal record in such a short time.

“No!” he hissed in anger.  Tell me how you know my name!”

“Alright, … yes, Tye,” she screamed as his hand struck the same spot on her tender haunch.  “You’ve already sampled all my treasures as one of your favorite types; a big-titted, Slave Collared blonde bimbo!  I was wearing a slutty maid costume at the time.”  She panted out the last as her second, even more powerful orgasm, swept her thoughts away at the humiliation of her admission.

“Eiiii!” she again shrieked in ecstasy as her orgasm lingered.  “More!  More!” she demanded.  Neatly locked atop the wedge shaped cushion by her weight pushing downward to her face, she was frustrated that she could do little to fuck back at the masterful dom.

By now Tye was sweating up a storm and getting tired of the mouthy bitch diverting his thoughts from her clasping cunt.  He pulled back and carefully set his cock at her ass grommet.    Whose body is this?” he hissed.

“Oh, Master Black, … it’s yours.  Just call, … I’ll serve Master Black anytime!”

At her admission, he shoved downward with all his might.

“Eiiii!” she screamed in real pain as the slippery cock drilled deep into her poorly prepared rectum.  Only the residue of the sex lube squeezed in her hole that morning remained or the monstrously cock would have torn her open.

The two female masseuses had pulled back when the cushion raised the slave’s sex up for the Black Master to use.  They were leaving the room when Angelica screamed like a stuck pig.

It was just Tye and Angelica in the room when he pulsed his cum deep into her rectal sheath and pulled back gasping.  He stood up to leave and Angelica awkwardly fell to the floor.  Her brain was broken and short-circuited.  She reached over to his leg and pleaded in a hoarse voice, “Tye, you have a private suite here.  Take me there and you can have me until noon tomorrow.  Please, … I need to be used, … I need more hard sex.  I promise, … anything goes!”

The black lawyer looked down at the whimpering bitch with the horrific haircut and fantastic body.  He cuttingly asked, “Are you truly my bitch?  I warn you I’m very demanding.  But, how can you agree to anything while wearing a Black Collar?  I’ll skin you alive if you’re lying to me!”

“Yes!” Angelica whimpered.  “It’s true, … I can, … I’ll be your bitch tonight.”


41.  Strip Club Aftermath

Angelica looked like a poorly paid street walking prostitute after a night servicing an entire football team.  Her weird haircut was limp, sweaty, and painted with streaks of gummy jism.  Her breasts were splotchy from bite marks and fingers that had squeezed the tender flesh too hard.  Her thighs were streaked with runnels of male and female spend and she stank from the time she pissed herself after her lover forced a particularly strong orgasm out of her nearly spent body.

Tye Schaefer loosely held a chain link leash leading to Angelica’s Black Slave Collar.  The strip club had finally closed and Tye was on his way to a very early morning breakfast and then more sex in his luxury suite.

Irina Pavlov stopped the pair as they started to leave the strip club.

“Master Black,” she said respectfully, “no disrespect but this particular bitch has earned the night off. It won’t have duty here tomorrow as it has a commitment tomorrow night elsewhere as a maid.”

Tye Schaefer grinned and his grip squeezed Angelica’s upper arm.  “I believe it’s alright, Mistress Pavlov, she’s pledged her body and soul to me for the night if I continue to ravage her body and take her to my private suite.  After all, … it’s all on video.  Isn’t that right, dear?”

Angelica flushed in humiliation to be seen in such a condition by her temporary successor, the Russian Slave Mistress.  Her mouth was currently overstuffed with a fat black ball gag secured behind her head by a too tight leather strap.  She flushed knowing how she indeed looked to be a well-used bondage slut with her hands cuffed behind her back with leather wrist cuffs clipped together and her big natural breasts protruding forward because her elbows had been drawn together by a tightly cinched one-inch strap.  She could only nod her head in agreement with Tye.  Angelica was already full of mixed feelings; getting Tye’s big black cock had been wondrous at the moment, but aspects of slavery, like this moment of public exposure weren’t enjoyable.  “I do want to be humiliated and fucked by my Black Master,” she admitted, “but I’m not enjoying everyone else witnessing my slutty behavior.”

Irina squinted at Angelica.  “Do I have to remind you that you’re wearing my Black Collar, you stupid cunt!  You really didn’t have the authority to give your rights away, … even to an Elite Member like Master Black.”  She turned to Tye and continued, “The slut remains wholly mine.  However, because of your Elite Status, I’ll support your request.  She is yours for unrestricted use until 5 PM tomorrow.”

Tye grinned and bowed.  “As you wish, Mistress.  Perhaps you can arrange delivery of a drug packet for each of us.”

Irina smirked.  “Master Black, I’ve never heard of a single slut that you topped that could walk by the time you were finished with your fun.  But, … you are welcome to both a couple of blue pills and a ‘wake up’ powder inhaler for the whore, … on the house of course.”

“Thanks, Mistress but please make it four doses of the ‘wake up’ inhaler because I don’t enjoy boning a dead fuck,” Tye added with a grin.

“Master Black, you do realize that most drugs still remain illegal for free persons,” Irina replied in a serious tone.  “The four blue pills are over-the-counter for men but the ‘wake up’ doses are purely for livestock use as it is mostly finely ground cocaine powder mixed with a tiny bit of ‘Rocket Fuel’ (Phencyclidine PCP – animal tranquilizer) packed in a pressurized aerosol container with a built-in nostril seal.”  She paused and added, “If you aren’t familiar with the device, it’s basically an inhaler with a nostril seal that ensures a measured dose is sprayed and it also sprays a brilliant blue dye that lines the inside of the nostril.  The inhaler contains exactly 25 drug and dye doses.  A first-time offense by a free person with a blue nostril is 100 lashes in a town square.  A second-time offense is jail time, … or, as the National Enslavement Act has taken place here at NLEC, … two weeks Red Collar enslavement.”

Angelica looked back in dismay at Irina as Tye’s strong grip pulled her away.  Angelica was staunchly against the way some clients drugged the NLEC livestock but there was little she could do about it. The inhaler not only ‘woke’ up bitches exhausted from too much sex, but it also made them manic about receiving more, almost brutal, sex.   If too many doses were given, the added PCP greatly increased the chances of addiction.

“Got it,” Tye nodded with a grin and tugged on Angelica’s leash. 

She staggered on her too tall stripper heels but had no choice but to follow her new Master obediently.  Despite her misgivings about getting drugged, her pussy throbbed in need at the loss of her decision making now being taken over by the Black Master.  “I need more cock,” she admitted to herself.  “Big, hard cock.”

As they walked away, Irina whispered with a wicked grin, “After two doses of that crazy shit laced with PCP animal tranquiler, prim and proper Angelica will start screwing like the energizer fucking bunny.”

He was starving and hurried up the stairs up toward the Members Area.  Angelica had a hard time following and he kept yanking on her leash to hurry her up.  He wanted to stop at the restaurant for something filling before he continued breaking in his new bitch in his VIP suite.

“Well, if it’s not Miss Popularity again,” Ann declared as she stepped in front of Tye.  The 16-year-old 4H Junior Girl looked to Tye, nodded in respect, and said, “Sorry, Master Black, with all due respect, naked bitches like this aren’t allowed entry to the dining room.  There are numerous choices for continuing your fun with this whore.  Keep in mind that the restaurant is a respectable area and only well-dressed slaves with prearranged dates can enter.  Besides, the last time I worked with this blonde bitch was the time I had to hose it down and you wouldn’t believe the stuff that the douches and enemas flushed out of her whorish body.”

After a moment, she frowned and added, “I wish I coulda seen it in person.  The very edited video clips I was allowed to see as a Junior Girl were simply amazing.  Especially that scene of Precious howling in orgasms as her weight skewered herself on your big black cock while you were standing upright. Her legs were wriggling behind your waist like a dying cockroach; so classic.”

“Whoops,” Ann whispered.  Internally, she cringed, “Not supposed to see that stuff as a 4H Junior Girl.”

Ann also remembered the close-up unedited scene she secretly saw of Tiger thrusting his fat monster of a cock up into Precious’ stretched out twat.  “Her howls of orgasm were amazing,” she thought with a grin as she evaluated the bedraggled slut.  Sixteen-year-old Ann was more than a little jealous of the pleasure Tiger and Master Black expertly drew from the meat puppet slave.

Tye looked to the very well-fucked slave beside him and tried to remember the scene Ann mentioned.  He also thought back to the time when he fucked her at his home after discovering Mistress Mary to be a round-heeled slut only interested in his black cock.  “Miss. Ann,” he said with a smile, “can you deliver this whore to my suite while I have an early breakfast?”

“Of course,” young Ann chirped in happiness.

“Oh,” Tye added as he handed over the leash, “please email me the unedited version of that encounter when Violet was a blonde in the Members Room.  Also, please ask Mistress Irina if she can find the video of Miss Popularity's debut as one of Mistress Mary’s sluts.  Violet and I can review the videos in my suite.”

“Certainly, Master Black.”

Angelica looked forlornly at Ann as Tye walked away.

“Are you trying to say something, Angelica?” Ann hissed in annoyance.  “By now, the entire staff knows how you illegally enslaved yourself even before the Judicial Enslavement Act even went into force.  How you seduced that butler in Mrs. Powers’ mansion.  How you offered your cunt to Sergei for a chance to play naughty maid with Mistress Mary’s crew.  How you howled in orgasm in the gang bang when Ginger redeemed one of your coins.  Now look what you’ve done; you managed to talk yourself into a Black Collar so you could be the first to experience our new strip club and contest night.”  She looked at the miserable woman in disgust.  “And now, … Mistress Irina just told me over my security earbud that you tried to give away your Human Rights to that black Elite Member.”

“Hooo!” Angelica cried as Ann dragged her out of the Members Area and into the halls of NLEC.  “Hats hot hrue!”  At the first elevator bank, Ann pushed the button for an elevator going up, physically hauled Angelica into the elevator car, and hit the emergency stop button as soon as the doors swished shut.

“On your knees slut!” she commanded, “Mistress Irina made sure all the staff saw video and audio clips of every act that you denied.  For that affront to my honor, … raise that whorish ass for punishment!”

Angelica obediently knelt and then awkwardly fell forward on her face to raise her rump upward.   She was sobbing and crying that the young woman who used to hold her in such high esteem now considered her nothing more than a conniving whore  “Who started this taunted version of the facts?  Why?” she screamed internally.  Then, she howled in real pain as Ann rained the first of many blows down on her exposed ass.

“Eiiii!” she howled.  “Hooo!  Hop!”

“You, … are, … such, … a slut!” Ann screamed while raining a harsh blow with her riding crop to punctuate each word.  “You should know that with both you and Ginger are wearing collars, Mistress Irina has called the entire NLEC staff and the Slave Commissioner to a meeting tomorrow evening to discuss the way ahead for NLEC.”   Ann paused and the diminutive teen grabbed the older woman’s chin in an uncompromising grip.  “You are such a disappointment!  I doubt anyone will consider you redeemable and most of us have privately signed a note asking the Commissioner for a Federal or Presidential Decision about permanently taking away your freedom for your horrible leadership failings here at NLEC.”

Ann ignored the weeping woman sprawled on the floor of the elevator and used her radio to pass on Tye Schaefer’s video requests.

In the corridor to Tye’s VIP suite Ann paused in the hallway at the door before his.  “Sounds like someone’s getting really fucked up here,” she muttered.  Ann turned to Angelica and smirked.  “This is Master Black’s soon to be ex-wife’s room.  Yesterday afternoon she reserved one of our big titted blonde slaves for the full weekend.”  Ann smirked at Angelica and added in a catty tone, “You know how Mistress Black angrily dominates white blonde bitches that Master Black craves to fuck?  Kinda rough, too, huh?”

Angelica almost whimpered at the thought of the black strap-on dildo Doreen Schaefer wore to sexually destroy white pussy.

“I hear that she wants to do a tag team destruction act on the blonde bimbo,” Ann added.  “She agreed to pay a penalty for taking the poor bitch off duty for a week to recover.”

Ann hung Angelica’s leash on a hook high on the wall outside the open suite’s door.  She smirked at the hastily written sign on the door.

‘Bring the drugs into the bedroom.’
‘I want to use them right away.’ 

Sixteen-year-old Ann crept into the suite and peeked into the bedroom.  She couldn’t pass up the opportunity to personally see the acts forbidden to her due to her young age.  A pale-skinned blonde was bent over facing a tall mirror mounted on a large dresser drawer unit.  The mirror was shaking at the brutal thrusts of Mistress Doreen Schaefer’s hips as she hammered a glistening black strap-on dildo into the blondes twat.  Liquid splats announced each violent meeting of the black woman’s hips against the blondes taut ass.

The ex-cheerleading coach bound to the dresser was grunting in waves of nearly mind-numbing pain intermixed with confusion from overwhelming pleasure.  Blonde Bimbo Zero, formerly Coach Rachel, was powerless to stop the abuse.  She raised her chin and looked to the large mirror reflecting the scene.  A red-faced blonde with a puffy face and streaks of tears looked back at her with haunted eyes.   The mirror also showed the very black and very large hands under her chest that possessed each of her fat Ds in a cruel grip.  The black woman’s fingers were sunken deep into the soft, malleable breast flesh of the blonde.   The blood trapped in the overlarge hooters was turning blue.  Rachel grunted again as the Mistress thrust especially hard into her rear.  The mirror shook again from the strength of the fucking.

“Eiiii!” she cried softly in an exhausted voice as the head of the 10”, custom-built dildo replica of Tye Schaefer’s cock punched again at the entry to her womb.   Her rapist, Mrs. Doreen Schaefer, also known as Black Mistress, strongly flexed her groin upward, throwing Rachel’s body upward raising her feet off the ground.   The knobby shaft of the dildo rubbed against her ‘G’ spot on the way out and Coach Rachel barely held in a cry of pleasure.  “Can’t let this bitch know how easily she makes me cum!” she told herself.  Tears rolled down her cheeks at the memory of how earlier she had begged for more, … cried out for the chance to cum, like an addicted drug whore crying out for her next drug fix from her pimp.  Now, the Black Mistress’ rape had turned brutal.

The mirror reflected her helpless position.  Her back was to her rapist’s front but her wrists were each tied off of to ropes going behind the dresser down to terminate in one of the dresser’s feet.  Doreen’s fingers molesting her breasts were a sharp contrast between the deep black color of the powerful Mistress’ skin against the pale white flesh of the helpless slave that was being mercilessly penetrated by the faux black cock.  Coach Rachel’s chubby 160lb form had been sculpted into a lithe 110lbs after weeks of controlled diet and Ponygirl racing events.  Where her monstrous DDs looked huge and floppy on her original plump form, the still balloon-like Ds looked equally gigantic on her newer, much more toned body.  Rachel’s prized breasts, which had drawn admiring glances from both male and female coeds, had been her downfall during the Cheerleader Runoff Competition.  Rachel simply couldn’t run fast enough with the heavy weights of her massive breasts bouncing upward and sideways.  Her team lost the overall contest and Rachel lost every single one-on-one race.

Rachel was now hopelessly in debt to NLEC.  Under draconian terms of the contest, hidden in the contract’s small print, was the proviso that the coach of the day’s losing event accrued the burden for that day’s service fees for the event, training, meals, and lodging for both members of that event.  Ultimately, the team of ‘Black Bitches’ won the overall contest.  With that final win, the fees that had become Coach Lynne’s to pay were transferred and added to the total debt already accrued to Coach Rachel’s account. 

“I’m Hawaiian, you racist cunt!” the black-haired coach had snarled to Coach Rachel when the final contest ended.  “In fact,” the naked woman shrieked in a heated tone, “the rest of my team are Egyptian, Syrian, Greek, and Slovak.  All of us have beautiful non-white skin tones but none of us are actually black.  I’m so glad that you, your racist team, and that high and mighty so-called elite southern college have lost!”

When Coach Lynne left, Coach Rachel cried and slumped to the ground in total defeat.  After several event losses, the system of penalty fees had been explained to each disbelieving coach.  Several weeks worth of fees for eight Ponygirl contestants and the two coaches were way beyond the salary or savings of the poorly paid white college coach to pay.  The NLEC staff carefully explained the increasing penalties in interest and the looming court finding that would, almost certainly, change her Green Collar to a permanent Black Collar for theft of services the day she finished her 30-day-enslavement penalty for being on the losing team.

Blonde Bimbo Zero, Coach Rachel, was trapped in a descending fall into inescapable slavery.

Mrs. Doreen Schaefer had known her husband lusted after blonde bimbos with huge breasts.  After personally witnessing his fixation on blonde bitches, Doreen began to target them in retaliation.  The final blow to her marriage was when he secretly rented a luxury VIP suite at NLEC after bragging how he bought the most inclusive NLEC membership package.  With both Doreen and Tye with different highly paid legal specialties, and since both were partners in different law firms, Doreen began divorce proceedings and easily paid for her own NLEC membership package and then rented a luxury VIP suite of her own.

Doreen picked up her riding crop and began to viciously whip the cheerleading coach’s ass in time with each forward thrust of her hips.

The 4H Junior Girl was almost overwhelmed at the depravity of the scene.  “A black woman whipping and raping a white woman with the fake cock of a monster,” Ann told herself as she felt her little kitty quiver and a line of pussy drool dripped down one of her thighs.  “This is so awesome!  That is a real cunt-busting cock!”

The redhead backed quietly out of the suite, grabbed Angelica’s leash and headed down the hallway to the next VIP suite on that side.  Without a word of explanation, Ann simply hung Violet’s leash on the same type leash hook high up on the wall beside Tye Schaefer’s VIP quarters entry door, and then rang the doorbell.  She left and Angelica was trapped outside the hall.  After more than a few minutes, the door opened and a blonde head peeked out.  “Ahh!” the young blonde whispered angrily. “Black Master’s slut for the night.”  She darted out into the hallway almost fulled naked and grabbed the leash.  “Come on inside bitch!” she demanded crossly.  Her C+ breasts bobbled about as she scampered back inside the suite.

Inside, Angelica got a good look at the blonde and would have gasped in surprise except for the ball gag already in her mouth.  The blonde was 20-year-old petite Daisy Conner, known at NLEC as Amber.  “Amber?” Angelica wondered in shock.  “She shouldn’t still be here with Master Black.  The agreement she signed was for only 24-hours with Master Black followed by two weeks at Mistress Connie’s Cunnilingus Emporium and Bar.  After that, she was supposed to end up here at NLEC on probation as a 4H Junior girl with no Senior privileges.”

Angelica’s second observation set off a bout of serious jealousy.  She realized that Amber was a perfect specimen reflecting Tye Schaefer’s idea of an ideal sexual beast; blonde, busty with C+ breasts, young, bi-sexual, and more than a little bit ditzy.  The 5’3” blonde was dressed in slutty 4” heels that looked to be locked on with brass padlocks, a black gauzy thong, a gold belly ring with a dangling emerald jewel, a set of gold nipple rings, and a Black Slave Collar.

“Well, well, well, … what do we have here?” Amber asked in disgust at the sight of Angelica.  An electronic ‘ding’ distracted Amber who scampered to an end table and picked up an electronic pad.  She quickly read the texts from her Master and looked up with disgust at Angelica.

“I don’t think this is part of why I wanted to be Black Master’s fuck toy for the night,” Angelica told herself sadly at the sinister look on the former 4H Senior’s face.

When Tye Schaefer returned from his meal, Angelica was hogtied on her belly atop the king-size bed in his suite.  The black lawyer ran an appreciative hand down the blonde’s back and looked to his youngest slave.  “You prepared her as I requested?” he asked with a grin.

“Yes, Master,” Amber whispered softly as she looked down to her black 4” heels.  “Master must have used his magic to get the slut so in love with your cock that she offered you her very soul.  She’s very uncomfortable with her wrists drawn back to her ankles.  Two of my dirty panties are wrapped around the ball in her mouth and a fat ginger root is jammed up each her lower pleasure holes.  She’s been wriggling like a fat worm on a hook for the last 30 minutes.”

Tye pointed to the red blotches on either side of her ass.

Amber grinned, “Yes, Master, I had to convince her that she’s only your number two slut.  She became especially petulant when I told her Mistress Black is divorcing you and gets half your joint property.  As the number two slave, she didn’t like the idea that her ownership could be transferred so that she could be Mistress Black’s personal pussy slut.”

“Hmmph!” Angelica grunted.  “Please,” she told herself, “let me explain.  I only want your loving cock!”  The burning sensation in her rectum and pussy surged back.  “Fuck!” she moaned behind the gag.  “This isn’t what I wanted!  Not her, … not Mistress Black, … she’s a horrific beast!”

Amber laid down on the bed beside Angelica and spread her legs widely.  She pulled the crotch strap of her thong aside.  “Master, please fuck the mother of your baby and your most obedient slave.”

“Hmmmph!” Angelica protested as the 6’6” black man grinned and began to strip off his clothes.  He stood naked at the foot of the bed and lightly stroked his 10-inch weapon of destruction on helpless white bimbos.  “He’s not even looking at me!” Angelica cried.  “He’s looking at Amber like she’s a valuable prize.”  She watched in horror as his perfect body knelt down over Amber’s pale body and his cock angled in toward her pussy.

“Ohhh!” Amber groaned as without any foreplay, the Black Master’s cock head punched its way past her tight entry to her twat.  “That’s so wonderful!  Fuck this bitch, Master!” she hissed as the cock drilled deeper into her needy pleasure hole.  “Yesss!  Make sure you’ve bred this blonde bitch!” 

The bed moved with the demanding thrusts of the muscular 230lb Dom.  Amber wailed in orgasm after orgasm as she took the entirety of his fat cock.  Her heels drummed on his ass to full him deeper and harder into her pleasure sheath.  Angelica watched the golden rings on young Amber’s nipples jump about as the impacts of his groin against her pubic bone sent her flesh jiggling in response.

The sexing continued for what seemed like hours as Angelica writhed in pain and the horror of truly being a helpless slave sunk in.

When Tye pulled his cock out of Amber and went for a washcloth after pumping three loads into her fertile pussy, Amber rolled over and kissed Angelica on the cheek.  “I guess I have a few minutes to explain things before Black Master comes back to fuck your brains out.”

Amber reached down to grab the root jammed in Angelica’s pussy.  She yanked it out and then continued with updating the gagged lawyer.  “Angelica, after the Commissioner forced me to spend time with Master Black, I discovered that it was the most wonderful time of my life.  I accepted him as my Black Master.”  Amber absently reached over to grab the root in her ass.  Playfully, she wriggled it about and smiled at the groan of dismay from Angelica.  “Anyway,” she continued with a forceful tug on the root, “after that wonderful time getting fucked by my Black Master, I was very unhappy to go to Mistress Connie’s.  So, I contacted him from Mistress Connie’s and offered him the exclusive breeding contract he’d been so eager to make with Master Sergei.  He paid Mistress Connie off and I came here,” she whispered.  “The problem came when his wife, that cunt Doreen, found out.  She threatened divorce and demanded that he had to sell me so she could get her share of their assets.”  She stopped with a grin.  “Of course, … my contract is exclusive and his only option out of the contract is to free me and pay off the breeding contract.”

Amber laid back and looked at the ceiling.  She turned her head back to Angelica.  “I saw the video at the strip club where you pledged yourself.  It’s the perfect solution to the divorce demands.  If NLEC determines you legitimately gave Tye full Title to your Human Rights, then you’ll go to his wife in the divorce as her Black Collar slut.  You won’t have far to go, she has the VIP suite next door.”

Angelica listened in shock to Amber’s explanation.  She was so shaken at the thought of being a permanent Black Collar slave and sold to Tye’s soon to be ex-wife that she didn’t consider the current restrictions on the sale and transfer of livestock with The Act stalled.

“Of course,” Amber added with a smirk, “the Black Mistress really doesn’t want to keep you even though you are a big-titted blonde.  She’s on a campaign of fucking formerly free blonde women with big tits as her perverted version of revenge.  She really loved fucking Ginger with the strap-on replica of Master Black’s ten-inch cock.”  She grinned stupidly and added, “Ginger fucked me with that same strap-on and I can tell you it is an exact copy of his cock.”  She gave Angelica a catty look, “She probably plans on getting you fully addicted to sex with that huge strap-on, … then, she’ll sell you back to NLEC as a properly broken submissive slave.”

“What the fuck have I done,” Angelica cried.  She shook her head, “No!  There’s no way any of that could happen.  Can it?”

Amber laid back and grinned as she ran an exploratory finger around Angelica’s very sensitive and swollen pussy.  “I think I’ve already caught and his baby is growing inside me right now.”  She rubbed her tummy and then did the same to Angelica’s.  “Good thing you’ve got an IUD implant cause Master Black’s sperm is very potent.”

The bathroom door opened and Tye came back into the bedroom.

“Master, Violet’s pussy and ass are ready for you,” Amber whispered dreamily.  “Please, … ruin her for other cock like you did with me.  Plunder all her helpless holes!  Please.”

Tye grinned at the sight of his naked, newly impregnated slut laying sexily next to the helplessly bound violet-haired bitch.   He kneed-walked up between Angelica’s legs that were bound wide open for his enjoyment.  He absently checked that wrists were still properly bound to ankles and that elbows were still properly bound to knees.  Angelica’s pink and puffy pussy was exposed lewdly.

“Master, those holes are going to be very tight,” Amber cautioned.  “I already checked them out a minute ago.”

“Line me up,” he commanded as his hands reached down to possess Angelica’s rumps.

Amber eagerly rolled over to better see the weeping pussy targeted by her Master.  She grasped the thick bludgeon and set the head between the swollen labia.  “Now Master,” Amber hissed.

Tye pushed hard enough to punch the head of his own swollen, rock-hard cock just past her outer defenses.

“Heiiii!” Angelica grunted in horrific pain.

“Shit!” Tye cursed.  “Get me some lube!   Now!”

Tye kept the end of his dick in Angelica’s tight, dry hole while Amber scurried to the head of the bed for lube.  As soon as Tye felt Amber’s hands slathering sex lube on the base of his prick, he pulled out for her to do the same with the head that was the size of a small apple. 

“Go!” Amber cried.

“Unghhh!” Angelica grunted in mostly pain as her Black Master punched all the way into her inner core.  The burning was gone, … the initial pain was gone, … and then her rapist began long pistoning thrusts bottoming out in her sheath and pulling back until the narrow part of his cock under the head caught on her outer lips.  “Eiiiii!” she grunted in almost pure pleasure as he bottomed out again and the head thumped against her cervix.  “Hore!  Hore!  Eiiii!” she cried as a first orgasm crashed into her belly. 

“That’s it, Master!  Fuck the whore!   Make her your mindless fuck puppet!” Amber cried in happiness.  “Soak her pussy with your baby-making sperm.”

Angelica’s head was thrown backward as a second, longer orgasm took hold.  Her weight was fully on her shoulders as Tye pulled her rump upwards so he could penetrate the woman as deeply and quickly as possible. 

Amber couldn’t help getting up on her hands and knees to watch her Black Master’s ass moving at a blistering pace.  A momentary twinge of jealously crept into her brain.  She crawled up to Angelica’s head and unfastened the strap of the gag.  She shifted a leg over Angelica’s face, set her spermy pussy down on the gasping woman’s mouth, and pinched the bimbo’s fat nipples as hard as she could.

“Hiiiii!” Angelica screamed into Amber’s sloppy cunt.  Amber wriggled her sex on the older woman’s mouth, lips, and tongue and orgasmed as her lover’s mouth met hers in a sensuous kiss.  “Fuck her!” Amber whispered to Tye as the kiss ended.  “Then come fuck me mindless too!”

**********

Next door, Tiger paused in the hallway at the slightly open door to Mistress Black’s VIP suite.  He wore his signature flip flops and the bottom half of a colorful pair of pajamas. The 6’4” male slave grinned at the sign on the door, hefted the two small paper bags in his hands.  Each held drugs for Mistress and Master Black.  He slipped silently into the living room.  After a moment, he continued toward the rhythmic sounds of sex coming from the master bedroom.   At the bedroom, he paused in the doorway and gasped at the wondrous sight before him of the black goddess facing a helpless white woman whose front was reflected in the dresser mirror.  His 10-inch bludgeon of a cock began to inflate and rose quickly from limpness to fully erect.

The grunts of the ex-cheerleading coach were in exact timing to the violent hip thrusts of Mrs. Doreen Schaefer who was using every bit of her 160lb muscular frame to forcefully rape the strap-on into the ex-coaches helpless body. 

Even though Coach Rachel’s chubby form had been 160lbs at the beginning of the Cheerleader Runoff Competition, identical in weight to the sculpted muscular form of the Black Mistress, weeks of controlled diet and Ponygirl racing events had shrunken her body to a trim and lithe 110lbs.  Where her monstrous DDs had looked huge and floppy on her plump frame, the still balloon-like Ds looked positively gigantic on her newer, much more toned body. Rachel’s new Ds bounced wildly around with each deep penetrating thrust of Doreen’s 10 inch replica dildo of her husband, Tye Schaefer.

The red-faced blonde with her puffy face and streaks of tears through her makeup looked back at her through the mirror with haunted eyes.   The mirror also showed the very black and very large hands under Blonde Bimbo Zero’s chest that possessed each of her fat Ds in a cruel grip.  The black woman’s fingers were sunken deep into the soft, malleable breast flesh of the blonde.  

Tiger grunted in jealousy as the overlarge hooters were turning blue from the unrelenting grip.  Unconsciously, his right hand reached down under the pajama waistband and lightly stroked his aching cock.  “A blonde whore of a slut with huge titties,” he realized with increased lust at seeing his favorite type bimbo target getting ruthlessly used.  His eyes darted to the dresser and evaluated that the victim was helpless; her wrists were each tied off of to bondage ropes going behind the dresser and her ankles were held widely apart by ropes going from each ankle to the end legs of the dresser.   The black rapist was strongly flexing her groin upward, deeply burying the faux cock in the bimbo’s cunt from behind.

Distracted for a moment by the pleasant depravity of the scene, Tiger almost missed the riding crop and extra bondage cords the rapist had set aside on the top of the dresser. 

The mirror shook from an especially strong thrust into Rachel’s abused twat.  “Eiiii,” she cried.  Mentally, she was uncertain if her cry was one of humiliation at her helplessness, anguish from the pain of the brutal rape, or from the pleasure-induced orgasm that seemed to be just beyond her reach.   “Hep he!  Hop hit!” she screamed into the gag.

The cry of ‘help me’ and ‘stop it’ galvanized Tiger into action.  He dropped his pajama bottoms down to the carpet, stepped free of them and his slippers, stepped forward, tossed the two small paper bags onto the dresser, and adjusted his hips downward to align his cock’s 6’4” frame to the opening of the glistening cunt on the black woman’s 5’8” frame.  Without any warning, Tiger set the head of his dick at the entry to the Mistress’ cunt.  He growled in frustrated realization that the bitch’s cunt was already full of the back end of the strap-on dildo.  Tiger adjusted his aim a bit higher and thrust forward with all his immense strength.

“Eiiii!” was the shrill howl of the unexpectedly sudden and rough penetration of her unprepared ass.  Doreen screamed again as the raping cock skewered deeper in her ass.   Doreen Schaefer was a bisexual top and her ass had never been penetrated; especially by the replica monster of her husband’s cock.  While the couple enjoyed wild and hot monkey sex, … her ass had been untouched, … even in their most desperate and rough coupling.

Tiger pushed down on the black woman’s shoulders, driving her downward to tightly lay atop Rachel’s back.  He then reached over to borrow one of the Black Mistress’ leather ties from the jumble of leather and nylon bondage cords on the dresser which he skillfully wrapped around first one wrist and then the other.  His superior strength easily overcame the woman’s feverous resistance. Then, with the black woman fully skewered on his cock and her hands helplessly secured behind her back, he reached down for the discarded riding crop.  Without pause or explanation, he began to slash the leather popper at the end of the crop against the large jiggling ass of the Black Mistress.  He alternated ass cheeks with each blow, almost as if he were whipping each side of a horse’s flank to increase the speed of the horse’s full-blown gallop.

“Nooo!  Stoppp!” Doreen screeched over and over in agony as Tiger dealt much stronger blows upon the helpless Mistress than she’d used on the equally helpless blonde bitch just minutes before.  “Please, stop!”

When the pain of the ass rape and the constant hammering of the riding crop on her ass drove Doreen’s torso upward, Tiger merely grinned and changed his aim to the muscular woman’s fat DD breasts that dangled downward and jiggled about in her protests.  They were perfect targets and he rapidly covered the outside of her right breast in overlapping red welts.  Satisfied at the new ornamentation on that breast, he swiftly changed hands gripping the crop, and used his left hand equally skillfully in reducing the outside of the left breast to red, puffy, ruination.

Simultaneously, Tiger automatically multi-tasked and his savant brain began memorizing every square millimeter and every single intestinal spasm of the Black Mistress’ tight rectal sheath massaged by his fuck meat.  He also automatically counted each inward thrust and easily withheld his own orgasm despite the unlubricated friction from her ass.  “Bitch you’re gonna cum soon?” he hissed.  “Gonna keep fucking you till you’ve had at least three orgasms,” he promised spitefully.

Probably close to twenty minutes of blistering ass raping later, the Black Mistress sagged down unconscious.  “Three orgasms exactly,” Tiger expertly judged as he released his own load of jism into the still spasming colon.  Before his cock shrunk enough to fall out of the now slippery sheath, he grabbed a handful of long black hair and forced it into a loose ponytail which he tied off and drew the other end down her back to the wrists bound behind her back.  The NLEC stud grinned as he tightened the bondage cord to draw her head back as far as it could go.  Lastly, he unbuckled the leather harness holding the oversize dildo and yanked the short end out of her pussy.

Finished with Doreen at the dresser, he dragged her limp form away from the dresser to threw her belly down on the mattress leaving her head hanging off the end of the mattress.  A few wraps of another cord around her ankles and he drew them up behind her back toward her bound wrists.  Lastly, he rolled the Mistress’ body over onto her back.  Doreen was now unconscious in a loose hog tie with her head yanked backward in a perfect position for deep throat fucking.  The position wasn’t a bit comfortable with her arms trapped under her body, … Georgi Shishkin, Black Collar NLEC Stud designated as Tiger, didn’t give her lack of comfort a single thought.

Tiger pulled the business end of the dildo out of the ex-coaches abused pussy.  Then, he bound the blonde exactly like the Black Mistress and laid them side by side.  Like Doreen, Rachel didn’t struggle or appear to be aware of what was going on.  She also didn’t respond when he pulled the ball gag out of her mouth.  He was left with the dildo harness which he set aside for later use.

“Both bitches are fucked out senseless,” he muttered with an unhappy scowl.  He looked to the dresser and smiled at the sight of the two paper bags.  “Supposed to drop off one bag here and one bag next door to the Black Master,” he muttered.  He picked up one of the bags and took it to an upholstered chair where he sat down in comfort.  The first thing he pulled out was a packet of four blue pills.  He smiled at the pills that would make his cock hard as steel for at least an hour.   Without a thought for a bit of water, he dry swallowed two of the blue pills.  From his experience with European and Russian laws dealing with slaves and drug use, he recognized the pressurized aerosol inhaler with its unique built-in nostril seal.  “Twenty-five drug and dye doses of cocaine mixed with Rocket Fuel,” he mused with a grin.

The 29-year-old older brother to the temporarily enslaved Shishkin twins looked to the pale skinned and dark skinned fuck meat laid out on the bed for his use and smiled.  His cock was already swelling at the thought of what fun he could have with his newest toys.  He had enjoyed many nights using not-Yelena and not-Oksana, his blonde sisters with their big breasts and bodies perfect for sex and abuse.  He softly bounced one of the aerosol inhalers in his hand.  “Time to see what Rocket Fuel does to these lazy bitches,” he spoke aloud.  “Don’t want them to miss out on all the fun.”

If Mrs. Doreen Schaefer or Coach Rachel had been aware enough to see the gleam of pure lust in the eyes of the 6’4” female dominating beast approaching them with his rock-hard 10-inch bitch-busting bludgeon of a cock, … they would have fainted in terror.

Tiger first held the head of the limp blonde bitch and timed her breathing, blocked her mouth and nose to keep her from inhaling.  Just as the limp form began to weakly struggle to to take a deep, life-saving breath, he jammed the inhaler into her nostril and squeezed it as he unblocked her nose.   The effect was immediate and the coach began taking deep breaths as the drug coursed directly into her brain.  He pumped two more does into the blonde’s nose before he turned to the helpless black woman beside her.

Doreen’s eyes popped open and she instantly felt hyper aware and focused from the strong stimulant.  By her third dose of the cocaine and phencyclidine, she felt ready to run a marathon.  Instead, a massive pole of meat slid into her gasping mouth and huge hands seemed to roam over every erogenous zone on her torso, belly, and between her legs.  Her focus blanked out everything except the nearly overwhelming pleasure and pain signals reaching her brain.

The questing fingers of one hand drew a massive orgasm from deep in her belly.  The orgasm was vastly multiplied by the simultaneous pain exploding from her pinched nipples by the other hand.

Stepping over from the Mistress’ gasping, quivering form, Tiger yanked out Rachel’s gag and plunged his cock eagerly into the blonde’s wide open mouth.  He punched deep into her gullet and reached down to abuse her DDs and to excite her already sensitive twat.

“Good bitches!” Tiger sighed.  He was already anticipating the long hours of sex and torment he was going to inflict on the two women.

Tiger never delivered Master Black’s sack of drugs.  He used both sets of drugs, 50 strong doses, on his newest conquests.


42.  A Reorganization

Angelica was confused with no idea of what was going on.  The NLEC security guards that she knew of as two ex U.S. Marshals Kathi Vincent and Cindy Lowery had barged into the guest wing suite and hauled the collared women out of the bathroom cages they were sleeping in. “It isn’t even 5:00 AM!” Angelica complained to the two NLEC security goons; only to receive a vicious slap across the face by the black woman masquerading as ex-U.S. Marshal Cindi Lowery.  “Shit!  Tye fucked Amber and I until I had to start my shift last night.  That kept me busy until midnight and then Raymond fucked me relentlessly until about 2:00 AM.  That means I only had about three hours sleep.”

“Pink, Violet, Blue, and Magenta, get your asses up, shower, and put on these smocks!” Kathi Vincent commanded. 

Just ten minutes later, after each woman took a very quick shower while watched by the smirking security guards.  Then, the three slaves had their hands cuffed behind their backs and were dragged out into the guest wing by leashes clipped to their Black Collars.  Their disheveled pink, violet, and magenta hair was still wet and their matching color smocks stuck to their similarly wet bodies.  After being pulled through the mansion to the same servants entrance where Mariana Powers met her downfall, the three women were loaded into a large three-row golf cart and driven through the forest to the NLEC compound.

At NLEC, the women were ushered down a short corridor to a room with a ‘Beauty Clinic’ sign beside the door; it was a fully equipped mini beauty parlor.  The room next door had an ominously sign of ‘Vet Clinic’ beside its door.   Angelica discovered that Irina Pavlova had contracted with both a local spa and a local small animal veterinary clinic to provide similar services for slaves and members at NLEC.   She was surprised when her hairstyle was adjusted and then dyed something close to her original blonde hair color.  The surprises continued when the black ex-Marshall handed her a hanger full of clothing and ordered her to get dressed.

“What’s going on?” Angelica gathered up the courage to demand as she tucked a white blouse into the waist of one of her own outfits.  

“Hmmph!” Sharon Waller grunted.  The big breasted black woman was impersonating US Marshal Cindy Lowery who had been forcibly converted into a voiceless slave named Sapphire.  “Master Tye and Master Raymond both said they couldn’t stand fucking you bitches with hair that made you look like clowns.”  She smirked and added, “They didn’t like my recommendation to simply put bags on your heads and fuck you anyway.”

Angelica shrugged into a dark gray blazer with thin blue threading that exactly matched the skirt she was now wearing.  She almost cried at the sight of one of her normal comfortable pairs of low-heeled dress shoes.  Finished dressing, Angelica looked in a mirror and examined herself.  “Way more normal,” she thought.  Mentally she ignored the odd hairstyle and smoothed her skirt.  “After the last week, no panties seems almost normal,” she told herself.  Unable to ignore the Black Collar around her neck, she touched it and turned to the woman she knew as Cindy Lowery.  “Are you taking this off?”

“As if!” Cindy snorted.  “You should know that even an Enslavement Agent has lots of paperwork in order to justify adding or removing a Black Collar.”  She held up a ball gag and a collection of straps.  “Put this on and you’ll be ready.”

Angelica blanched and ruefully stuck the black ball of hard rubber in her mouth. 

Cindy stepped forward and adjusted the ball gag harness over her head.  She snugged it up tight. 

Angelica soon found herself seated along the wall of NLEC’s largest meeting room.  Beside her with somewhat bizarre, but normal-colored hairstyles, were three other women in business attire except for their Black Collars, ball gags, and head harnesses.  The women seated along the wall were Angelica (Precious / Violet), Mrs. Mariana Powers (Princess / Pink), Ariana Powers Riley (Thumper / Blue), and Ginger (Magenta).  All four women had their wrists held to the arms of the expensive executive leather chairs they were seating in by broad Velco straps.

Taking Sergei Kozlov’s place at the head of the table was The Honorable Jorden Schroeder, the Federal Livestock Commissioner.  Beside him on one side of the table was Tyreece (Tye) Schaefer, 18-year-old Tiffany, Raymond Baxter, and Ellen Simmons, the Mansion’s Head Housekeeper.  Beside Jorden Schroeder on the opposite side of the table was Irina Pavlova, Star, and Angel 

Looking angrily about from her seat at the far end of the conference table was Miss. Alaya Farrington, known as Buttons during her brief court-ordered enslavement.  The reason for the distress of the 43-year-old lawyer was the ball gag stuffed in her mouth.  Unlike the collared slaves in the room, only a single leather strap was buckled behind her head to hold the gag tightly in place.  Her hands were free and fidgeting with her leather portfolio on the table.  The plump partner in the law firm that represented Mariana’s husband’s family for generations was also Angelica Crosby’s boss.

The NLEC Security Guards known as ex-US Marshals Kathi Vincent and Cindy Lowery stood respectfully on either side of the meeting room’s closed exit door.

The 26-year-old blonde guard turned to the head of the table.  “Commissioner, everyone is present.”

The Honorable Jorden Schroeder nodded and lightly tapped his gavel on its wooden base. 

“I see we are now ready to start since we have present the primary operators of NLEC and its governing board,” he stated in an official tone.  He looked pointedly at gagged Miss. Alaya Farrington and said, “I believe everyone here either knows my rules of decorum or they have been explained to them.  Any questions before we start?”  He looked around the room and nodded.

“Alright, lets get started,” he said next.  “My role today as the Federal Livestock Commissioner is to represent the intent of Congress in their lawful establishment of The Judicial Enslavement Act of the United States and the will of the President of the United States that such law be promulgated quickly, properly, and without scandal or adverse media attention.  As such, … the first item of business is to solve the currently perilous state of the NLEC Charter and the estate of Mrs. Mariana Powers.”

“What!” Mariana wanted to shout as she wriggled worriedly at the comment ‘estate’ but could do nothing to question the Commissioner.

“I believe Miss. Farrington,” he asked while looking down the length of the table, “that you agree that Mrs. Mariana Powers accepted a plea deal transferring the administration of her Human Rights in their entirety to the National Livestock and Equestrian Center, heretofore described simply as the NLEC.”

Alaya Farrington slumped and nodded.  “Not gonna argue or fight this bastard,” she told herself in remembrance of her humiliation and subsequent punishment for her breech of the Commissioner’s rules of behavior during a hearing.

“Thank you for that succinct answer, Miss. Farrington.”  Jorden Schroeder said with a faint smile and then looked around the room.  “Mr. Baxter, I believe you are the person that discovered the lewd and childish behavior of Mrs. Mariana Powers last week?  Can you explain what occurred?”

“Yes, your Honor,” Raymond answered calmly.  “Security video alerted me of a clearly agitated woman exposing her breasts while erratically driving a cart we presumed was stolen from NLEC.  That woman then cursed and kicked at the servant’s entrance when refused entry to the mansion.”  He paused and added with faked sincerity, “Although, … at the time I had no idea that woman was Mrs. Powers.”

“Thank you, Mr. Baxter,” the Commissioner responded.  “I want to clarify to you Miss Farrington and to you Mrs. Powers that NLEC has attempted to act in a professional manner when it comes to administrating your Human Rights and they have never advocated a permanent solution, … that of permanently fitting you with a Black Collar and confiscating your considerable monetary and financial assets.”  He paused.  “My issue is that your established unpredictable behavioral pattern while as a free woman does pose a significant risk of scandal or undue media attention.  Further, your poor judgement has resulted in the loss of some $12M which, according to your accounting firm, has made a serious dent in your liquid assets.  So, I have come up with a set of solutions to preserve the Congressional and Presidential interests in the NLEC while also protecting you from yourself.”

He paused and looked around the room.  “Please hold any comments to the end,” he said. “My first thought is that, while entirely legal, the current situation with NLEC administering Mrs. Powers Human Rights is insufficient to prevent such publicly lewd and lascivious acts as demonstrated last week.  Under NLEC’s control, she is merely another uppity cunt who has been given has too many opportunities to lose control and I believe strongly that she needs a much more personal situation.”

Mariana was getting a terrible feeling about where this was going.  The gag, her bondage to the chair, and the Commissioner’s history of horrific enforcement of decorum rules held her back from making a scene.

“Of course, the simple, and rather straight-forward solution is to permanently enslave Mrs. Powers and put her to use full time in whatever role NLEC needs for Princess.”

A muffled groan was heard in the room.

The Livestock Commissioner pretended to ignore the gagged grunts of disapproval from at least two of the room’s female participants.  “However,” he continued, “given her plea agreement and the non-lifetime punishment she faced, I consider that too unfair and draconian,” he paused a moment, looked around the room, and continued.  “In short, Mrs. Powers needs a full-time minder that can administer her Human Rights while exercising enough control over her actions as a free person.  Therefore, I propose that NLEC sell the Title of Mrs. Mariana Powers’ Human Rights to the Powers’ Estate.”

Angelica didn’t understand how that could work but couldn’t make a legal argument.  Alaya was also gagged and unwilling to question the legality of that move.

Mariana was happy about not permanently becoming a Black Collar slave.  “But, … selling my Human Rights to myself?”

“Of course,” the Commissioner continued, “Mr. Raymond Baxter should continue in his current most important role, … that of managing the entirety of the Powers estate, … an estate that now will include Title to Mrs. Powers’ Human Rights.”

Mariana glared at her butler.  “That rat bastard knew it was me when I tried to get into my own mansion.  Then, he set me up to become one of his naughty maids and throughly fucked all of us.” 

“Should, Mr. Baxter determine that corporate punishment or short-term enslavement is required, I recommend that Miss. Ellen Simmons, the Mansion’s Head Housekeeper execute those punishments and assume supervisory duties of the slave as a husband shouldn’t be in a position to whip his wife.”

Mariana almost pissed herself at the thought of how harshly Miss. Simmons had treated them this past week.  Then, the word ‘husband’ sunk in.  She spun her head toward her butler who had a huge grin on his face.  

“I do!” Raymond responded.

“Hastard!” Mariana hissed.

The Commissioner glared briefly at Mr. Baxter and Mariana Powers. 

“As Mr. Baxter has to closely monitor and control the actions of Mrs. Mariana Powers, I agree that the best way to do that is as her husband,” the Commissioner clarified.  “I’ll conduct the ceremony immediately after this meeting.”  He turned to Mrs. Powers, “Mariana, I expect you to sign a prenup pledging full and complete obedience to your husband as his full-time submissive and admit to sometimes needing harsh corrective treatment and even time as a collared slave.  As I will soon explain, I believe that all this can be accomplished under the NLEC license and the issuance of a special Presidential Determination, a PD.”

“Hmmph!” Mariana grunted in disagreement.

“I have a suggestion,” Raymond interjected. After a nod from the Commissioner and a weird look from Mariana, he continued, “After working for Mrs. Powers for years I know her personality quite well.”  He took a breath and stared at the woman.  “So, to ensure that while Mariana is a free woman with the proper and submissive attitude to my guidance, … I want the estate to also purchase her daughter, … Ariana Powers Riley, known as Thumper and also as Blue.  The threat of returning Thumper to NLEC or some other slaver’s control if Mrs. Powers fails to behave is something that can be used to control her attitude.”

Jorden Schroeder grunted.

“That’s some mighty fine pussy you’re talking about taking out of NLEC’s inventory,”  Tyreece Schaefer interjected. “Valuable stock like that should be priced accordingly,”

Angelica swung her head quickly to the domineering 6’6” 230lb black lawyer.  “Why is he even here?” she asked herself.  “What is his role in this sham of a meeting?”

Tyreece (Tye) grinned and continued, “Yes, … Mrs. Powers will behave if Head Housekeeper Ellen Simmons controls her Black Collared whelp.  But, … in exchange for the two bitches, … I want NLEC to gain 1,000 acres from the Estate.  That gives NLEC a total of 2,000 acres and the Estate and mansion will still retain 2,000 acres.”

“Hmmph, … ho hay!” Angelica protested ‘no way’ into her gag.

Commissioner Schroeder glared at Angelica.  “Miss, I’ll remind you of two things.  First, watch your mouth.”  He paused to continue his glare at the attorney.  “Secondly, since my goal today is to maintain the viability of both NLEC and the Powers Estate, … I’ll agree to the swap’s price.  That’s 1,000 acres for the two cunts; although, it is an absolutely outrageous price to pay for a pair of easily replaceable livestock that’s already well broken to slavery.  You might talk about the three gold mines each woman has, … I like to talk about how easy it is to identify and enslave any woman as replacement stock.  Thus the very overrated value that Mr. Schaefer has proposed.”

Raymond grinned and looked to Mariana, “What do you say, Mrs. Powers?  Do you agree to be my wife and my personal submissive slut who obeys my every single command?  To obey will ensure your daughter remains enslaved under the same roof.”

Mariana again slumped down in defeat.  She slowly nodded her head.  “Hess, hor hife.  Hess, hor hitch!”

“I believe that was a ‘Yes, your wife’ and a ‘Yes, your bitch’, Raymond, … congratulations,” the Commissioner translated the gag speak for everyone at the table.  “There are a few final administrative details on this matter.  First, I have already signed, and the Vice President of the United States has approved, an exemption to federal policy so that the Slavery License Application from Mr. Raymond Baxter is approved so that he can personally own Slave Princess when wearing her Black Slave Collar.  Further, with Mr. Baxter’s permission, and my authority as Federal Slave Commissioner, I have authorized Miss. Ellen Simmons to hold the title of Slave Mistress in the estate so she can legally manage, train, and punish Slaves Thumper and Princess.”

After a sufficient pause for that set of transactions to settle into everyone’s minds, he tapped his gavel again.  “The next topic is the restructuring of NLEC management functions since Master Sergei Kozlov will be gone for some months and both Mistress Angelica Crosby and Ginger have taken short leaves for much needed specialized training,”

Angelica and Ginger both were terror stricken thinking about where this could lead.  They each glared at the Commissioner.

“I’ll keep this simple,” Commissioner Jorden Schroeder continued.  “To start, NLEC needs a new Board of Directors.  I have already been given approval for any special certifications needed by those new members.  Master Tyreece Schaefer will take the place of Master Sergei Kozlov on the Board.  Mistress Irina Pavlova will take the place of Mistress Angelica Crosby.   Master Raymond Baxter will take the place of Mrs. Mariana Powers.  And, Ginger will be a new board member.  But, she won’t have her Mistress Certification until after she finishes her current retraining.  Finally, I will be the final member without a vote unless the topic needs a tie-breaking vote.”

The Commissioner looked around the table for any comments.  As expected all but one of the free persons at the table nodded acceptance.  They had been pre-briefed on the Commissioner’s binding recommendations.  Only 43-year-old blonde, gagged Miss. Alaya Farrington was unable to comment and continued glaring angrily at everyone.

He smiled at the group and continued.  “Now to NLEC business.  The NLEC CEO, Master of Slaves, and holder of one of two National Enslavement Licenses in the United States will be Master Tyreece Schaefer, replacing both Sergei Kozlov and more recently, Angelica Crosby whose licenses are suspended.”

“Holy shit!” Angelica told herself with trepidation.  “I’m happy to lose that position but I’ve already found that Tye can be a real son-of-a-bitch.  As I personally know, his favorite activity is enslaving and dominating blonde cunts with big tits.”

“I also recommend the establishment of a new position,” the Federal Livestock Commissioner continued.  “That position will be a dual position of Chief of Staff and Director of Human Relations.  This will be the second-most powerful position at NLEC and that person will hold the second National Enslavement License.  With Angelica Crosby’s demotion, the person with the most front office experience is 4H Senior Tiffany.”

“Tiffany!” Angelica exploded wordlessly.  She’s only 18!”

“Tiffany will be responsible for all day-to-day activities of the entire staff, reporting only to Master Schaefer.  Once finished with her own retraining, Chief Legal Officer Angelica Crosby will be one of her direct subordinates as well as the Chief Training Mistress Irina Pavlova.”

“Fuck!” Angelica thought.  “I’ll be reporting to an 18-year-old high school student.  At least I won’t be working for Mistress Pavlova.  She’s a real cunt, … much more hands-on and much harsher than Sergei Kozlov.”

“As I mentioned, since Ginger has temporarily lost her Mistress License, she will revert to an apprentice training position under Mistress Pavlova.  She will also be subordinate to Slaves Star and Angel”

“Holy shit!” was Angelica’s only unspoken comment.

“This concludes this meeting.  A wedding will be held in this room in five minutes with only the bride and groom along with primary staff as witnesses.


43.  Things Get Ugly for the Serial Cheater

Justin was sitting at the lounge bar of the Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort. “What a fucking mess,” he sighed in exasperation.  He looked up as the bartender came over.  “Jeremy,” he said looking at the bartender’s name tag, “I’d like a second set of tequila shots along with a Negra Modelo.”

“Sure thing, champ,” Jeremy answered.

Justin pulled out his wallet to pay for the drink.  “Tight bitch only gave me $100 cash for all week at the resort,” he told himself angrily.  “She even notified staff that I can’t charge anything to the room.  After all I do for that cunt, she has the gall to get royally pissed when I have a couple little meaningless affairs and won’t accept that it’s not even important.  After all, it’s just fucking sex, not love.”

Justin hadn’t even taken the first sip of his beer when someone sat down beside him.  He heard a slithering sound and looked over to see one of the hottest young women he’d ever seen sliding onto the barstool next to him.  The sound repeated itself to his left and he looked that way to see a nearly identical copy of that vision of loveliness. He briefly scented their perfume and he took a deep breath to fully experience the alluring scent. 

“Jeremy,” the melodious voice on his right asked, “we’d like two white wines please.”

“Sure, thing, Lisa.”

Jeremy snuck a deeper look at the vision of beauty next to him and almost choked. His eyes couldn’t help but be drawn first to the deep V cut in the soft mauve material of her blouse.  The opening in the blouse revealed the inside halves of two black frilly bra cups lovingly supporting two big breasts.  He looked up at her eyes and saw her staring at him with a mischievous look on her face.  She had long hair and he couldn’t quite put his finger on the color.  It was mostly a dark brown but with streaks of blonde or red in it.  It was just hard to be sure in the dim lighting of the bar’s booth sitting.

The drinks arrived.  The girls on either side of them raised their glasses and toasted, “To a long night fucking some random stud’s brains out.”

Justin almost choked on his beer at the toast.

The woman on his left laid a manicured hand on his.  He glanced down at her long fingernails perfectly coated in a deep glistening red.

“Honey,” her deep husky resonating voice asked, “that toast didn’t offend you, did it? I’ll admit it makes us sound a bit like sluts, but we’re truly only here for that one reason; to help some lucky man get his brains fucked out.”

Justin could only stare speechless as his mind whirled with the thoughts of scoring not just one gorgeous woman, but twin sisters.

“I’m Maria Altman and my twin sister is Lisa,” she continued.  “If you’re interested, you can have your world rocked until noon tomorrow when we check out. So baby, if you’re into that, come join us at that corner table.”

Justin stared as the two women slipped off their barstools and walked away without glancing over their shoulders.  He was mesmerized by the bouncing sway of their round asses encased in identical tight red miniskirts; Maria in a white blouse and Lisa in a mauve blouse.

“Of course, like I’m not gonna go over and join two of the hottest sluts on earth,” he muttered softly.

Jeremy smirked as he watched Justin head after Maria and Lisa.  He was very familiar with the two Canadian sluts and the double-teaming games they played with unsuspecting targets.

As Justin approached the booth, the two women were already seated, both with their backs against the wall.  He took a seat on the opposite side of the booth with his back to the room.

Wordlessly, Lisa idly played with the buttons on her mauve blouse and his eyes widened in shocked surprise as he realized that those fingers weren’t just toying with the buttons; they were slowly undoing them from the top down.  Lisa tugged on her blouse in a move Justin was certain just freed it from the waist of her skirt.

Movement beside her brought Justin’s surprised eyes to Maria who was also undoing her white blouse.  She also untucked the blouse from her miniskirt.

Lisa, reached lazily down with one hand and popped the center clasp of her bra.  The cups sprung away revealing two round, luscious, and protruding breasts topped by the longest nipples he’d ever seen.

“So, here’s the deal, Maria said in her deep melodious voice, I’m going to put two $50 bills on the table, you’re gonna walk over to the bar and give them to Jeremy. You will tell him that you need the room card key because Maria and Lisa want to take you into the back room and fuck your brains out.  Can you do all that dearie?” she asked, putting the $50 bills in his hand.  “Jeremy will give you the key card to the room and a package.  Believe me, there’s plenty of condoms in that package.  Then you have till noon to get fucked like you could never imagine.”

“What about your sister?” Justin asked in a hoarse voice.

“Oh, Lisa will be there,” the sexy voice assured him.  “In fact, since my sister has such a greedy cunt; hers is the first you’ll suck right here under the table after you pay, and then get to fuck in the back room.”

Lisa stood up and slipped her black bra off the magical way woman do leaving her mauve blouse wide open. Then, she slipped each of her thumbs into her miniskirt waistband and slithered and wriggled it down to her knees. It fell to the floor exposing her shaved gash with just a narrow landing strip above.

“Honey,” she whispered, “when you come back, you’re going to audition by crawling under this table, and get me off once with your tongue and fingers.  Then, you’re going to follow me to the playroom where I want you to fuck me as hard and long as you can.”

Justin almost ran back to Jeremy. He threw down the 50s.

Jeremy just smiled and nodded at him.

Justin licked his lips, and said in a half-embarrassed voice, “Maria told me she wants the room key so she can go fuck my brains out.”

Justin smiled a bit wider, “Don’t be embarrassed man, that room sees a lot of business.”  He paused to get the room card and to set a package on the bar.  “So, I got to ask,” he smirked as he held out the room key, “you all in for getting the fucking of a lifetime?”

Justin looked back at Maria and her sister, Lisa.  In the dim recesses of the bar, he could barely make out Maria’s black bra and Lisa’s white, beckoning breasts. “Oh, fuck yeah!” he said as he snatched the key from the bartender and grabbed the package.

“Baby,” Maria’s husky voice whispered when he triumphantly showed them the room card and package, “to get the show on the road, you need to crawl under the table, and quench the fire in Lisa’s pussy.  Then we’ll go in the room, you’ll put on a condom, and you’ll fuck her brains out before I take over.”

“Fuck yeah!” Justin hissed with his brain in a single-minded focus. He crawled under the table and immediately saw a closer view of the beautiful set of labia below the thin, light brown landing strip. Her clit was still hidden. Justin set his hands on her inner thighs, spread her legs widely, and then slipped his hands around to each cup a tight ass cheek.  Justin grinned, yanked Lisa’s butt further toward the edge of the booth seat, and he set in to feast on a twat that smelled wondrously musky and aroused.

Above him, Maria watched as Justin yanked Lisa’s lower body toward his face.  “Looks like our stud is horny and impatient,” she observed as her twin sister’s face softened at the pleasure of having Justin become her latest male to provide cunnilingus pleasure.

“Oh, Maria,” Lisa grinned wickedly and added quietly, “this is my favorite thing in all the world.” She sighed and added, “I gotta say, he’s got real potential in the oral department.”

Maria grinned knowing full well that she intended to test his oral skills herself.

While Lisa was slowly building up to a stupendous orgasm, Maria stood up and walked over to the bar. Jeremy grinned as Maria threw two $100 bills on the bar.  She waved the room card that Justin gave her and said, “Better get things set up Jeremy.  I guarantee that this one will be a wild ride.”

She scurried quickly to prepare Joy Girl Room One. Above the headboard of the queen-size bed, she flipped open what looked like a normal light switch and toggled the red switch underneath. After resetting the innocuous cover, she stepped back and grabbed a TV remote. When turned on, the 80-inch screen on the viewing wall facing the foot of the bed flickered on to a news channel. Maria tapped in ‘999’ for a channel change and the screen divided into the eight video feeds from the eight high-definition cameras strategically placed around the room. Watching herself in most of the screens, Maria shrugged off her white blouse and unclasped her bra. Wriggling her shoulders, she admired her ‘girls’ as they jiggled and rolled in reaction. “Testing, testing, this party is ready to begin,” Maria said as she tapped the remote and the screen blanked. Behind the bar, a red light labeled J.G. No.1 glowed red.

Jeremy grinned and selected a couple of screens from the monitor controller to populate on two of the five sports feed screens in the bar. He picked up the phone and dialed the hotel operator. “We’re getting ready to go live in Joy Girl Room 1 for live feed out to our online clients.  Please send out a text message to our Joy Girl Enjoyment Members.”

Justin followed Lisa’s spit- and girl-cum-streaked bubble butt into the room. He almost fell over in his haste to move on to fucking. He was still slipping off his shoes when the now fully naked Lisa leaned backward on the edge of the bed. She lifted her head to place her crossed arms behind it, looked up at Justin with smoky, lust-filled eyes, and whispered, “Cum fuck me boy, … give it your best shot.”  She spread her knees wide and grinned at his fixation on her well-prepared cunt.

Justin was trembling so much in anticipation that Maria had to step in to help. She knelt down beside him, stroked his dick with both hands to get him hard as steel, set the tip of a new condom on the head of his dick, and then rolled the condom down his shaft using only her lips.

“Oh, you sweet cocksucker,” he moaned. As amazing as Maria’s lips were, he was ready to move on to the main event; using Lisa’s eager twat.  He turned, lined up his dickhead, and pushed into slippery, hot, tight perfection. “Holy, holy fuck!” he gasped and paused for a moment to adjust from how her hungry twat swallowed him whole.

“We’ll, don’t just sit there,” Maria hissed.  “Fuck the bitch!  She asked for it hard!”

Justin spared a glance sideways to see Maria slipping off her red miniskirt. Then, Lisa grabbed his head and yanked him down for a ravenous kiss. Her rotating hips brought Justin out of his stupor and he started drilling in and out to measure the depth of insertion and removal. Before he sped up to full speed, he wanted to be sure he wouldn’t fall out of her greedy pussy.

Behind him, Maria pulled down her panties and locked eyes with her twin, Lisa. Under her black frilly girly panties was the very tight and elastic strap holding her stiffening cock firmly between her legs. She grinned and stroked her freed, massive, meaty erection to its full 8-inch length.

Lisa’s look of full arousal indicated she was well on her way to building an earth-shattering orgasm. She nodded her head and silently lip-spoke ‘hurry up.’

Maria was just setting a small glob of sex lube on the tip of the condom she’d just slipped onto her throbbing staff.

“Ohhh! Baby, baby, I’m almost there!” Lisa hissed. “Eiiii! Yesss! So, fucking good! Maria! Oh, Maria!” she screamed.

At the signal, Marie set her left hand on Justin’s wildly plunging hips, lined up the tip of her ball-busting cock, and jammed forward with every bit of her 135 pounds of man-dominating strength.

“Aieee!” Justin screeched in a high, ragged falsetto. Despite not yet ready to unload into one of the best fucks of his life, his prostrate triggered an immediate orgasm.

Her pussy still trembling from her first intense orgasm in the Joy Girl Room, Lisa nonetheless remembered her role in the action.  She reached around Justin and hugged him to her chest with all her might. Lisa howled again in a second orgasm as she felt her twin brother’s hips thump hard against Justin’s ass, driving his still hard dick into her pussy again.

Outside the room, the bar erupted in cheers.  Jeremy grinned and took another $150 from a prospective client and signed him up for a 30-minute block.

“Fred, five-minute warning!” Jeremy announced to a massively muscled 259-pound man. “Be sure to collar the bitch at some point so maybe that sissy man-whore figures out what’s going on.” 

In the room, Maria pulled her satisfied cock out of Jeremy’s stretched out ass. Lisa remained underneath.  Justin was too shell-shocked to continue driving his still rock-hard cock into the gorgeous woman under him. He was sobbing and very confused.

Maria nodded to her sister. A true cock-hound, Lisa wanted to stay to enjoy the benefits of the three Viagra pills dissolved in Justin’s second shot of tequila.

As Maria walked out of the room, she high-fived Fred as he scurried past. “Don’t worry,” she teased as she looked down at his own 8-inch cock that below the weirdly sharp tip became a freakishly wide coke-can thickness, “bitch still plenty tight, … for now anyways.”

Still totally naked, Maria snatched her white wine from her booth and strutted up to the bar. “Boys,” she announced to the bar after a deep swig of the wine, “That’s how you tame a bitch by being the first to break in its sissy boy vagina!  Nothing better than making a girly-boy squeal when her ass is reamed out hard for the first time.”  She glanced up to the bar where one 40-inch monitor showed Fred’s massive form pinning Justin between him and Lisa. Fred’s bludgeon of a cock was already thrusting hard into Justin’s rippling ass. Lisa was humping eagerly upward in counterpoint to the thrusts.

“Fred took his Viagra?” Maria idly asked.

“Yep,” someone answered.

“So did Justin,” Maria added with a wry grin as she watched her sister’s look of ecstasy as Justin’s rock-hard cock was driving into her pussy by the ass pounding Fred was putting on Justin’s ass.

Jeremy reached out a hand to high five Maria.  “You done good, girl,” he offered happily.  He grinned and added, “As usual, we will return the $150 enslavement fee for you both for triggering Justin’s 24-hour enslavement as a Joy Girl.  Plus, you two will earn 10% of his earnings and half of his tips.”

“Okay, folks,” someone observed from a big screen, “who is taking bets on how many condoms get filled up tonight pumping into Justin!”

“Justine!” someone shouted, “It should be Justine.  That’s a proper name for such a sissy boy!”

“Put it on the betting board, … ‘Girly Boy Justine’.”

“I only wish that sissy boy had some nice titties to go along with that nice sized cock,” someone responded.

**********

Esmeralda buckled into the aircraft seat.  Across the aisle, Lori buckled in as well.  The small business jet only had four oversized, luxurious seats.  Behind them, one of Antonio’s minions sat scowling at them.  Both Esmeralda and Lori wore their finest resort wear on the jet.  Lori in one of her outfits brought from the states, and Esmeralda in one of her many resort outfits newly purchased using Lisa’s money.

Esmeralda grinned across the aisle at Lori.  Well honey, she said, we’re on our way.  She looked at Lori’s look of confusion.  Esmeralda smiled, “Baby, you should smile, just give me a couple of days to get things arranged and I promise you’re gonna love this.  You got your chance to walk in my shoes and I got a chance to switch and walk in your shoes.  Now we’re moving on to something better.”

Esmeralda snickered and inwardly told herself, “I’m only safe thanks to Antonio and the Slave Commissioner doing exactly what Lori wanted.  Yes, … exactly what she wanted.  She has realized that they formally, officially, and forever changed our places after that first week.” 

She chuckled aloud and added to herself, “Of course, when they released ‘Lori’ from her enslavement, she had just transitioned forever to her new identity of ‘Esmeralda’ and thus instantly resorted back to permanent slave status.”  She laughed again, “Now, … it’s worked out perfectly, I’ve permanently changed identities to Lori and am free woman.” 

“I do have to admit,” Esmeralda thought with a bare minimum of quilt, “what Antonio did was definitely not fair.  Yes, Lori was so fucking stupid to set this in motion by asking to switch places, but it was clear she only meant for the week.”

“So, anyway,” Esmeralda continued aloud, “I think I have a plan that you’ll be able to get as much enjoyment out of as possible.  At least we’ll be together, with no interference from Kennel Masters.”

The private jet landed on Cuba in Havana and taxied to a private hanger.  Forewarned, customs greeted them with smiles and a smooth customs and immigration experience.  Esmeralda handed over a small envelope and a larger manila file.  “Here’s the paperwork, fees, and a tip for processing my Slavegirl, Esmeralda,” she indicated in Spanish as she handed off the leash.  “Everything is in order including her Mexican slave registration tattoo and her RFID chip information.  Payment and your tips are cash in the small envelope.”

“Si, Señora,” one lady answered with a smile.  “We will process her Cuban registration and add that tattoo above the Mexican one.  Is the law here in Cuba.  All slave bitches entering or leaving Cuba have to be accounted for in our database.”

“Perfecto,” Esmeralda answered.  Then, she turned to Antonio’s man.  “Let’s get the last two transfers underway.”

Lori followed the women and the cart with uncertainly.  She understood absolutely no Spanish.

Behind them, a ground attendant loaded their luggage onto a cart.

Esmeralda turned from Lori’s laptop to Antonio’s man, “All done from my end.  Let me know when Antonio confirms receipt and you will take the same jet back to Mexico.”

Esmeralda and the minion both got confirming text messages at the same time.  She sat patiently while he got on the jet, the doors closed, and the pilot moved from the hanger back to the taxiway.  Esmeralda turned to the baggage handler and handed him some paperwork and a tip.  “This is our connecting flight information,” she said.

An hour later, Esmeralda and Lori were on another charter jet headed to Bonaire, a Dutch possession also in the Caribbean.  This time when they landed, they were met by a cute late 30s blonde holding a placard with the words Lori Neville on it.

“This is so fucking unfair,” Lori whispered angrily to Esmeralda, “you already had me tattooed in Cuba.  Is the same going to happen here in Bonaire?”

“Well, yes, it’s going to happen again here and I expect you to just deal with it,” Esmeralda replied with a stern look as she waved the blonde woman over to their location.  “Remember, you’re the slave now!” she hissed.  “Also, keep in mind you are formally registered as a slave in Mexico, Cuba, and will now be registered in the Dutch Antilles which also counts as European Union registration.”

Meanwhile, the plump blonde approached.  “I’m so happy to meet you, Lori,” she gushed in a strong British accent.  “I’m Jolene Huntley.”  The energetic blonde held up her hand and showed off a ring of keys.  “I did as you asked on the phone,” she added.  “The heirs to the property accepted a six-month lease to buy option on the property.  The paperwork will show you prepaid the entire six months.  It’ll give you plenty of time to decide if you want to commit to a purchase.”  She paused as a man and woman approached.  “Oh,” she added happily, “As you requested, I notified customs and immigration of your arrival and already passed on your information.  The woman approaching will perform a quick vet check on your bitch and complete the process on her Netherlands National Slave Registration.”

Jolene stood aside as the man quickly stamped Lori Neville’s passport and permanent alien visa. 

While they waited for the vet to finish up with the new Dutch slave tattoo and registration number for Esmeralda (Lori), Jolene started chatting again.  “Based on the United States passport information you sent me, the signed application for Dutch citizenship, your certification of deposited funds in our banking system, and your intent to live full time on the island, your Dutch citizenship paperwork will be approved within just a few weeks.”  She paused and smiled at Lori’s look of appreciation.   “Also,” she continued, “as we spoke, the market in the islands for property in this price range of luxury, large-acreage listings has been very slow.  That’s partially because it’s a result of inflation in the United States and Canada, because the property has extensive facilities to upkeep, and that some work is admittedly needed in modernization and restoration.  You will see for yourself its amazing potential.”

Lori’s (Esmeralda’s) eyes glittered as she watched the lady vet expertly placing a Dutch slave tattoo below the Mexican and Cuban tattoos on the rump of the woman she had illegally enslaved and stolen her hoard of millions.  She grinned at the confirmation that she’d successfully schemed her way to freedom and would soon have legal citizenship in yet another country.

Forty-five minutes later, Jolene’s Land Rover turned off the partially maintained gravel public road to a paved private entry leading to a large gate between impressively large stone walls.  “You are just going to love this place,” the blonde said.  “It’s just awesome!”  She paused as the remote she held in her hand cued the ornate wrought iron gates to open.  “The property is very private, it’s 50 hectares, or as you Americans measure, 123.55 acres.  It’s basically a rectangle with the narrow width 375 meters along the road in the front and the same at the rear of the property at the beach.  The depth is 1,233 meters.”  She laughed and added, “If, you’re challenged in metric, thats 1,230 feet wide by 4,045 feet deep to a huge private beach hemmed in by inaccessible cliffs on each side.”

Jolene drove onto the paved estate road for about 100 meters and paused at a narrower paved turn-off to the left.  “If you look to the left, you can see part of the Caretaker’s Cottage through the landscaping and tropical growth.  An older couple lives there with free residency rights until death.  They are still fit and the husband does some of the groundskeeping while the wife cooks and does some limited housework.  But neither should be considered full-time employees.”

The Land Rover continued forward slowly toward a ‘Y’ ahead in the road which began the large circular drive to the front of the last main house.  Jolene stopped before veering right into the one-way circular drive.  “You saw the entry gate set into the tall, 12-foot stone walls.  Those same walls continue around the entire perimeter along the property line everywhere except at the rear of the property.  There, the wall is set about 300 feet back from the ocean and runs along the top of a coastal cliff.  There is a smaller gate set into the wall that leads to a long set of steps that go down to the beautiful sugar-white sandy beach.”

She looked to see that they understood.  “That means this estate has almost 10,000 feet of 12-foot-tall solid stone walls built economically over the last couple of years entirely with slave labor from the European Judicial Enslavement Act.  As I said, this property is very private and those walls represent a significant investment you won’t often see in other properties.  The perimeter security system is fully modern and works perfectly.”

As Jolene parked in front of the house, she reminded them, “As we discussed, this estate comes as is.  However, it is completely furnished, the four-car garage on one side has two scooters and two golf carts, the opposite side of the house has an empty four-car garage, and the beach boathouse has a pair of jet skis and a small 17’ boat.   As I mentioned, despite needing some modernization, the heirs to the retired couple that lived here has kept the house move-in ready down to clean sheets.

Esmeralda thought the property was perfect in many ways.  Even Lori, used to a rich lifestyle in the United States, was astonished.  The house itself was open, spacious, and airy.  In the rear were a pool, tennis courts, and extensive well-maintained gardens shifting into gravel pathways through the almost jungle-like growth toward the far rear of the property.  

“I agree, … it’s perfect!  We’ll take it,” Esmeralda declared as she signed the lease paperwork with the option to buy.

“But the beach?” Jolene asked.  “You haven’t seen everything yet.”

“I said we’ll take it!” Esmeralda repeated a bit more forcefully.

After signing the initial intent to purchase paperwork, Jolene thoughtfully left a large gift basket in the living room along with a bottle each of champagne, white wine, and red wine in the kitchen, and some snacks and breakfast items to tide them over.  “Don’t forget,” she reminded Esmeralda, “there’s a list of service agencies we recommend in the house binder and one is an excellent food shopping and delivery service.  I do recommend a non-live-in cook to spend at least a few hours every day cooking dinner and prepping breakfast and lunch for the next day.  You will probably need a full-time maid and I recommend leasing a slave from one of the island’s service companies.  Lastly, remember you only have scooters to get around with until your leased vehicle arrives in a few days.”

After the real estate agent left and slave Lori was alone out exploring the property, Esmeralda selected a chilled bottle of white wine and poured herself a glass.  She slide open the living room’s wall-to-wall glass viewing wall panels and sat down in a comfortable overstuffed chair.  With the view toward the ocean masked by the lush tropical landscape as background, she surveyed the pile of spiral binders containing maps, floor plans, access codes for certain doors and gates, details on facilities, and operating manuals on the many appliances, wall safes, etc.  Her copy of the paperwork to date was in a leather folder.  Esmeralda leaned back and took a sip of the dry fruity white wine.  She smiled and relaxed for the first time in weeks.  “It was a relief to taste life as a free woman at the resort,” she reminded herself, “but nothing like this luxury.  I’ve safely gotten away from Antonio, hidden a huge stockpile of funds, and have a white bimbo slut helplessly under my control.”  She stared out over the veranda and began calculating the advantages of keeping Lori and her talented tongue as her slave, selling the gringa to some off-island business, or fulfilling her promise the free the stupid bitch.

Meanwhile, the white bimbo she was thinking about was enjoying being alone for the first time in weeks.  Lori headed out from the living area of the house to a very large wrap-around deck.  After crossing a wide swatch of beautifully manicured lawn, the walkway took her through a barrier of tall bushes.  On the other side, hidden from sight of the house was a tennis court to the left and a large veranda, small pool house, and beautiful pool to the right.  She continued past the court and pool and the paved pathway changed to gravel.  Further back on the property, Lori saw a number of gravel pathways weaving through what looked like a dense tropical forest.  Finally, she came upon the back wall.  As Jolene described, Lori found a 6-foot-wide wrought iron gate inset in the 12-foot stone wall.  She looked to the right and left and Lori found the back side of the estate enclosed in the same formidable wall she had seen at the main entrance.   “This place is like a prison,” she thought and looked to the obviously planned lush landscaping. 

Lori gripped the bars of the heavy wrought iron gate in her hands and looked through to the other side where she saw the steep winding stairway which led down to the beautiful pristine white sands of a small private beach and a boathouse below.   “A cove,” she said initially with a smile at the special sight.  Then, she shifted her glance upward to the coils of concertina wire topping the real stone wall and several visible cameras with views along the wall and others viewing the stairway and the approaches to the gate.

“Of course,” she said, bitterly, the entire backside of the property is tightly secured.”  She looked back down to the electronic lock mechanism on the gate, “I have to get her permission to even go down to the beach.  I bet the boathouse is also locked and.”  She felt back at her right rump and ruefully told herself, “Mexican slave tattoo, Cuban slave tattoo, and now a Dutch slave tattoo.  I’m registered as a slave in three nations, the European Union, and living in a beautiful prison.”  Tears trickled out of her eyes at the thought. 

**********

Back at the Mexican resort, Antonio had finished playing with his living, breathing, sex toys and collapsed in his bed to try and get a few hours sleep before he had to go check on things in the Slave Kennel.  It was a bit after two in the morning.  He remembered the slick way he’d sent Vicky Thomas off earlier to a gangbang with three Russian VIPs.  “Bitch had no idea what she faced from those three perpetually horny motherfuckers,” he muttered and smiled at the exorbitant fee he’d charged for breaking in the Gringa slut.  “She wanted some sex outside her safe marriage and she got it!  Plus, she ended up getting well paid for spreading her legs and taking cock in all three of her holes.”  He grinned at the thought.

After Vicky was taken away, he’d enjoyed every hole and position he could think of on the alluring bodies of Hannah Holms and Julian Schmitt.  Then, about two in the morning, he simply gave up and announced he had enough.  Hannah left the room and followed Julian with a smile of satisfaction.  She wrangled a deal for a copy of her sister’s debauchery and only had to please one of Antonio’s key clients.  Dressed in skimpy clothing from Antonio’s closet, Julian and Hannah followed obediently behind bartender Jeremy.

Julian wore scandalously revealing Joy Girl attire when she reported to Jeremy at the bar and Hanna wore something only a bit more modest.  Hanna had enjoyed the wild, guilt-free sex with Antonio so much that she willingly let herself agree to be collared for use by the client and briefly sat with the German tourist in the bar.  At first they whispered a bit fearfully together about their prospective clients.  Julian was afraid of being forced into a night-long gangbang despite Antonio’s assurances.  Antonio had explained that they each earned one third of any use fees paid, half of any tips earned, and there was no fee for the lost use of their room that day.

Hannah watched as a handsome European gentleman led Julian away.  Hannah was also pleased when her client showed up in an expensive suit that was tailored to show off his buff body.  “This won’t be so bad,” she thought, “and in return, I get a fully edited video of Vicky’s antics with her three Russian men.”

“My dear, you must be Miss. Hannah.  You’re even more lovely than Antonio described,” the man gushed as he sat down beside her and slid a drink her way.  “I’m Jorge, … Jorge Hurtado and I hope we get along famously for the next sixteen hours.”

“Sixteen hours?” Hannah asked herself.  “It’s almost 2:30 AM right now, and I guess dinner is about 16 hours away.”  Seriously thirsty from her exertions with Antonio and Julian, and cursing Jeremy for refusing to get her a drink until her ‘date’ arrived, Hannah quickly drank most of the fiery liquid in one gulp.

“An anise drink?” she asked as her eyes watered.

“Close, it’s aguardiente, what’s probably the national drink of Colombia.  It’s made from sugarcane but is only a liquor, just a bit stronger than wine.”

“Could I have a glass of sparkling water to go with the rest of this shot?”

“Certainly,” the Mexican State Slave Commissioner answered with a smile.  Jeremy, sparkling water for the lady and a Green Collar for later.”

After Hannah took a deep gulp of the refreshing water, she finished the shot of anguardiente.

“Not to hurry you my dear,” the wily commissioner whispered.  “But our room is nearby and I’m eager to start.” He leered at the American and added, “After all, we only have sixteen hours.”

Hannah stood up and wobbled a bit.  “Guess I’m a bit tired.  Not used to staying up this late,” she told herself.

“Ahhh,” Jeremy spoke up loudly.  “Senor Hurtado, don’t forget the Green Collar.”

Hannah took the heavy collar with a bit of confusion.  “Do we have to do this here, at the bar?   There are a lot of people suddenly staring at us.”

The Mexican Slave Commissioner merely grinned at the American with eyes hiding a secret.  “He’d agreed with Antonio to take the woman for only about 16 hours.  “Once she collars herself,” he told himself with an inner chuckle, “it’s a mandatory minimum enslavement of 24 hours.  I intend to educate this clueless gringa about the meaning of ‘rode hard and put away wet’.”

After the bar erupted in applause after Hannah fumbled with collaring herself, Jorge Hurtado led Hannah toward one of the Joy Girl rooms.  She staggered as she crossed the threshold and grinned when she saw the bed.  A few minutes later, Hannah was naked on the bed with Jorge just easing his cock in her pussy from a rear doggy position.  The room lights brightened to better record the scene on the room’s multiple cameras.  Hannah felt only the cock that was providing her with an astonishing amount of pleasure.  The special ‘Slavers Cocktail’ developed by Jorge Hurtado’s network of slavers that ‘recruited’ unwary tourists had already kicked in.  Like a ‘roofie’ the drug hidden in her drink made her highly suggestive due to the Colombian scopolamine plant extract and other drugs which kept her mind hyper aware and multiplied the pleasure from her erotic nerves.   The drug also erased most memory for about 24 hours beginning from just before ingestion.

The next evening, Hannah would only have vague memories of amazing sex with no details of how or who provided the near-continuous orgasms.  Hannah would also wake up with no knowledge or memory of how she ended up with a pair of gold bars with the ends capped with little gold balls inserted through her newly pierced nipples.  She was not so happy when the Mexican Slave Commissioner spanked her as she was swallowing his morning wood.  The spanking plus a couple shots of the drug-infused aguardiente followed by a bit of cocaine quickly got her back into the mood for more wild monkey sex.

At that point, Vicky was still in the suite with the three Russians.  They had already paid for a second ten hours with the slutty housewife.   Nobody asked the slut what she thought about continuing the gangbang for another ten hours.

The next morning’s conversation with the betrayed wife from Germany was unique.  After reluctantly getting out of bed very late that next morning, Antonio met Julian Schmitt in the now deserted bar. Julian Schmitt had returned to an empty Joy Girl room from her client’s room to take a quick shower. Like Antonio’s spare closet, beside the Joy Girl rooms was a small closet-like room with a wide range of slutty attire.  She selected the least risqué clothing she could find.  Her own clothes were far away in a box in her unused room.  So, she wore a pair of tiny lycra shorts that looked painted on and that left her with a pronounced camel toe.  The only decent top that she could find was a fully translucent open weave grey top that let her nipples play peek-a-boo through the open weave.  Antonio had then taken Julian Schmitt back behind the Joy Girl rooms where a narrow corridor provided service access for maid service.  The small hallway had curtains hanging over one-way windows.

He pulled aside the first window’s curtain and Julian gasped at the sight within.  The naked back of a Green Collared slave was to her and the bitch was wildly riding cowgirl atop a decent-sized cock above a very muscular Mexican man that looked to be about 50.

“That’s your friend, Hannah,” Antonio whispered.

At that moment, Hannah was pushed off the man’s cock as a geyser of pearly white jism pulsed out into the air.  He rolled over her back and slipped over a small tray with white lines of cocaine already laid out.  With his hand covering the mouth of the gasping woman, her inward breath drew a full line of cocaine up through the straw into her nostril.  A second line was sucked up.

“What?  I can’t believe it,” Vicky whispered as the man pulled Hannah’s flushed face and sweaty, stringy haired face onto his slimy cock.

“He’s got more stamina than a horny goat,” Antonio whispered back.  “Hannah wanted to exceed her sister’s earnings and that meant she needed to experience something unique and high paying.”  He closed the curtain and walked Julian to the next room’s window.

“Julian, you indicated that something drastic was acceptable if it happened to Justin,” he said to restart the conversation.  “It seems,” Antonio said with a big grin on his face, “that your husband unfortunately fell for a honey pot scam last night.”  He pulled two glossy 8x10 pictures of Maria and Lisa Altman.  “These are two of my favorite wild and crazy customers,” he added, “Maria and Lisa are Canadian twins that are trust fund kids.  They come holiday here at the resort every other month or so for two full weeks.”  Antonio pulled out another 8x10 glossy picture.  It was taken from the headboard of the bed and showed a look of sheer ecstasy on Justin’s face as he plowed his cock into Lisa’s big-titted body. 

“Well,” Julian hissed, “the cocksucker didn’t waste any time scoring pussy.”

Antonio drew another 8x10 glossy from the folder.  This one showed Justin again from a full-on view.  Like the previous picture, he was again above Lisa’s luscious body, but his face had a look of agony and horror.  Maria was behind him grinning wildly at the camera.  “Any idea what’s going on here?” Antonio asked with clear enjoyment.

The wife looked at the picture and scowled.  “By god!” she said softly, “Who can possibly compete with the faces and bodies of those two women?  They both have perfect and amazing tits.  No, I don’t know why it look like he’s in agony.  Did they use a strap-on against him?”

“Oh, you’re right, in a way.” Antonio said with a grin as he drew yet another picture, “Maria is one special woman.” He turned over the picture showing the rear view of a luscious female’s tight and curvy ass with a large pair of down hanging balls and the widest cock the wife had ever seen.  The length was hidden because it was buried in Justin’s stretched out asshole.  “It looks like Maria had a surprise package for him,” Antonio added.

“Holy shit!” Julian hissed.  She turned to Antonio and gave him a huge hug and a kiss.  She whispered, “Thank you!  How did you have time to set this up?”

“It only took a few quick text messages while Hanna was tying you and Vicky up for your first fuck of the night.,” Antonio answered with a shrug of his shoulders.

As Julian absorbed this, Antonio continued, “So, here’s the deal, … I assume you had fun last night?”

Julian nodded.  “Yes, part adventure and part great sex.”   She blushed, “It was nice to lose control and just immerse myself in wild monkey sex.”

“Well, you are a great fuck.  I’m a slaver, and I judge you to be an absolutely fabulous AAA Prime Piece of Pussy.  Hubby is an idiot for stepping out on your marriage.”

“Yes, and I don’t understand why,” Julian said sadly. 

“The word is that after Maria finished fucking him nearly unconscious, about 14 other men who rarely get a chance to take on a nearly virgin boy pussy drove here as fast as they could and signed up for an all-night Justin sex marathon.”

“So, what’s the point?” the wife said softly.

“Well, I don’t have any legitimate hold over you or Justin anymore,” Antonio admitted.  “I actually don’t like to be too abusive in the pranks I play on people.  You seemed to enjoy the sex last night so I don’t feel too bad about snaring you into a night of pretty normal light BDSM sex.  Justin clearly deserved his night of unwilling sex.  But, here’s my deal.  I would like you to let me continue to have 24/7 access to hubby for the remaining nine days of your vacation.  In return, your resort fee will be refunded 100% to you.  All you need to do is work for me daily from six till midnight during that period.  No funny business, no all-night appointments, no-gang-rape sessions, unless you make them.  I’ll even give you 100% of hubby’s tips and 30% of the fees that he generates.”

The wife thought for a minute and then softly said, “I don’t know, … I’am conflicted.  He is an absolute ass, but does he deserve this?”  Then she added, “And, I’m certainly no whore to lay on my back with my legs spread day after day.”

“Well, I’ll give you some more news,” Antonio said.  “He ended up being sexed from noon to noon, that’s almost 24 hours.  During that time, he took on almost 48 client appointments for 30 minutes each at $150.  That’s $7,200 and your share is $2,400 plus his tips which I’m told generally average $30-$50 apiece which is well over another $1,000.”

“Pimping Justin’s ass earned you more than $7,200?” she asked in amazement.

“Well, not exactly,” Antonio said with a big grin.  “After a few judicious spankings and a couple light whipping’s, he turned out to be quite the enthusiastic cocksucker.  Yes, indeed, quite the enthusiastic cocksucker.”  Antonio slid aside the curtain covering the next room’s one-way window.  In the room beyond the window, Justin was apparently eagerly cocksucking away at a slim gringo who was humping his hips forward and backward while gripping Justin’s head to better control his skull fucking thrusts.

She stood mesmerized looking at her husband through the one-way viewing window.  Aloud she whispered, “I had no idea that Justin was so talented at oral.”

“You mean Justine,” Antonio the resort’s Kennel Master softly corrected.

“Yes, Justine,” she whispered after a moment with a smirk.  “Do you really think she’s gonna be back chasing pussy after this punishment?”  Then before he could answer, she added, “Justine sure looks natural kneeling there while she gets face-fucked.  Hey, is that makeup on her face?  Is that lipstick?”

“Of course,” Antonio said with a grin.  “Maria and Lisa thought it was a nice touch.  Remember, as a slaver, we just need to find the right incentives,” Antonio offered.  “I’m a slave master,” he added.  “I know which buttons to push with my bitches and with my clients.” As he said that, he slipped around behind the betrayed housewife and gently slid his hands around under her arms to strongly caress her breasts through the coarsely woven top.  “I did the best I could, based on what little input you gave me.  You are the main breadwinner in the house and you told me Justin hasn’t really tried very hard to get a job to replace the one he was laid off from over a year ago.  I know you work remotely and this is a gorgeous area to consider if you want to relocate.  The cost of living well here is far less than in Europe.”

“Are you trying to recruit me now,” she asked looking over her shoulder at the slaver.

“Well, I’ve already admitted that you’re hot and a great fuck.  So, yes, I wouldn’t mind you moonlighting a bit as one of my Joy Girls.  I can make you a really good deal.”

“I’ll tell you right off,” Julian answered back in a tense tone, “Even at ‘only’ six hours a day, I’m not whoring myself for the rest of my vacation just to get back at that cheating asshole!”

In the other room, the man face-fucking Justine pulled out and unloaded his cum all over her face.

To temporarily deflect the conversation back to Justine, Antonio observed that “Right now, Justine is a lot happier sucking cock then she is getting ass fucked.  She’s not too wild yet about getting her boy pussy jackhammered,” Antonio observed.

“It’s funny,” she started to say as Antonio’s fingers unbuttoned her tight and tiny shorts.  “I think this has liberated me, Antonio.  Justin transitioning to Justine takes away a lot of the sting from his multiple betrayals.  I have no idea how many girls and women that he has seduced during our marriage.”

“Oh God!” she moaned as Antonio’s knowledgeable fingers snaked down to caress her sensitive pussy.  Are you gonna fuck me right here at the window while I watch Justine take on her next customer?”

Antonio didn’t answer, he just slipped her shorts down to her knees in one smooth movement.  Before she could agree or protest, he was balls deep in her juicy pussy from behind.

“Oh, god!” she repeated again in a mindless moan.  “Just like that!  Oh, … fuck me harder!” 

“You are a beautiful woman and an absolutely fantastic fuck!” Antonio hissed in her ear as he hammered into her pussy from behind.  “Puta!” he added with satisfaction.  “You are a natural puta!”

Julian Schmitt orgasmed and groaned in admission to his taunts.  “Senseless,” she whispered, “you fuck me brainless and senseless.”

Antonio grabbed her hips in a strong grip and pulled up, raising her ass to better hammer into her pussy from behind.  Julian’s feet dangled helplessly inches above the floor while he thrust into her tight cock sleeve using all his weight to drive as deeply as possible into the clasping sheath.

The liquid sounds of sloppy wet sex and the grunts from the two fully enjoying the brutal breeding filled the narrow hallway for almost ten minutes.

Then, holding his softening cock in the wife’s spasming cock sleeve, Antonio gasped to catch his breath.  He looked toward the window and hissed, “That’s Alfredo that just got his cock sucked.  He’s still not done yet.  He’ll continue brutally taking her boy pussy.”

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned.  “Just like you’ve just painted your cum in my girl pussy?”

“No, this is what I mean,” Antonio said in a very strained voice as he rotated his stiffening cock in her slippery cunt.  He slid partially in and out of her clasping pussy a few times while his dick slowly returned to steel hardness.  He shifted back, letting his dickhead slip out of her pussy.  His left hand guided it to her ass while his right tightly controlled her body.

“No,” she grunted.  “My ass isn’t ready.  Wait, please!”

Antonio ignored the woman.  “Not that you have a choice.  I haven’t taken off your slave collar,” he hissed and then set just the fat head of his dick inside her tightest set of lips.

“Uggh!” Mrs. Schmitt grunted.  “Okay, … okay,” she cried in submission.  “You bastard!  Please, … just take it easy,” she begged.

“Ahhhh,” Antonio sighed as the first half of his cock sheathed itself in her tightest hot hole.  “If I haven’t said it yet, my most excellent puta, you are a great fuck!  I welcome you to my stable of enthusiastic putas.”

**********

Later, with cum dribbling down her leg from both her well-used lower sex holes, she turned to Antonio and asked, “Before you took me a couple times like a horny goat, you said something about a deal for a Justine makeover?”

Antonio grinned and answered, “Well, yesterday you said he got laid off over a year ago and doesn’t contribute financially to the marriage.  Well, since he wants to spend his time club hopping and picking up women, I thought you’d go for this idea.”

“We have a very good medical clinic and spa here,” he said.  “Justine could have a top-quality hair weave, his hair darkened to look more like a Latina, fake eyelashes, a little bit of tattooed make up to keep everything fresh looking, a fashionable nose ring and earrings, a set of nipple rings, full facial and pubic area laser hair removal, and a pierced belly button.  And, that’s just the first round of improvements to Justine.”

“Holy shit!” she answered. 

There was a gleaming in her eyes that made Antonio think that she liked the idea. 

“But what you’re proposing sounds expensive, really expensive,” she said.

“I’m not quite finished,” Antonio said with a bigger grin.  “If he’s left here for at least six weeks, we can start hormone therapy and breast injections to encourage the growth of some itty-bitty titties.  Once he grows some breast meat, we do some larger breast enhancement surgery.”

“I’m not sure I really planned on staying here that long,” she answered.  She thought about it for a minute and said, “I did mention I thought the area was beautiful, and I can work remotely from anywhere in the world with good internet access.  Yes, and I only need to have in-person meetings a couple of times a month.”

After a moment thinking about it, she blurted out, “Wait!  This can’t work!  This will put a Black Collar on Justine, … how can you do that?”

Antonio grinned.  “You and I will sign affidavits that Justin was unfaithful and abusive to you culminating in his desire to abandon you for sex with men.  Based on these pictures, I can get a certification to that effect by the State Slave Commissioner, Señor Jorge Hurtado.  He’s a friend and he’ll send the certification to the Cardinal of Mexico for Vatican approval of Justine’s Judicial Enslavement by Writ of the Vatican and annulment of your marriage at the same time.  The Church still has a strong position against homosexuals.  It’s not really moral, but it will work.”

“Wait,” Julian interrupted again.  “He’ll be my slave, correct?  No funny business where he ends up belonging to the resort?”

“Nope, … he will absolutely remain your property.”

After she nodded, Antonio added, “Then this is perfect, Julian.  Here’s my deal, leave Justine here for the next month and I’ll do the work for free.  He’ll be treated just like any other of my putas; getting trained as a sex worker and servicing as many customers as possible.  That means that as his owner, you’ll get 30% of all usage fees that he earns and of course, a 50-50 split with me on his tips.”

A keen business woman, she had to ask, “Is that going to cover the cost of everything?  No hidden daily board fees or anything like that?”

Antonio grinned again.  “All the drugs and any surgical work will be done free of charge to you by an on-staff veterinarian,” he said.  “The drugs are approved for veterinary use so they’re much cheaper.  If you go for this deal, I have a package offer for his breast and butt implants along with the removal of one set of his lower ribs.

“What the fuck!” she exclaimed.  “That’s pretty invasive.”

“Well,” Antonio said, “after Justine gets her first 30 days of treatments, she’ll never be able to appear in public as anything but a woman.  So, if you’re going to lease her to me long-term as a resort puta, you might as well go all the way and have the work done on her.”

He paused and added, “To answer the last part of your question; yes, she will incur a daily resort handling and board fee of $75 of which one-third will be taken from your share of her earnings.”

“So far, so good!  But, Antonio, you’re a slaver, and I’m a Gringa that you said is already a perfect, innocent puta for your stables.  Somehow, I think you have a plan to draw me into your clutches, at least part time.”

“Ah,” Antonio nodded and laughed, “see, … you are indeed perfect; a hot puta with a business brain.  Okay, here’s the last of the details.  You’re going to go house-hunting and find yourself a nice villa on the beach.  You’ll need a maid and who better for that than a newly submissive slut like that Black-Collared bitch Justine.  Then, after that first month for his treatments, he’ll need to be here every Friday morning for his hormone treatments and then be my puta until Monday morning.  He can be your slutty maid or whatever you want her to be all day Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday.”

“That gives me four full days owning Justine.  That’s fair enough.  What’s the rest, you horny fucker?”

“You already told me that you don’t want to work for me every evening of the rest of your vacation.  So, my new offer includes you bringing Justine here every Friday morning and you wearing my Green Collar for the following 24 hours.  You have to agree,” he added, “last night wasn’t too bad, just a lot of hot monkey sex.  I will guarantee you no more than five clients in that 24 hours.”

“As many as five clients?” she wondered aloud with reluctance. “And a full 24 hours?  That’s a lot of sex.”  Warily she added, “If I agree, how long will that period of servitude last?  And, will I get my own share of the rentals and tips?”

“Well, he said, “as you noticed, overall, Justine’s conversion will be expensive.  So yeah, … you must agree to be my part-time slave every Friday for one year and of course you will get one third of all fees paid for your use and half of all your tips.  Your loss of half your tips will cover any costs for permanently converting Justin to Justine.”

“A year,” she hissed.  “I’m not sure how innocent I’ll be after 52 nights whoring as your Puta.”

Antonio pointed to Justine being pushed onto his belly.  “Alfredo’s dick is once again hard as steel after Justine’s restorative blowjob.  As I said, Alfredo’s not done yet.  He gotten his nut off a couple of times and now he can fuck her ass again for at least 20 minutes.  Do you want the cheating whore made into your slave Justine or do you want the cheating bastard Justin back with only this tiny punishment?”

“Okay, … I agree,” she whispered.  “You’ll make up a contract for me to sign?”

He shrugged.  “Only if you wish.  I can take you at your word.”

“No,” Julian Schmitt shot back, “I insist on a contract.  I don’t want you or your replacement claiming I’m 100% resort property and trying to throw a Black Collar on me.

**********

A few hours later and the deal was done.  Mrs. Julian Schmitt throughly reviewed the contract written by the Resort Legal Team, consented to everything as written, initialed where needed, and signed.  With a wide grin, Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort’s Kennel Master witnessed the contract signing and he had a new part-time puta.

Next, Antonio presented Julian with a packet of slave ownership papers.  “This stamped and notarized set of paperwork confirms your ownership of slave Justine along with her slave identity card.  Note that her slave name is now CumBucket and her female Mexican Slave Registration Number is GEMR-F73294109.”

“CumBucket!” Julian whispered.  Then, she grinned and happily signed for full ownership of her now slave ex-husband.

“Lastly, my new love, this packet contains the slave registration information and slave identification card for part-time Green Collar slave and Joy Girl, Venus.”

“Venus?” she asked quizzically.  “Who is Venus?  And why do I need her slave registration information?”

Antonio frowned and answered in a silky voice.  “You need to understand, dear.  On day a week you are Venus.  All resort Joy Girls are slaves with slave names.  Sadly, after committing to more than ten total days as a temporary Green Collar Slave, we legally have to replace the henna tattoos of a temporary slave with a real resort ownership tattoo, and a Mexican Slave Registration number.”

Julian’s face whitened in shock.  “But, I don’t want to have a slave tattoo.  I don’t even have a henna tattoo.”

At that moment, almost like magic, the door opened and a stern-face spa attendant with her signature starched white nurses outfit stuck her head in the room.  “Master Antonio, I have the cart with the processing equipment.”

Julian stood up and protested.  “Processing!  Wait a minute, I never consented to being tattooed!”

The black-haired spa woman smoothly reached into a pocket and drew out what was obviously a taser gun.  “Is there a problem with the new white puta?” she asked sternly while pointing the taser at Julian with a very steady hand.  “Master Antonio, her contract has more than ten days obligation as a resort puta.  You know full well that by law, I must tattoo her right away.  Will she cooperate?”

Antonio shrugged and held his hands upright palm first.  “Sorry dear, this is a consequence of following the law.”  He turned to the spa attendant, “Cooperation depends entirely upon Venus.”

He turned back to the very upset signer of the slavery contract.  “Venus, there is a leather ottoman in the corner.  I suggest you willingly lay belly down over it or you will be tased, gagged, and restrained.  If that’s the case, you will still get processed and then whipped for insubordination.”

Julian looked about in horror.  She saw the spa attendant reach behind her to lock the door.  She already knew that due to a stringent security effort, the door had an electronic keypad and that was the only way to get the door to open.  She was no longer checked into the resort so her room card and PIN had almost certainly expired.

“Master Antonio has electronically filed the appropriate paperwork with confirmed receipt and automatic approval by the Mexican Slave Commission,” the woman said in a no nonsense voice.  “So, … puta, … this can go easy or hard, … makes no difference to me.”  The burly, heavy-set woman grinned.

“You bastard!” Julian hissed at Antonio.

He shrugged again and softly answered, “I honestly didn’t try to mislead you about this, Julian.  Everyone knows Joy Girls are slaves, … slaves are a valuable commodity and are registered both to prevent their escape and to protect from theft by slave rustlers, … so, yes, … without doubt, … you need the tattoo, … it is a legal requirement.”  He paused and looked at his watch.  “Also,” he added, “today is a Friday and you should already be in slave mode as Venus and wearing your Green Collar.”

“Does the puta already need an initial whipping or a special punishment for her arrogant tone?” the spa lady asked with glee.  “I have paddles, crops, canes, and whips.”

Julian gasped and once again looked about fruitlessly for a means of getting out of being tattooed.  Then the comment about her being in slave mode sunk in.  Unlike clueless North American bitches from the United States and Canada, Julian knew full well what the slave culture was like.  She lived in Germany, a member of the European Union and had witnessed first hand what Judicial Enslavement entailed.  “Mmmaster,” she whimpered.  “Master, … this Joy Girl apologizes and begs for forgiveness.”  She sunk to her knees and burst into tears.

While she was distraught and weeping, Antonio and the spa attendant firmly guided her to the ottoman.  Moments later, she was bound belly down with bondage cord securing her elbows and knees to the stubby legs of the ottoman.   The spa attendant ran a disrobing knife up the back of each thigh and the tight shorts fell popped off, exposing her flawless white rump.  She reached forward toward Julian’s mouth and pressed a fat ball gag into her mouth.  Julian didn’t resist as the gag’s strap was tightened around the back of her head.

“Mexican Slave Registration Numbers are generated by an application in the National Slave Database,” the spa attendant explained patiently as she outlined the resort tattoo and slave numbers on the softly sobbing woman’s ass.  “The system generates an 8-digit random number after the abbreviation of the enslaving agent and the slave’s sex.  Your Slave Registration Number is GEMR-F84903210 for Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort – a Female slave - with digits 84903210 auto generated. Eight digits is plenty enough as it is unlikely that any enslaving entity within Mexico will have more than 99 million male or female slaves registered.”  With a grin she added, “By the way, there is no such thing as a 00,000,000 numbered slave.”

“When I’m finished back here,” she continued to explain as the tattoo gun began buzzing, “we flip you over and put the pretty tattoo of your new name above your pussy.”  She smiled as she worked and added in a soft tone, “You have to admit, Venus is such a pretty name.  Nothing like that horrid man I had to shave before inking CumBucket above his cock.”

While Venus was getting her tattoos, Antonio entered the RFID chip data and Green Collar transponder data into the resort system and keyed it to upload to the Mexican National Slave Database.  He grinned as he set it up so the resort system flagged her as a highly restricted Green Collar Joy Girl with escort or remote security approval required to operate any elevator, to enter or exit a guest room, or exit from the facilities.  “Bet she pisses and moans about that,” he thought thinking about her movement being so severely restricted in and around the resort even when she was in free woman mode.

“Tomorrow when I let her loose,” he thought, “she won’t be a able to escape back to Germany since the new RFID chip in her neck will keep her from passing security at any port or Mexican State border without my permission.  Plus INTERPOL will happily pick up any ‘escaped’ slave for the automatic reward simply by searching for their RFID.  Without permission each time she travels, she can’t do much more than drive between the resort and her new villa.”  Antonio paused at another realization.  “If she has to return periodically to Germany for her in-person meetings, she’ll have to hire an escort in order to travel since she’s a registered slave even when her collar is removed each time after her resort commitments.”

Antonio moved outside the room and pulled up his phone.  “Señor Hurtado, good afternoon, it is Antonio at the resort.   Yes, … yes, I’m very happy you were so satisfied with your long night with that wild and wanton Gringa cunt.  And, yes, … yes, I was happy to pay you the $25,000 cash for arranging for the excellent work on the slave identification for the Gringa and for arranging a new Mexican passport for my ex-Joy Girl.”

Antonio listened to more of the Mexican State’s Slave Commissioner’s praise about the ease with which he inducted powerful orgasms from Lori and then later from Hannah with his expert ministrations of fingers, mouth, and cock.  During a brief pause, Antonio skillfully interjected, “I have another Green Collar Gringa that I just signed up as a weekly Friday Night Joy Girl.  She’s a fine piece of ass and already takes cock in any hole like the best of my whores.   Her slave name is Venus.”

The Kennel Master grinned at the enthusiastic response from Señor Hurtado.  Yes, … of course, … Señor Hurtado, … as a special reward, I’ll give you a reduced rate for exclusive use.  That will be all night long at 25% off the normal rate.   Oh, … yes, … of course, … we’ll put you up in a suite with complementary bondage gear, your normal two doses of Viagra, and since she’s new to whoring, a couple lines of cocaine to keep the Gringa high and enthusiastic about taking your cock in all her holes.”

“She should be ready for you in a few hours when she is finished with her orientation.  Oh, yes, Señor, … I’m certain she will have no choice but to enjoy mind-blowing sex under your expert hands and cock.  It will be forever memorable as her debut as a whore.”  When he hung up, Antonio was well pleased.  “I didn’t lie about anything,” he thought happily.  “Tomorrow Venus will feel like a hung-over slut after an all-night orgy but it won’t technically be a gangbang.”

After he hung up, Antonio whispered, “Señor Hurtado, you are no longer a young man and shouldn’t take erectile disfunction meds so many days in a row.  You may feel like a horny goat, but I hope your heart is up to the strain of non-stop fucking for several days.”

**********

By midnight that night, Venus felt like her head had just exploded in fireworks as the Slave Commissioner hammered yet another orgasm out of her abused pussy.  The cocaine hits he’d forced her to snort kept her from remembering the specifics of what was going on as every sexually responsive nerve ending in her body shorted out over and over again with overwhelming orgasmic spasms.  All she knew for certain was that her entire body felt like it existed solely to please a cock.  Currently bound in strict bondage with her elbows tied to her knees and her wrists tied to her ankles, her two tightest cock sleeves were oriented vertically.   Jorge Hurtado was desperately pile driving his fat 8-inch cock vertically into her increasingly tighter cunt due to the swelling from hours of non-stop sexing.

“Eiiii!” she screeched out another orgasm.  Beyond howls triggered by orgasms and grunts from the brutal penetrations, Venus hadn’t said a single intelligible word during the previous two full hours.  Before that, her voice became hoarse from screaming phrases such as, “Fuck me you bastard!” and “Oh, fuck, yesss!” or “Harder, … harder, … fuck meeeee, … eiiii!”

At 7:00 the next morning, Jorge Hurtado staggered into the room’s shower, cleaned up, dressed, and left without a word to the comatose Joy Girl nakedly arrayed atop the rumpled bed in a most unladylike manner.  He met Antonio in one of the more casual resort restaurants for coffee and breakfast.  “Antonio,” he complained in mock seriousness, “it’s a good thing my dick was protected in a latex sheath.”  He grinned and added with a big grin, “Otherwise, it would have been rubbed down to nothing.” He shook his head in wonder.  “These last two putas have the tightest, most responsive cunts and asses I’ve ever experienced.  I simply must have this Venus again next Friday night.”

“Jorge,” Antonio replied in a serious tone, “I love you like a brother, but you have just tied up my two newest, freshest, Gringa cunts on your all-night fuck-a-thons.  I must keep Venus working at the full normal rate or management will be upset.  Sorry, but from now on, you’ll have to pay the normal rate of $150 a half hour unless you get the state to put yourself up in one of our three penthouse suites where we provide free pussy.”

Jorge Hurtado grinned back at Antonio.  “No, problem, amigo mio.  Last night was the best sex ever and I might just try to get the government to pay for the penthouse suite for a night or two.  I simply have to block out at least another 12-hour session with that bitch before she’s too jaded from the sex.  I’ll get back with you.”

The Kennel Master nodded back at the politically powerful Slave Commissioner.  “I’m pushing very focused, aggressive advertising for her Friday morning to Saturday morning sessions.  The problem is I promised her no more than five clients in each 24-hour block.”  He laughed and high-fived Jorge.  “Based on the way you leave our whores, Venus will claim she got abused and gang banged last night.”

“I think she will be very popular every Friday night,” Jorge said in all seriousness.  “With a hot bitch like that, convince the clients to pay you for a few doses of erectile disfunction meds and cocaine or ecstasy for the cunt.  I guarantee Venus will go home every Saturday morning bow-legged like she’d been in a gangbang.”

Antonio laughed.  He swung his cowboy hat over his head and announced, “Rode hard and put away wet!  That’s gonna be our puta Venus.”

**********

At 7:30 AM, the ringing of the room phone woke a very groggy Mrs. Julian Schmitt.  Groaning at her aching head and body, Julian crawled over to answer the phone.  “Mrs. Schmitt,” she whispered hoarsely into the handset.

“Who the fuck is that!” a shrill female voice screeched back in anger.  “Tell that puta Venus that she better get her lazy ass back down to the kennel!”

Julian focused her blurry vision to the alarm / radio by the bedside.  “No, it’s 7:30,” she protested, “I finished my shift half an hour ago.”

“Stupid bimbo whore puta!” the voice again blared forth from the handset.  “Resort Joy Girl Venus didn’t sign on shift until noon yesterday.  That’s 4 ½ hours more whore time before you finish your shift.  Shower and get your ass down to the kennel!  You have 5 minutes.  One penalty stroke per minute after that!”

Already seriously rethinking her decision to enslave her husband and make a deal with a slaver, Julian rolled out of bed and half crawled stiff and drunkenly to the shower.  When she dried off just a few minutes later, she shrieked in anger when she found no hygiene items and no clothing.  Then, she exploded again in anger when the exitvdoor refused to open for her.  Julian reluctantly called the Resort Kennel for help.  She almost cursed the woman out when told she had no movement privileges and needed an escort to move throughout the resort.

It was with absolute humiliation that Green Collared Slave Venus was led naked and by leash with her hands cuffed behind her back down the corridor to the service elevator behind a leering bellboy.  Her unruly hair and welts left by tight rope bondage indicated to several smirking guests passed in the hallway that she was a well-used slut.

“Whore!” a woman in expensive resort wear hissed to a female friend.  Behind them, their male partners leered openly at the naked woman.  “Did you see that?” one whispered to the other, “that bitch had the name Venus tattooed above her hairless cunt.”

“Oh yeah,” his friend whispered back, “nice wobbly tits and a tight ass to die for.  I plan on booking some quality time with it while our girls head out shopping in a few minutes.”

“I want a piece of that action,” his friend hissed back eagerly.  The pair looked ahead to the undulating cottage cheese asses of their overweight spouses, looked at each other, and whispered in unison, “Oh, fuck yeah!”

“She’s got more than one cock pleasing hole,” one whispered and looked to his friend for approval.


44.  Trouble in Paradise

Mistress Marli Rhodes smoothly spun her prized soft top Jeep off the rough gravel main island road and onto the pristine asphalt drive of the estate.  The 23-year-old brunette ignored the first exit off the paved estate drive marked ‘Caretaker Cottage’ and continued straight to enter a circular drive fronting the main house.  After knocking, she waited an inexcusably long period of time for a servant to answer the door.  Impatient, she tapped her foot waiting; she was a Board Certified Slave Mistress that arrived at a pre-determined time with an appointment for a meeting with the estate owner.  “Slave Mistress’ are not known for patience with idiots,” she muttered crossly.

Finally the door opened and a flustered blonde woman answered the door.  “Miss. Lori Neville?” Marli asked as the woman appeared to have been interrupted doing some vigorous task.  After no immediate response, she quickly added, “The Mistress of the house called the Dutch Caribbean Region Slave Commissioner.  His office set up an appointment.  I’m Mistress Marli, Mistress Neville wanted someone to discuss her slave, a new addition I understand.”

“Ahhh, yes,” Esmeralda posing as Lori answered, “I’m so sorry.  Yes, I’m Lori Neville. I got carried away playing with my sweet little bitch.”

Bemused at the slave owner’s flustered and uncertain tone, Mistress Marli responded in a sterner voice than she normally used.  During her Slave Mistress studies, she’d been taught how to project a command voice with slaves and with flustered clients.  “Let’s go inside, sit down, and discuss your needs,” she asserted in a no nonsense voice.

At Mistress Marli’s impatient tone, Esmeralda looked down and nodded in a very differential manner.  “Yes!  Yes, of course.  As you say, Mistress,” she stammered softly.

A bit mystified and intrigued at the free woman’s subservient tone and automatically calling her simply Mistress as would a slave, Marli swept past her client and immediately noticed both a large great room and a sunroom.  “I’ll have black coffee in the sunroom Miss. Neville,” she commanded imperiously.  “Join me there!”

Out of the corner of her eye, Marli watched the black-haired woman practically scamper toward what Marli supposed was the kitchen.  She sat down and waited.  Almost 10 minutes later, the woman who identified herself as Lori Neville quickly wheeled in a cart and served coffee and sweets to Marli.

“So, Miss. Lori,” Marli observed after taking a sip of her delicious black coffee, “you’ve previously had some training as wait staff in a household or restaurant?”

Esmeralda shot upright from her seat in the overstuffed chair facing her and flushed with embarrassment.  “Uh, … while I was at university I earned a bit of spending money doing part-time waitress work at a restaurant,” she lied.

“Ah,” Marli responded, “that makes sense.  The coffee is delicious, thanks.”  She took another sip and after Lori’s smile acknowledging her compliment got down to business.  “The Slave Commissioner advised me you had some questions about potentially freeing one of your slaves and also that you had an interest in training that slave while any potential manumission process is ongoing.  You wanted to explore retaining a licensed Slave Mistress knowledgeable with local laws to do both those tasks.  Do I have that correct?”

“Yes,” Esmeralda answered with a bit more confidence.  “Esmeralda, that’s my slave, has provided amazing service in the short while since I purchased her from a fashionable resort in Mexico.  I’ll admit I’m strongly attracted to her and in a moment of weakness I promised to look into freeing her after we get settled here in Bonaire.”  She looked for a response and then hastened to add, “Don’t get me wrong, “Esmeralda is by no means a pampered slave and I’m really not convinced that I’ll actually follow through with her freedom.”

“Of course,” Mistress Marli interjected.  “A promise hardly matters when made to livestock.”

The comment brought a smile to Esmeralda’s face.  “Yes.  While she’s been a pleasure to own, she’s still new to the collar and doesn’t have quite the cultured and graceful demeanor I would like her to have before I invite guests into my new home.”  After a pause, she added softly, “Also, I’ll admit to not having experience owning a slave since I’m originally American.”

Marli nodded appropriately as Miss. Lori explained what she wanted accomplished and about her inexperience with slaves.  “Of course, you realize that if she’s freed, all her rights will be returned?  That includes the right to leave you.”

“Oh, of course,” Miss. Lori answered back quickly.  “I just don’t think that will happen though.  We’re both quite stricken with each other the way things are right now.”

Marli frowned slightly.  “Miss., please keep in mind that a properly trained slave exists solely to bring pleasure to its owner.”  She cocked her head slightly and smiled, “Some might mistakenly call that well-trained mannerism love.”  She shook her head and changed back to a more business-like tone.  “Well, to get back on track with your wishes, If you’ll provide me with her bill of sale, slave registration paperwork, identification documents, and import paperwork.  I’ll photograph them and sit down to review everything before I inspect your slave, Esmeralda.”

A few minutes later, blonde Miss. Lori Neville brought in the black-haired slave she identified as Esmeralda.  Marli immediately noticed the ball gag and head harness and the tiny brass padlocks that secured it in place.  Otherwise, the black-haired slave was totally naked save for her Black Slave Collar.

“I’ll take her outside in the sun by the pool gazebo to better inspect her, your documentation, and to make some calls to the Dutch Caribbean Region Slave Commissioner’s office to discuss your best way ahead.” Marli announced in a no nonsense tone.

She noted that Miss. Neville was a bit nervous about letting her slave get out of sight.

“Wait!” Esmeralda suddenly asked in confusion, “How did you know about the pool and gazebo?”

“Well,” Marli explained easily with a smile, “your caretakers are my aunt and uncle.  They have lifetime rights to the Caretaker’s Cottage based on their long service to the previous owners.  I’ve been on the property many times and knew the previous owners quite well.”

“Ah, yes, of course, I’ve met your parents and they do great work,” Esmeralda answered.

Mistress Marli took slave Esmeralda’s leash in hand and confidently led her out the back of the main house, down a stone path, and under the gazebo adjacent to the pool.  “So, Esmeralda,” she began as she scrutinized the naked woman’s body and demeanor, “I want you to turn in a very slow circle with your arms loosely hanging by your sides.”

Marli used her cell phone to photographically document a number of things about the slave.  Her trained eye quickly categorized the expertly done tattoo logo from a Mexican resort, her slave name on her pubic mound, a set of Mexican Slave Registration Numbers, slave logos from Cuba and the Dutch Antilles, and fresh bruises on the slave’s buttocks and back.  “Present!” she commanded and was pleased that the slave immediately dropped down and accomplished a fairly graceful and accurate transition to the slave position ‘Present’.  “Stay!” she added in her command voice and then retreated to a table and chair to review the paperwork.

Her critical eye quickly compared the slave description in both the ownership papers and the Mexican Enslavement Papers.  “Everything's a good match,” she thought.  “Registration numbers from all three countries match and all the body descriptions match.  She took an RFID scanner from her bag, aimed it at the slave’s body, and compared the readings to the paperwork.  Marli nodded in satisfaction.  She picked up her phone and called her friend Sylvia Landers, the assistant to the Dutch Caribbean Region Slave Commissioner.

“Sylvia, it’s Marli.  Thanks so much for the referral; its my first paying client since getting my Certificate last week.  Of course, I told Miss. Neville that the Slave Commissioner himself recommended me.”  She paused while Sylvia responded.  “Anyway, Sylvia, the reason I called is to have you verify the slave’s entries in three National Slave Databases; Mexico, Cuba, and our own National Slave Database.  You should have access rights to the databases as the representative for a Slave Commissioner.”

“Yes, of course, I’ll text you the slave name, National Slave Registration Numbers, RFID code, etc.  The priority is to confirm the data first in the Mexican system and then try Cuba and our Dutch database.”

After a moment, Marli added a comment to her friend, “While you’re checking those databases for accuracy, I’ll start filling out the ‘Application By an Owner for Manumission of a Dutch Slave’.”

From the corner of her eye, Mistress Marli noticed slave Esmeralda fidgeting in place.  “Bitch!” she commanded sternly.  “Keep in mind that as of now I’m your Slave Training Mistress and I have plenty of things in my satchel to properly motivate my cunts to pay full attention to their Mistress.”  Rather than order her to resume the position of ‘Present!’ she instead ordered, “Slave Esmeralda kneel with your face on the concrete and point your skanky cunt toward me!  I want to see both hands playing in your cock cavern.  And, no, you don’t have permission to cum.  That will result in a severe whipping.”

Lori gulped at the commands and turned around obediently.  Flushing in humiliation, she brought both hands back between her legs to find her cunt.  The move left her chin on the rough concrete heavily supporting too much of her weight which was split between her knees and face.  Grunting, she prevailed and stuck one set of her fingers deep into her quickly lubricating pussy over the other set of fingers which were already caressing her clit and labia.  In that new position, she was facing the main house.  Angrily, she quickly shot her eyes toward the main house to give Esmerelda the evil eye where she watched from the back patio.  She sighed as her owner didn’t acknowledge her glare.  She flushed deeper in humiliation at the wet, squishing sounds made by her fingers delving into her pussy.

Meanwhile, Mistress Marli decided to wait a bit on filling out the manumission paperwork.  Instead, she opened her laptop, tied into her cellular network, and idly began searches for ‘Esmeralda’, ‘Mexico’, and the resort name, ‘Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort’.”  She immediately got a large number of hits going back almost two years.  Marli clicked on the first hit which led to a social media post just the week before.  Like most countries with Judicial Enslavement Acts, Black Collared Mexican slaves had no expectation of privacy and so the photos showed the face and body of the slave in great detail.

“Hmmm, this social media post certainly extolled the virtues of the tight, sexually hot new slave.”  She laughed at the absurdity of resorts and slave kennels telling clients they had hot, naive bitches freshly new to slavery.  “Good marketing technique,” she muttered approvingly as she reviewed the high resolution images that showed slave Esmeralda in action.  “Clearly that’s the right slave,” she observed going through a few of the client’s images.

She worked her way back through a couple more social media entries.  “It looks good,” she thought.  Just to be through, she clicked on a resort link to a listing of slaves available to reserve for private services.  “Yep,” she thought with satisfaction when the resort website showed full facial shots of the black-haired wench kneeling before her.  She confirmed Esmeralda’s registration numbers and the entry indicating that she was no longer available for use at the resort.

On a whim, she went back to the oldest social media hit on the search.  When she clicked it, Marli frowned at the close up image of the Latina slave eagerly sucking a client’s cock with her plump lips wrapped tightly around the piece of fuckmeat.  “It doesn’t look like the exact same slave.” she thought in confusion.  “Similar, … but maybe not the same person.  It is possible that previous slaves had used the name Esmeralda.  The resort could be recycling names of popular slaves.”  She went back to that first most recent posting in the search and clicked through the remainder of that person’s images of the slave.  Marli paused at a perfect shot of the slave’s ass while she was getting reamed from the rear in a doggie position.  “That Esmeralda slave has two tattoos on her right rump; the Mexican resort logo and another one, … the NLEC, … that’s an American slaving operation.  What the fuck?”

The phone rang.  “Yeah, Sylvia?” Marli answered. 

“Hey, girl, you’re in luck.  All three databases have the identical data perfectly matching your bimbo.  I’ll sent you the Mexican National Database face shot of Esmeralda.  Looks like you are cleared to go for either taking the slut on for training or filling out and filing the Application By an Owner for Manumission of a Dutch Slave.”

“Great!  Sylvia, do that!” Marli answered in a distracted tone.  “Look girlfriend, … after you do that, I have another even more critical check for you to do.  Get permission to enter the American NLEC slave database from their webmaster and look up the new set of Slave Registration Numbers I’m going to send you.  Do whatever you have to in order to find that slave’s redacted file; even if you have to browse through the all the types of slave cunt in their system.  My hope is the database will show cunt previously available in case a client wants to submit a bid to encourage NLEC to make the slave available again or to coerce a Green Collar slave to self enslave again.”

“Yes, yes, I know that America won’t show full face shots of Green Collar slaves because they’ll be masked for privacy.  But, give it a shot and get back soonest.”

Mistress Marli sat impatiently waiting for Sylvia to work her magic.  She glanced toward the main house and wondered about Miss. Neville’s quick response serving her coffee and her oddly subservient, almost submissive, body language.  “Is that blonde hair natural or a dye job.  It looks real but she certainly has a darker skin tone than you usually see on blondes.”

Finally, the phone rang.

“Holy shit!” Sylvia Landers nearly shouted into the phone.  “What the fuck kind of situation are you in?  Girl, you better be sure you’re safe cause something’s very rotten and stinky in Denmark!”

Marli quickly glanced about in an automatic self-defense response.  There was nobody in sight and everything appeared normal.  “Whoa!” she chastised her friend.  “Slow down, Sylvia.  Tell me what you found.”

“Okay.  It took a few minutes to find the NLEC manager or whatever her title is.  When I gave her the name Lori Neville, she immediately gave me access to their database.  But, get this, … right away she told me that Lori has disappeared after being judicially enslaved for three weeks due to a contempt of court charge.  She served her time and then vanished.  Soon afterwards, she logged into the principal owner’s bank and apparently stole a significant amount of money.  And, because the judge that gave her the three week sentence was so angry at her behavior, he had her permanently tattooed with the NLEC logo, that same Slave Registration Number you sent me, and her slave name.  But, her slave name isn’t Esmeralda, … it’s Luscious and it’s tattooed permanently above her cunt.  Then she sent me pictures of the free woman, the blonde, … Lori Neville that is.  I’ve also sent you a couple of images of slave Luscious in action taken from their files of previously available cunt.”

Marli pulled up the information just emailed to her on her laptop while talking with Sylvia.  She carefully went through the images.  In one, taken at a charity event of some kind, the slave was standing as a free woman next to a lady identified as Mrs. Mariana Powers, a divorced millionaire philanthropist according to the caption.   “This Lori has a dark mole or birthmark just under her left ear.” Marli noticed.

Stunned, she got up quickly and knelt down beside the slave vigorously frigging herself.  “Freeze!” she commanded.  Then, Marli carefully shifted the woman’s black hair off her ear.  There was the same identifying mark, a small mole below her left ear.  “Holy shit!” she thought inwardly.  Quickly and quietly, she photographed the mole close up and with a view of the slave’s face.  Then, she looked at the roots of the black hair and saw a sliver of much lighter hair just beginning to emerge from her scalp.  “Crap!” she hissed.

Marli stood up and moved to the slave’s rear.  “Lori!  Present!” she nearly shouted.

The slave immediately rotated back on her knees and settled her ass down on her ankles.  Marli grinned as the slave placed her hands palm up under her impressive breasts and raised them slightly.  “Good, bitch!” Marli softly praised the slave she now knew was actually Lori Neville and the woman in the house was obviously Esmeralda, a Hispanic slave previously owned and whored to guests by the Mexican resort.  “Holy shit!” she told herself again.

Marli walked away from the slave after ordering her to continue pleasuring herself.  Looking back at the well-conditioned slut eagerly frigging herself, she dialed her friend.  “Sylvia, you’re a jewel and I owe you big time.  As you thought, we’ve exposed something truly rotten and very likely horribly illegal.  I’ve got access to the slave identified as Esmeralda for a few hours.  I’m going to get permission from her purported owner to move her around the property to put her through her paces.  While I’m doing that, I need you to pass on the text I’m going to send you in a few minutes to get Commissioner Steele to issue me a ‘Writ of Intervention and Interrogation’ for the slave identified as Esmeralda.  She’s possibly a material witness to a felony enslavement.  I might have to get violent but will record everything for review by Commissioner Steele.  Have him standing by with a ‘Warrant of Arrest’ for the person calling herself Miss. Lori Neville.  Immigration should have a copy of her passport and entry data.  I’ll text you if my suspicions prove correct about the woman possibly converting a free woman to slavery in order to switch places.  If Commissioner Steele agrees, please arrange for an investigator to assist in gathering evidence.”

A quick call to the residence got Marli her permission from Miss. Neville to move slave Esmeralda around the property as long as she realized the gag had to stay in place and that Miss. Lori said she didn’t want to unlock the gag’s head harness because, “Esmeralda is being punished for talking back and still having too many mannerisms of a free woman.”

Once further out of sight of the main house and off a side path leading to the nearest boundary wall, Marli threw the slave leash over a tree branch and secured Esmeralda’s arms behind her back.  Marli faced the slave and said, “You poor bitch!  I know what’s going on and you’re going to explain everything to me.  If you’re a victim, then fine.  But, if you’re guilty of something you better fess up or I’ll fuck you up bad!”

“For starters, this is an introduction to my seriousness.”  Marli drew her riding crop back and unleashed a vicious swing of the crop’s leather popper savagely across both of the slave’s breasts.

Lori howled under the gag but it only came out as muffled shrieks.

Marli waited a few minutes for the slave to calm down and gather her thoughts after the twenty blows across her breasts.  Then, she used a pair of disrobing shears from her satchel to destroy and remove the locked head harness and ball gag.  “Speak!” she commanded simply while holding up her riding crop.


45.  Esmeralda’s Downfall

Esmeralda and Lori gasped for breath and the two women rigged in tight harnesses and Ponygirl attire fought to stay in lock-step unison as the hateful whip circled their heads and snapped with a frightening pop they could never adjust to.

“Bitches!” their tormentor cried, “Trot on, you useless conniving whores! Trot on!”

Lori quickly glanced aside at Esmeralda.  “She’s almost done for,” Lori told herself with more than a bit of satisfaction.  “Stupid cunt refused to let me go when my ‘voluntary’ enslavement in Mexico was finished!” She added bitterly to herself.  “Then she wouldn’t let me go once we got to the island.  She’s to blame for fucking up everything!”

After Lori foolishly offered Esmeralda her entire stolen nest-egg, money that would have freed them both and set them up for a comfortable life in the Caribbean, Esmeralda conspired with (bribed) the Resort Kennel Master to permanently switch their identities; a move that left Lori permanently enslaved as the Mexican resort slut and Esmeralda with brand new identity documents as a free woman thanks to the State’s Slave Commissioner’s help after he received Antonio’s bribe.

“Cunt,” Lori hissed aloud through her ring gag.

“Heyahh!” their driver shouted.  “Drive on bitches!”  After cracking the whip overhead once again, she adjusted the light pull on the reigns to guide her team to the right at the trail junction.  That path led the Two Ponygirl Surrey from the middle of the property to the right onto a run parallel to the long stone wall surrounding the property.  She expertly popped the whip twice more so that the supersonic tip surgically caressed each jiggling left rump once with a pop and left each Ponygirl with yet another red welt.

Recently certified Slave Mistress Marli expertly drove the team down the white crushed shell and coral pathway all the way to the beachfront wall, turned right along that wall, and then right again at the middle of the property to head back toward the main house and then the side path to the back entrance of the Caretaker’s Cottage.  She slowed the surrey and came to a stop behind the cottage.  Ahead, an older mixed race couple were loading a small two-wheel trailer behind a four-wheel drive off terrain vehicle with a canvas bag of tools.  Rakes, shovels, battery operated clippers, and more outdoor tools were already organized on the outside of the trailer.

“Whoa!” Marli commanded with a grin.  She saluted the couple.

The older man took off his straw hat and bowed slightly.  “Good morning, Mistress Marli,” his deep voice said with an island accent.

“Don’t you be given me that Mistress stuff, Uncle,” she snapped back.  “And, don’t you neither, Auntie,” she added in a quieter tone.

The caretaker couple grinned.  Her aunt gushed, “Honey, we’re so proud that you finished your training, all those practical and written tests, and passed your board exam the very first time to get your Mistress Certificate.”

Marli laughed happily.   “It’s been so much fun; I love it.”  Her face turned serious.  “Have you meet my first paying client?” she asked while pointing to the left-most Ponygirl, a blonde gasping for breath and drenched in sweat.

Her aunt laughed.  “How could I not have heard about the evil mystery you unraveled on your first day of work.  Everyone on the island knows about you.  You’re the most famous Slave Mistress in modern Bonaire history.”

While Marli and her aunt and uncle laughed at her unexpected fame, Esmeralda flushed red with humiliation and anger.  “Why did I bring someone in to better train Lori if I was considering freeing her?” she asked herself.  “Why did I consider freeing her.  That’s how everything fell apart.”  She glared at Mistress Marli who ignored the angry slave.

Moments later, back on a gravel pathway weaving through gentle turns between the amazingly lush tropical landscape, Lori and Esmeralda once again began to gasp for breath at the blistering pace their tormentor was forcing them to maintain on this most curving section of pathway.  Marli grinned at the exhilaration of driving a pair of mostly naked spoiled cunts through the tropical paradise.  She unleashed another painful pop on each now welt-covered left ass and commanded, “Faster!  You useless whores and bitches, … faster!”

Esmeralda abruptly lunged forward and vomit seemed to spew endlessly from her mouth.  The move dragged Lori down to the ground and they rolled in a jumble of sweaty arms, legs, torsos, and leather harness.  Marli yanked hard on the brake to keep from running over her crashed team of Ponygirls.

Lori screamed as Mistress Marli Rhodes, their court-appointed Slave Overseer began whipping the two women mercilessly with the short riding crop that had been tucked in her belt. “Stupid, lazy cunts!” she yelled angrily.  “Whoring bitches!”

**********

One week earlier, late on the very day newly certified Mistress Marli Rhodes was hired by Miss. Lori Neville, she held a meeting at the estate.  Regional Dutch Slave Commissioner Rudi Steele, Slave Commissioner Assistant Sylvia Landers, a Senior Investigator from the Attorney General’s Office for Curaçao, St. Maarten, Bonaire, St. Eustatius and Saba, and two officers from the KPCN (Korps Politie Caribisch Nederland)  or KPCN) attended the meeting.   The two KPCN officers arrived first and briefly met Mistress Marli in front of the main house.

“I’m Mistress Marli Rhodes and Commissioner Steele informed me that you were enroute,” she started her introduction as she handed over her credentials to the two very alert KPCN officers.  “The suspect has already been neutralized,” she added in a calm voice.  She nodded in acknowledgement of the Regional Dutch Slave Commissioner’s presence as he walked up behind the two KPCN officers.  “Commissioner Steele gave me authority to subdue her without warning pending the investigator’s initial finding and a formal detention.”

The officers nodded and moved quickly toward the entry to take charge of their prisoner.  Just inside the entry, the woman who identified herself as Miss. Lori Neville was on the floor fruitlessly struggling against the very professional quality leather-lined steel mesh cuffs Marli had locked on her wrists and ankles after tasing her from behind.  The cuffs on wrists and ankles were locked together by a short chain as well, leaving her in a relatively comfortable hogtie.  The two officers checked out her bondage and one grinned up at Mistress Marli.

“Nice, job, Mistress,” he offered.  “Properly cuffed with hands behind her back, safely ring-gagged, with a short hogtie chain connecting wrists to ankles, … a truly professional take down.”

“Yep,” the other officer said, “Thanks, … this eliminated all the risks from arresting a potentially very dangerous criminal.”

“Where do you want her?” the first officer asked.

“There’s a naked slave similarly bound on the back deck.  Leave that one there and put this one in the garden room over there,” Marli answered as she pointed toward the sunroom.

When everyone arrived, Mistress Marli got everyone seated on the back deck.

“I’m ready for you to tell me what’s going on,” the Senior Investigator said.  “Please start, Mistress Marli.”

Marli walked over to the slave she now knew was the real Miss. Lori Neville.  She reached down to the hogtied woman and raised her upright so that she was on her knees leaning back against the deck’s railing.  Marli kicked Lori’s legs apart.  She walked back to her chair and picked up an electronic cattle prod.

“This little piglet has already confessed and the interrogation was duly recorded,” Marli said as she pointed the prod toward Lori.  She triggered the prod and a blue electronic spark jumped across the electrodes of the probe with a snapping, popping sound.  She leaned down and unlatched the strap holding a black leather-wrapped ring gag in Lori’s mouth.  The cattle prod triggered again with a clatter.

“Start telling us your story from what happened in Mexico and how you ended up here.  Then, you’ll go back to the very beginning!” the Slave Mistress demanded.  “Leave nothing out!”

“Oh, god!” Lori whimpered and then stopped a moment to try and relax her strained jaw muscles.  At a wave of the prod, she started.  “Fuck,” she whispered.  “Alright, I went to Mexico to get revenge.  The man was a right royal bastard and his backstory can wait until we talk about the very beginning.”  She took a deep breath.  “I found out from his social media where he was staying in Mexico; at the Gran Espiritu del Mar Resort.  I made a reservation for the penthouse suite next door to his.”  She paused again and blushed.  “I’m gay and I guess I was careless when I started using a Resort Joy Girl named Esmeralda.  Since the penthouse suite came gratis with the use of a Joy Girl, I thought why not.  All the Joy Girls in Master Antonio’s control as the Resort Kennel Master, are well-trained sex slaves.  I’ve always been strongly anti-slavery, another story for later, but discovered a real thrill in dominating that sexy Latina.”

She looked around the room at the men and a woman who hadn’t identified themselves.  “I’m so fucked,” she told herself.  Lori looked down past her naked breasts, her shaved pussy, and to the floor between her widely spread legs.  Her shoulders ached from the backward pull of her arms to her cuffed ankles.

“I was ecstatic when I discovered that using a Resort Joy Girl came with a rolling cart full of bondage items, sexy lingerie, and spare slave-girl-style maid uniforms.”  Lori paused a moment to gather her thoughts.  “Well,” she continued with a look of sadness, “that’s when I fucked up.  I wore one of the spare maid’s uniforms every time I snuck into Sergei Kozlov’s suite.  Somehow, Esmeralda was able to tell that I folded the uniforms in some sort of wrong fashion each time I finished my reconnaissance of Sergei’s suite.” 

Lori reluctantly continued her story up to that very day.

“So, you set up Master Sergei Kozlov to lose his cock and balls as well as default on his bill to the resort?” Regional Dutch Slave Commissioner Rudi Steel asked in a stern voice.

Lori gulped and nodded.  “Yes,” she admitted.

The investigator from the Attorney General’s Office leaned forward and asked, “Master Kozlov did indeed lose his cock and balls.  You ran up some very serious felonies and Mexico wants you extradited.”  The investigator stopped to consider his approach.  He sighed.  “Later, Master Kozlov developed a serious infection and he was placed in a medically induced coma.  Once that coma appeared to be permanent and his life signs began to decline, his organs were harvested.  You not only attacked and seriously injured a free person, the charge is now murder.  Mexico intends to immediately torture you to death for that crime as soon as they get you extradited.”

Lori would have fainted except that she’d already guessed what her fate could be.

“Each state in Mexico has a State Slave Commissioner,” Rudi Steele the Dutch Regional Slave Commissioner added.  “We will hold a hearing in a week to determine what the fate of a possibly illegally enslaved woman and the ex-slave Esmeralda will be.  Señor Jorge Hurtado, the resort’s Mexican State Slave Commissioner, has insisted on attending.”

Lori whimpered.  She well remembered how skillfully Señor Hurtado had introduced her to life at the resort as a Joy Girl on an all-night assignment.  She shivered in remembrance of the horny goat fucking her nonstop all night long.

“Miss. Lori, … or slave Esmeralda, … we will resolve many issues next week,” Rudi Steele continued in a stern voice.  “The American Federal Livestock Commissioner, the NLEC’s leadership, legal team, and major investor will attend, along with an FBI Special Agent in Charge.  Yes indeed, next week will prove very interesting.”

Lori whimpered again.  “I’m so fucked,” she told herself.  “My needy pussy got me into this mess.”  Even facing a horrible end, Lori pictured herself dominating slave Esmeralda and her pussy clenched in response.  “I was such a slut,” she thought, “and she was such a backstabbing bitch.


46.  Developments in the Islands and More Humiliation

It was a Wednesday morning and Tye Schaefer walked unannounced into Angelica Crosby’s office.  “Angelica, they’ve found Lori down in the Dutch Antilles,” he blurted out with eagerness.  “I don’t know if she was trying to stay under our search radar, but she was impersonating a slave named Esmeralda.  One of the Dutch Slave Mistresses not only found Lori, but she also tracked down and recovered a good bit of the cash stolen from Mariana Powers and Sergei Kozlov.  We need to send a large delegation immediately to Bonaire to negotiate the return of our property.  I want you to make flight arrangements with the company Sergei used to travel to the US.  They know how to handle collared cargo.”

Angelica was surprised at the thought of Lori Neville, Widow Powers’ Deputy, hiding herself by masquerading as a slave.  Then, she bristled at the thought of doing secretarial-level work for the slaver.   “So, I’m Angelica when you need my legal expertise and Precious, Bunni, or Violet when you want me to do menial shit or to fuck me?” Angelica asked with heat in her voice.  “Since you haven’t taken off my Black Slave Collar, I suggest you ask my boss Tiffany, in her the new position as Chief of Staff, to make travel arrangements.”

Tye smirked at Angelica.  “Don’t think you can piss me off enough to paddle your ass again, missy.  You aways orgasm best when you’re whimpering from a light punishment and then claimed roughly by my cock.”  He laughed.  “I think you really like being helpless and forced into sex, … that’s certainly how you become the most responsive, … a proper little sexy fuck bunny.”

Angelica flushed red with embarrassment at that accurate observation and held back any more biting remarks that she might later regret.   Her pussy spasmed at the thought of her last session in his VIP suite when he so skillfully used his cock and dominate personality to devastate her with overwhelming orgasms.  “He’s dangerous.  He’s making me his sex slave, … he’s a sex god!” she told herself with fear even as her aching breasts, stiff nipples, and pussy lube drooling from her vagina betrayed her supposed aversion to being sexually used as a slave.  “He’s just the type man my crazy mom warned me about.   She let a man sweet talk her into his bed, got her pregnant, and abandoned her at sixteen.”  She understood the irony that her mother probably molded her into a similar naive and vulnerable adult with little sexual experience until her law firm sent her to work at the NLEC.  “That bitch!” she hissed.

She shook her head to get back into the moment and grimaced at his look of superiority.  “It’s not all about sex,” she reminded herself.  She brought herself back to focus on pressing NLEC legal business.  “Tye, what are you going to do with Mrs. Schaefer?  I’ve been trying to legally justify in our documentation how she’s been handled.  Doreen’s been collared and in the general use slave pool for several days now.  She’s getting a lot of use but members are asking why a Black Collar slut like her continues to wear a mask.  They claim she’d generate far more revenue if her face was on the NLEC Slut Webpage or if they could observe her facial expressions while she’s being used.  A large number of clients also want to lift the current restrictions on harsh usage.”

The black lawyer that replaced Sergei and Angelica as the head of NLEC sighed in frustration.  “The dye from using that cocaine and animal tranquilizer will be prominent in her nose for a couple more weeks.  She probably breathed in at least 25 doses over the three days while she was under Tiger’s control.  Keep in mind that even though he forced her to submit as his drugged and collared slut, … we have a lot of video where she’s whorishly begging for more of his cock.  I’ve signed your memorandum explaining all that for our file.  If she wants, … after the collar is removed, … then, … she can contest my decision.”

“Tye, I’m not completely happy about you inserting that edited video clip into her file.  You know, … the one where Tiger convinced Doreen to use the inhaler herself,” Angelica responded, “It makes her look like she initiated the drug use beyond just voluntarily agreeing to be his collared slut.  We have plenty of video where he forcibly used the drugs on her as well as on that ex-coach, Rachel.”

“Angelica,” Tye sternly answered with a smirk, “at the moment I don’t have a wife.  The bitch you’ve just mentioned has been named Black Bimbo.  For now, she’s pretty popular with our members making her our number one money maker.  Further, there is no ex-coach Rachel here in our inventory.  Along with Black Bimbo there is a blonde with big tits named Blonde Bimbo Zero, … or more commonly referred to as simply Blonde Bimbo now that the other cheerleaders have returned to free status.  They are our number one and number two cash earners.  You are simply too soft with what is normal slaver business practices to ‘aggressively recruit stock’ and to keep NLEC profitable.”

“Well,” Angelica shot back, “in case you didn’t notice, my attitude is probably because I’ve been NLEC ‘stock’ myself far too often.”  She paused and added with some heat, “In Black Bimbo’s case, I’m not really sure we could survive federal scrutiny about following the ‘legal incentives for self-enslavement’ covered in Amended Protocol II!” 

Tye laughed at the angry lawyer.  “Your job is to make sure our records flawlessly confirm to legal restrictions on slave conversions.”  Then he taunted Angelica with, “Perhaps you end up wearing a collar so often because you’re a slow learner.” He paused and grinned with a hungry look. “This morning, my little white fucktoy, Amber, begged me to bring you to our suite tonight for another fuck-a-thon session.”

Angelica’s face blanched.  “I, … I have a lot of work to catch up on.”

He laughed.  “My horny white bitch wants to keep practicing what she thinks is her dominate side.  The slut wants you under her total control while I fuck you into bimboland.  Those were her words, … bimboland.  She really thinks your brain short circuits when I feed you my cock and she wants to document your progression into bimboland in high quality video.”  Tye walked away laughing.  “See you tonight, my big-titted blonde bimbo!” he yelled over his shoulder.

Angelica shuddered at the command to surrender again to his total control.  “Video proof I’m such a round-heeled slut when it comes to a big cock?  Oh, shit!  I do like a fat cock, … black or white!  But is wearing a collar worth getting fucked into dreamland?”  She intentionally failed to address the issue of  a well-educated lawyer entering bimboland.” 

Tye left the room thinking that he shouldn’t tell Angelica that several of his wife’s ‘overnight clients’ had paid extra and received approval to play more harshly with the black bitch.  Further, he also gave them permission to purchase and use the aerosol spray drug to keep her energy levels at the manic level for the best possible sex.  The use of the drug was especially popular during the frequent gangbang sessions being scheduled with the Black Bimbo where multiple white men were eager to dominate the busty black woman that was so responsive to cock.  “It might be awhile before that dye wears off at this rate,” he muttered softly with a chuckle.  “White men drawn to fucking black cunt is just as profitable as black men getting addicted to mastering white bitches, … especially blonde bimbos with big tits, … a win, win deal either way for our pocketbook.”  The image of Angelica kneeling before his own black cock brought his trouser snake to full erection under his loose black silk slacks.

An hour later, after she made necessary travel arrangements and contacted the people who were to travel with them, Angelica was howling out in pain as Irina Pavlova caned her bare ass for her tone of insubordination to the CEO, Master Black. “You continue to resist showing proper deference and respect at all times,” Irina hissed as the cane whistled through the air to strike high across the back of Angelica’s thighs, just under the swell of her ass. “Just a month in my Arizona facility would program proper behavior.  Of course,” she added sternly, “maybe then you not suitable to be lawyer any more.”

Like any slave being physically broken to proper submissive behavior, Angelica the lawyer vowed to behave enough as a submissive sex toy to stay away from the evil Russian Mistress’ clutches.  “Eiiii!” she howled at the cane made another wet-sounding smack just under the crease of her ass.

**********

Early the next morning, a Thursday, 18-year-old Tiffany loosely held three sets of leashes as she boarded the access stairs to their leased aircraft.  Angelica, Ginger and Mariana meekly followed the redhead.  Irina had just given the three Black Collar slaves a ‘pep talk’ and none of them wanted to trigger any of the dire punishments she threatened them with for violating her rules while traveling or in Bonaire.  “Mr. Vincenzo will be in charge of any punishments needed during your travels,” she had reminded them.  “I stay here, Vinny got instructions to tame bitches if necessary, … harsh punishments they will be.”

The three women wore a new slave uniform designed by Tiffany for use when NLEC slaves were exposed to the public while acting in their NLEC staff roles.  It was a drab gray, knee-length dress that was tailored tight enough in the right places to show off their round asses, slim waists, and protruding breasts.  Every NLEC slave achieved the best possible figure as a result of a controlled diet and forced exercise.  A rather demure plunging neckline in front failed to show off more than the inner swell of their breasts which were clearly braless as demonstrated by the bobbling movements under the dresses when they moved.  None of the women wore panties and their shoes were a practical low-heeled sandal.  All three had their hair braided into a single ponytail.  No free woman would ever consider wearing such drab and ugly clothing.

The brunette Senior Flight Attendant that greeted them as they boarded was Annette Vance, the same woman that worked Sergei’s original flight to the United States.  On the phone she had discussed with Angelica that their charter company had added new, more restrictive rules for transporting slaves to and from the United States.  “The FAA now demands that unless slaves are caged in the pressurized cargo hold in United Nations approved kennels, they must be cuffed, chained, and supervised whenever they are in the main cabin.”  As a result, when the three women followed Tiffany aboard the aircraft, they each had a snug waist chain clipped to locked wrist cuffs and a short hobble chain between their ankle cuffs.  None of the three embarrassed women wore gags.  Their wrist cuffs included a snug leather bag that tightly encased their clenched fists.  The women had no use of their fingers and could be easily controlled.

Tiffany led the three to the rear of the cabin, directed each into a seat, and carefully secured their special seatbelts.  Once latched, only a special key would release the four-point harness belly and shoulder seat belts. 

The direct flight from Baltimore to Bonaire was much more ordinary than the one Angel and Star had described to Angelica.  The only unusual thing she noticed at first was that Annette’s blonde assistant, Tracy, seemed especially submissive to Annette and while their uniforms matched with colorful blue and white neck scarves, a military style starched white blouse with shoulder epaulettes, tight black skirts, and comfortable black low-heeled shoes, the hem of Tracy Ross’ skirt was noticeably inches higher than her supervisor’s and higher than the halfway point between Tracy’s knees and her crotch.  It was clearly mimicking a 1960s mini skirt and was not appropriate for normal wear by a professional flight attendant.  Also, Tracy wore a heavy chromed steel collar that proclaimed her status as a non-slave, voluntarily owned submissive.

When Tracy knelt down in front of Angelica to let her sip water through a straw, the scarf slipped aside and Angelica saw most of the attendant’s braless breasts exposed and the clear outline of nipple rings under the thin material of the shirt.  “You must be Kisses?” Angelica softly asked the blonde when she had enough water.  She saw the familiar blush of embarrassment and humiliation exhibited by a free woman when publicly reminded of her role as a slave, legally real or not.  “Are you a willing submissive and slave to Annette?” she asked pointedly.

Tracy hesitated and nodded.   “Mostly.  She caught me being a slut on that flight when Master Sergei Kozlov’s stud Tiger used me like one of their slaves.  Master Kozlov gave her videos and still pictures of everything that happened on the plane.  Since we’re roommates, … it has been easy for her to kinda take over my life.”

Angelica raised her eyebrows.

“Yes!” Blonde Tracy admitted with a hiss.  “Mostly, I like being a bit of a slut under her control.  She lets my boyfriend take me out on dates once a week or so and afterwards we can fuck but only in our apartment living room, … under her conditions that my boyfriend happily agreed to.”  She paused and then blushed, “She made a webcam site and she films me naked in the apartment, around the neighborhood, and having sex, … even in all kinds of bondage.  She also films my weekly penalties for any infractions.  It’s all on the website and she gets a lot of revenue from paid subscribers.  So, yes, I service my Mistress, … Mistress Annette.”

Angelica nodded and responded, “So, do you enjoy being under her power and control.”

“Hmmph, … strange question since apparently you also have a strong submissive streak,” Tracy responded with a smirk.  “I can’t understand how a smart lawyer like yourself ended up wearing a very real Black Slave Collar.  It must be true what they say about big tits and natural blonde hair.  You’re no better than me, … a stupid slut with my bimbo brain tucked away between my legs.”  Kisses smirked at the lawyer, stood up, and moved forward in the cabin.  The blonde’s ass twitched alluringly as she walked with purpose up to the small forward galley area, opened a drawer, and then walked quickly back to the three NLEC women wearing the Black Collars.  Tracy grabbed Angelica’s head and pushed it back against the headrest.  With quick movements, she used a sharp-tipped permanent marker to write ‘slut’ in three-quarter-inch letters under her left eye.  Stepping back to critically view her artwork, she nodded and then did the same to Ginger and Mariana.  “Lets see what people think of you three Black Collar sluts!”  Laughing, she practically skipped forward in the cabin to resume her duties.

A few minutes minutes later, Tye brought Tracy stumbling after him with a firm grip on her ear.  Angelica initially focused on her red flushed face and then she gasped at the sight of the black lettering under her eyes.  Someone had lettered ‘slut’ under her left eye and ‘whore’ under her right eye.

Angelica watched Tye practically throw Tracy into the restroom.  Long minutes of shrieks, thumps, groans, and gasps were audible through the flimsy door.  Angelica, Ginger, and Mariana exchanged knowing looks.

“Bastard is laying some seriously rigid black pipe in that blonde bitch’s tight cunt,” Mariana whispered.

Angelica glared at the ex-high-society woman at the remark about ‘blonde bitch’s’ and muttered, “Enough with the blonde comments.”

At that very moment, the completely naked flight attendant was howling in orgasm as she rode atop the black cock spiked into her cunt and holding up her entire body weight.  Her arms were wrapped tightly around his neck and her legs were wrapped around his waist as she desperately held on during the wild ride.  She was empaled on the huge cock as she was bounced up and down it’s length.  Each downward lunge crushed his pubic bone against her sensitive clit sending electric tingles throughout her belly. Her breasts also jiggled up and down with each forceful thrust of his hips stimulating both her meaty breasts and her aching nipples.  Her back scraped against the tiny restroom’s wall with each thrust of her rapist’s hips.  The muscular man easily held her body as he stood upright and vigorously fucked her against the wall.

“Eiiii!” she screeched as her cunt spasmed in a massive orgasm that seemed never-ending as she felt Sergei’s cock finally pulse in orgasm.  Despite cumming, he continued to rape her body up and down on his cock which kept up its rigidity.  Tracy simply passed out as the orgasm became too much to endure.

When the blonde flight attendant’s dazed mind began to process again, she found herself with her knees on the toilet seat and her body folded forward with her head trapped between her knees and the wall behind the toilet.  The position pointed her ass directly upward at the restroom door where Tye stood fisting his still erect cock.  He slotted the head against her slimy sex that was dribbling out male and female juices.  He pushed into the still tight opening with a long, drawn-out grunt of pleasure.  With Tye’s hands controlling the bitch’s hips and her head and torso trapped, he began to pleasure himself with her tight, slimy cock sleeve. 

“Unghh!” Tracy grunted softly as she was used again.  “Trapped!” she told herself.  “Oh, … fuck!” she muttered.  “The bastard is doing it again.”  The squelching sounds and then an embarrassing fart of escaped air from her too sloppy sex brought another wave of humiliation.  “He’ll make me cum again,” she thought with astonishment.

Later, after a few minutes of silence, a protest of “No!  Not there!  Bastard!  I don’t do that!” followed by a loud howl of pain brought looks of dismay to all three of their faces.  Angelica whimpered at the thought of Tye’s massive black bludgeon of a prick ramming its way into an unprepared ass. 

“If he already came at least once in her cunt,” Ginger whispered, “he’s good for at least 30 minutes with a second or third hard-on.  That ass will never be virgin-tight again!”

Confirming Ginger’s prediction, Tye stepped out of the restroom almost exactly 30 minutes later.  He tossed a handful of feminine clothing over the nearest seat back.  Then, grinning at Angelica, he casually reached over and grabbed her head. 

Angelica blanched in anger as her face was drawn toward Tye’s now limp and slimy trouser monster.  “You must be kidding,” she whispered before he rubbed the musky mess on her face.

“You know what to do,” Tye hissed back quietly.   “Mistress Pavlova might not be here to bring down on you her usual punishments for surly slavegirls; but, Vinny is here.  I know for a fact that he’d love an unrestrained opportunity to have punishment rights to break educated and uppity high-class bitches like you and Mariana.  He brought along an old-time barber’s heavy razor stropping leather that he hopes to use on some unruly cunts.”

Angelica had seen the thick leather strap hanging in Vinny’s security office.  She shuddered at the thought of the damage and pain it could cause.  Knowing that she had no choice, she opened her mouth and licked along the black glistening shaft.  Again, she shuddered at the thought of what the ex-special forces security specialist would do to her.  “He’s bragged openly about his escapades sexually abusing what he calls the ‘tight little fucking machines’ that he found in various whore houses.  Black, brown, or white, he’s proud of all the unwilling pussy, ass, and mouth he paid for in Africa, the Far East, and Eastern Europe.”

She ignored the musky taste of the flight attendant’s pussy juices and the familiar tangy taste of her Black Master’s jism and dutifully licked, slurped, and sucked the semi-turgid organ.  She pretended that the whore’s ass was clean from being given an enema after waking that morning and that her tightest cock sleeve had left no stinky residue on the thick cock.  Even though Angelica was unable to use her hands for the distasteful task, she nonetheless took pride in making Tye’s cock swell and expand to it’s full state of erectness.

Above her, the 36-year-old black lawyer grinned and decided to return for another round plunging his cock in the formerly naive blonde flight attendant’s now well-broken-in pleasure holes.

“Duty calls,” he whispered into Angelica’s ear while fisting his now fully erect cock.  “Another blonde bimbo bitch hot for an owner’s collar needs more black cock.” He turned back to the restroom door.

Angelica hissed again in anger at the repeated assumption that blondes were sluttier and easier conquests that other women.  “Bastard!” she growled.

“By the gods,” Tracy whimpered loud enough for Angelica to hear through the open door.  “How can you want more sex?  You’ve pumped three loads into me already!”

The door slammed shut and Angelica once again listened to the thumps, grunts, and moans of both pain and pleasure before Tye once again passed through the restroom door.  This time he silently tucked his shirt into his pants, zipped up, and gathered up Tracy’s white blouse,  skirt, and underwear that he’d thrown on the seat by Angelica.  Without a word to the three spellbound slaves buckled in by the restroom, he headed up to the front of the aircraft.

Moments later, a very disheveled and naked Tracy hesitantly stepped out onto the aisle.  Her face was brilliant red with embarrassment and her big breasts were blotchy from being roughly manhandled.  Her hair was matted and disheveled and her makeup had run down her face.  The blonde looked well-ridden and used.  She was silent as she passed and waddled forward.   Her hands were bound behind her back with her scarf and Angelica saw clear handprints on her reddened ass.  Only a few minutes later, Raymond led her back reluctantly to the restroom by a tight grip on her long blonde hair.  This time, Angelica got a clear view of the new indelible ink markings on Kissy’s face.  She didn’t look like she was having fun.

The same thumps, groans, and soft protests followed.  As usual, Tracy, became vocal several times as wild orgasms overwhelmed her humiliation at being taken without her permission.  After Raymond left with a wide grin on his face, Tracy (Slavegirl Kisses) remained in the restroom to clean up the messes left by her ravishers.

Angelica looked up the aisle and saw the 33-year-old Security Specialist that worked for Mrs. Powers and responsible for security at the Powers estate.  The ex-military Airborne Ranger was 6’3” and strode aggressively toward the rear of the aircraft.  He stood outside the closed bathroom door and quickly stripped down.  Angelica gasped at the sight of the muscular 245lb man’s erect cock jutting out upwardly below a muscular and chiseled torso.

Vincenzo (Vinny) Ponce heard Angelica’s gasp and he leaned down, grabbed her hair in an unrelenting grip, and forced himself on her lips.  When he pulled his head back he grinned and hissed, “Tye warned me you still have too much of a ‘high and mighty’ attitude.  I can’t wait to get a chance to permanently break you down to a properly permanent submissive role.  You look too much like my cheating ex-wife’s blonde bitch of a lawyer that raped me over the coals in our divorce.”  With a growl of hate at lawyers, especially blonde lawyers with big tits, he pushed Angelica’s head back and opened the restroom door.  Inside the restroom, Angelica got a glimpse of the unhappy blonde flight attendant forced to endure yet another round of rough sex.

During the flight, Kisses ended up being used by every male cock in the group at least once.   When the men were finally finished, Kisses crawled forward up the aisle and she hesitantly began servicing pussies.  Angelica wriggled in her seat in frustration and inwardly complained when the aircraft started its descent right before Kisses could reach her seat and satisfy the itch between her legs.  The pungent and swampy nest between her legs proclaimed her obvious need for an orgasm.

**********

After deplaning in Bonaire that Thursday evening, their passage through immigration brought another unexpected and unpleasant shock to Angelica, Ginger, Mariana, and Tracy.  “Mr. Schaefer and Mr. Baxter,” the immigration official stated respectfully after they had moved aside for Commercial Import Review, “the paperwork for your slaves is completely in order but I need to clarify that you have no intention of selling any of your stock while in Aruba, Bonaire, or Curacao and for you to make a formal certification of the same.”

Tye and Raymond shook their heads to the negative.  “No, we won’t be selling any of our stock here in Bonaire,” each asserted and then quickly signed the appropriate paperwork. 

“Thank you, gentlemen.”  The immigration official then turned to Annette.  “Miss. Vance, we do have a bit of a problem with your slave.  It’s entering on a normal American passport with no slave registration paperwork, no permanent slave registration tattoo, or even an RFID chip.”

Senior Flight Attendant Annette shook her head in confusion.  “No, … there are only three slaves on the flight today and you just spoke with their owners. I don’t actually have a slave.”  Annette pointed to her co-worker at the end of her leash.  “She’s just my pretend submissive and she’s wearing a plain chrome steel collar to represent that voluntary status.  You see, Kisses, … I mean Tracy Ross, isn’t a real slave.  She’s just my slut.”

“Hmmm,” the official muttered in disapproval, “I’m afraid that the collar, leash, cuffs, and the fake tattoos under her eyes make her slave status quite a bit more certain than what you claim.  We will need to establish paperwork to be certain you don’t plan to evade Dutch taxes and illegally sell the wench while here in Bonaire.”

“Wait!” Annette protested quickly.  “Alright!  I’ll sign the same paperwork certifying that I won’t sell her while in Bonaire.  There’s no harm in making that declaration.”

The official smiled as he received the signed statement.  “Thank you, Miss.  Now, I’ll take the leashes and you can pick up your property up after you pick up your baggage and pass through customs.”

Tracy had a bad feeling about being lumped in as property along with the three women wearing Black Slave Collars.  However, she meekly followed where she was lead and the four women passed through a double set of automatic doors.  Once out of sight of the rest of their party, four male and female attendants in white smocks quickly approached the women and held out black ball gags.

Angelica whimpered but obediently opened her mouth to accept the foul tasting rubber.  Mariana and Ginger sighed and followed Angelica’s lead.   Tracy shook her head in denial and hissed, “No fucking way!”

With a crackling sound, a taser fired into Tracy’s back and she collapsed almost to the floor before her attendant stabilized the quivering woman and jammed the ball gag into her mouth.  When Tracy’s brain started to function again she found her nervous system unable to resist as she was dragged over to a narrow waist-high stand, draped across it, and a strap was laid over the small of her back and tightened.  Her male attendant yanked her short skirt up over her waist exposing her lack of panties. 

Angelica got a clear view of Tracy’s puffy swollen labia and red irritated ass grommet; both abused from repeated aggressive use by hard cocks during the flight.  She then watched in fascination as Tracy’s male attendant stepped back and another woman wearing white medical smocks rolled over a chair and a small table.  The woman scrubbed an alcohol wipe across Tracy’s entire right rump and then callously jammed a hypodermic needle into a corner of that sanitized spot and pushed the plunger to inject a clear liquid from the syringe.

Within seconds, the woman began to expertly freehand tattoo a generic Dutch slave tattoo on Tracy’s flawless white rump and then place the black numbers of a Dutch Slave Registration Number below that.  Lastly, the woman tattooed the word ‘Kissy’ above everything in slightly larger letters.  The woman’s artistry was shown in the crisp perfection of her free-hand artwork.  She looked up at the three NLEC slaves and explained to them, “In The Netherlands, we tattoo a slaves name on her ass because it’s more efficient to do all that work in one spot.”  She took a breath and added, “You three will each need the Dutch slave tattoo and a Netherlands Slave Registration Number since the kingdom doesn’t recognize American Slave Registration Numbers.  However, you won’t need an RFID chip because we will read the one already in your body directly into our national database.” The paused and added while pointing to the drugged and compliant slave Kissy, “This bitch didn’t have any of that.  She’ll be done as soon as I inject an RFID chip in her ass and update her shot record with a few innoculations.”

The official still holding the leashes of the three NLEC slaves added, “In order to depart the Dutch possessions your RFID chips will be read and matched with your owner’s data and so we can confirm that you haven’t been sold or exchanged during this trip or replaced with another slave without doing the proper paperwork paying any required taxes.  That’s when your owners will get their exit stamps.”

Gagged, cuffed, and helpless, Angelica could only weep as her own dress was pulled up and her haunch sanitized for the additional Netherlands slave logo and the Dutch Slave Registration Number.  Angelica now had an NLEC slave tattoo, a Dutch slave tattoo, both an American and Dutch Slave Registration Number, and an Irina Pavlova personal tattoo; all adorning her right ass cheek.  She also had the words ‘Mistress’ and ‘Slave’ tattooed above those other markings on that same ass.

The prickling pain of the buzzing tattoo needle was becoming far too familiar to the collared lawyer.

Tracy was too drugged from her shot of tranquilizer to walk out of processing, so she was pushed out in a wheelchair. 

The same immigration official held the leashes of the four very subdued and now ungagged women when the rest of the group emerged from baggage claim.  “Well then lady and gentlemen, your in-processing to Bonaire is now completed,” the official offered with a smile.  He waved toward the four slaves, “I’ve already input their data and RFID information into our database.  When you depart, exporting them back to the United States will be routine and won’t incur any additional taxes or fees from us here at Bonaire.  However, you will see we required additional tattoos on each to reflect their status while in the Dutch possessions.”

Annette was shocked when the official handed her a passport-style European Union Livestock Travel ID with Tracy’s facial picture, photos of her unique body markings, and a scan code.

“Be sure to use this set of ID for any future travel with your pet to anywhere in the European Union or their possessions.  A real slave or not, the RFID chip must be matched with this ID and either your presence or current paperwork approving the slut’s travel itinerary.  She’s been properly tattooed, registered, and chipped so that you can prove you are leaving Bonaire with the same valuable livestock that you arrived with.  If you lose this ID, you will be fined for immigration and tax evasion and the slave will probably be reported as a runaway.”

Tye Schaefer and Raymond Baxter were unfazed that their slaves each received the additional Dutch slave tattoo and a new Slave Registration Number.  As expected, Mariana, Ginger, and Angelica had real concerns about receiving the additional tattoos since they expected to return to a free status.  To Mariana, being in a married, non-lesbian relationship was looking better all the time; at least compared to slavery.

Afterwards Angelica confronted Tye.  “Why did you make me wear a collar on international travel?” she hissed angrily.  “There was absolutely no need for the additional tattoos!  You could have easily let me travel on my regular passport as a free woman!”

Angelica grunted and tried in vain to pull away when the black man grasped her jaw in an unrelenting grip.  “Stupid cunt!  Your blonde hair, needy pussy, and big tits clearly take away IQ points from your brain!  How did you expect to have successfully passed through airport screening at immigration which typically has both metal and RFID scanning detectors?  Brainless twit!  You have an RFID chip in your ass!  It’s easier and safer to use your slave passport than to have all the other paperwork with you to try and prove that you are a freed woman using her legitimate passport and that you aren’t simply a runaway or stolen slave.”

The blonde lawyer blanched at the thought of all the security screenings that now included RFID scanners since Judicial Enslavement was nearly universal.  “Bastard!” she whispered.  “You are such a rat bastard!  Even police making routine traffic stops now use the scanners.”  Angelica gasped and added, “Shit!  Tracy is now in the same position with a slaver’s RFID chip in her ass.”

Tye just grinned and nodded his head.  “In this era, stores, malls, hotel entrances, and government buildings will all soon have RFID scanners.  Women that have been voluntarily or involuntarily chipped as Green, Red, or Black Collar slaves better have the proper paperwork with them at all times to prevent mistaken status as a runaway slave.  Otherwise, they will be rudely detained until an owner can be found to claim them.”

The slaver paused and laughed softly.  “Keep in mind that Tracy doesn’t have any documentation that overrides her slave RFID and slave tattoos to prove she’s been freed.   That submissive little slut better be careful where she goes alone until her Mistress provides her such paperwork.”  Sergei laughed even louder and added, “That is if her Mistress agrees to give her travel permission or paperwork certifying she’s no longer in any kind of slave status.”

Angelica whimpered and inwardly told herself,  “I’m in the same position.  Even if Sergei takes off my Black Collar, I’ll always need official documentation to prove I’m no longer in a slave status.  Fuck!” 

**********

Later that Thursday afternoon, Angelica woke from her brief nap in the reserved limo driving from the airport to the resort where they planned on staying. Her face was damp from the drool that constantly drained from the corner of her gagged mouth.  She was again feeling grumpy at the unfairness of being collared in a foreign country and her hip stung from yet another set of tattoos that now adorned her no longer flawless and pristine hip.  She grimaced at the dull throbbing pain, sat up awkwardly due to her wrists still locked to her waist chain, and looked out the window.  The first thing she noticed as they pulled off the main highway into the resort complex was the lush landscaping and tropical vacation appeal for the place.  Angelica sighed and wistfully thought, “I wish we were here for a vacation.”

They approached a sign showing the turn for the ‘Kennel Entrance’ and the limo smoothly turned in the direction indicated.  Angelica hissed in anger.  “Definitely no chance for a fun vacation,” she thought.  “What new torture has Tye dreamed up to further my humiliation.”  Left unsaid to herself was her increasing fear that NLEC’s Master of Slaves and holder of a Federal Enslavement License, Tyreece (Tye) Schaefer, widely known as either Master Black or Black Master depending on the person’s point of view, planned to permanently make her his property.  She worried that his every action seemed intended to completely erode her dominant side, leaving her completely submissive and vulnerable.

“The sex is sometimes fantastic,” she mused, “but, … the cost to my freedom and independence is way too much.”

Vinny leaned forward in the limo.  “I’ll take those leashes,” he commanded with a grin.  Inwardly, he was looking forward to stripping the bitches in the kennel.  A moment later, he held the three leashes of Mrs. Mariana Powers (Princess or Pink), Angelica Crosby (Precious, Bunni, or Violet), and Mistress Ginger (Magenta) as he led the collared slaves out of the limo toward the Slave Kennel entry.

A black haired, full-bodied young woman stepped outside to meet them.  “Hello,” she offered without extending her hand in greeting.  “You must be Mr. Ponce the American Team’s security specialist.  I’m Miss. Landers, the Assistant to our Regional Dutch Slave Commissioner.  I’ll take charge of the slaves.”

Vinny immediately visualized the young woman as too pretentious and clearly snotty.  He immediately thought, “Just the type I’d like to let loose on with a crop or whip to knock her off her high horse.”  The image that popped into his head was of the naked Assistant to the Slave Commissioner naked on her hands and knees while looking desperately over her shoulder and begging for his cock.  “That’s exactly what my training standard would be to convert that officious bitch into my slut.”

At her raised eyebrow, he blushed and silently handed over the leashes.

The limo had already pulled away and Sylvia Landers smirked at Vinny and offered with a wry grin, “Only Certified Masters and Mistresses or slaves may pass into the Kennel.”  She pointed behind Vinny to a sidewalk by the road.  “If you follow that sidewalk, it will veer off the main road and get you to the resort main entry; it’s far shorter than simply following the asphalt roadway the long way around.”

Vinny looked behind him, bewildered at first.  He turned back and declared “But, you’re not a Mistress, Miss. Landers.”

The black-haired and pudgy young woman simply smiled and responded, “The Regional Slave Commissioner himself led my training and testing.”  She paused in remembrance of sometimes acting as his naked and willing slut and sometimes putting on a haughty and domineering facade during her ‘Mistress’ training.  In both cases, she willingly took his cock in whatever way he demanded.

“You’re welcome to come in alongside the girls.”  Her smile widened, “Don’t worry, I may not actively practice my skills as a Mistress, but I’m nonetheless fully qualified to bring a male or female candidate to full submissive slave status in the kennel.  I appreciate a good challenge.”

Vinny gulped at the sudden predatory look on the very young woman’s face.  He had no interest in being on the wrong side of a Mistress in a Slave Kennel environment.  “I can overpower the cunt in an upfront fight,” he told himself but wondered how well he could resist if she made the first move with the cattle prod he now noticed clipped to her side.  The 6’3” ex-soldier handed off the leashes and nodded at the woman who was more than a foot shorten than himself and 90 pounds less in weight.

Angelica couldn’t hide the grin on her face as Vinny simply turned away and headed quickly down the sidewalk.

“That’s a good 15 minute walk,” Sylvia whispered.  Then, suddenly all business, she ordered to the women, “You three follow me.  We have a lot of work to do getting you all ready for your engagements tonight.”

“Engagements?” Angelica wondered inwardly.  “What hell has Tyeset me up for now?”

Inside the door were three female Kennel Slaves.  Sylvia turned to them and pulled Mariana Powers forward.  “This is Princess and she’s to be prepared and dressed for an evening with her owner and husband, Master Raymond Baxter.”

A black collared brunette attendant in a spa-appropriate smock stepped forward with a smirk and took Mariana’s leash.  “As you command, Mistress,” she responded in a soft voice.  “I’ll make Princess shine like the moon for her husband and owner.”  The woman’s emphasis on ‘owner’ was noticeable.

Sylvia couldn’t help but smile at the thought of a mid-30s slave like Princess still having a husband rather than already being relegated downward to the much lower status of just being one of his collared sluts. “She’s to be delivered to the rooftop restaurant promptly at 6:30 for a romantic dinner and then to the appropriately named ‘Princess Suite’ where she will fully submit to her Lord and Master using the script you will have her memorize this afternoon.  I understand that she’s to be his slut until Saturday morning when she needs to get another makeover for the afternoon hearing by the Slave Commissioners”

The brunette smiled and waved a sheet of paper.  “Of course, Mistress.  I have the script and she will be perfect.  I understand that there will be a dozen cameras to record the activities in the Princess Suite and that it will be professionally edited into a special commemorative DVD.”

“Yes,” Sylvia smirked, “the title is to be something like ‘A Journey From High Society Philanthropist to Slutty Slavegirl.’

Mariana gasped at the audacity of the plan and very reluctantly followed after the Kennel attendant as she gave a slight tug on her leash.  “I’m wearing his collar.  Why does he want to make of video of my submission?”  The widow, now married and wife to own butler, was confused and worried about why he would be making videos and her off-again and on-again status of a free woman, a Green Collared, or a Black Collared slave.  She was confused and worried.  “Is he going to include video of my time as Pink?” she wondered.  “If he ever threatens to go public, he’ll have the absolute worst blackmail material.”

The Dutch Slave Commissioner’s Assistant took Ginger’s upper arm in a controlling grip.  She turned to another brunette Kennel slave and ordered briskly, “This is Magenta.  She is mine until Saturday morning when she needs to be made ready for the afternoon hearing with the commissioners.  Until then, she is to be dressed in the outfit hanging next to my locker.”  She turned to the 21-year-old redhead.  “I understand that you are already fully certified as a Mistress at the National Livestock and Equestrian Center.  For the next few days, you are going to get an advanced lesson in Slave Policies and Procedures for Dutch Slaves.  Since you are currently collared and in slave status, you will be wearing what is kindly called a Sexy Naughty Mistress Outfit; its a bit more risque than something sexy a young girl might wear at one of your American Halloween parties.”

The black-haired Assistant to the Regional Dutch Slave Commissioner turned to the remaining attendant, a black-haired slave.  She pointed to Angelica.  “This is Precious, like Princess, she is to be prepared for her date.  Have her ready and at the restaurant at 6:30, the same as the other slut.”

Sylvia gave Angelica an appraising look.  “Put her in a dress that shows off those giant cow udders she carries around, … DDs, I think.”  She smirked at Angelica’s blush and added, “From social media, we know he prefers blondes, … blondes with big tits.  Also, do something with that mess of a hairstyle that she has.”

“Angelica,” Sylvia whispered in her ear, “you have a special blind date arranged for the next 48 hours and will be staying with him in the ‘Royal Suite’ which is also full of cameras to record your audition for a position under him.  He’s rich, reportedly inheriting a small harem, and in need of a beautiful woman wearing his collar that he can show off in public as both his mistress and as his Mistress of the Harem.  Apparently, months ago he paid NLEC a non-refundable $100,000 for a first option to purchase as part of a provisional $200,000 bid to own your collar.”

The blonde attorney stood gobsmacked in surprise.  “That rat bastard Sergei!” she hissed inwardly.  The questions churning through her brain were interrupted by the yanking of the leash by the impatient kennel slave.

“Make sure that His Highness knows she must also be at the Saturday afternoon hearing,” Sylvia commanded to the kennel attendant.  She then walked away to make further arrangements for the three Slave Commissioners who will administer that important hearing.

“Precious, my name is Nova and you are to act as though I were your Mistress while under my care here in the kennels.”

Angelica whispered, “Yes, Nova.  I understand.”

Nova sniffed.  She hoped to mistakenly be called Mistress by this beautiful American slave.  The black-haired 18-year-old softly tugged on the leash and led Angelica into the slave spa.

**********

Hours later, Angelica stood quietly in the central entry alcove to the resort’s most exclusive restaurant. She was at the top floor of the main resort building which featured a revolving restaurant with tables set around the full 360 degrees of the outer walls with floor to ceiling windows.  The central core had two elevator shafts and a set of spiral stairs leading to the restrooms on the floor below.  Nova stood beside her holding Angelica’s leash in a tight grip.  The Kennel Slave was very self-conscious in her simple little black miniskirt and starched white shirt unadorned with any jewelry save for her Black Collar.

Beside the nervous slave was Angelica, who was much more comfortable in a very expensive designer gown.  From a broad selection available, she had selected a top-name designer’s illusion neckline ballgown with cascading gold embroidery and sheer ¾ sleeves.  She was braless and wore no panties under the dress which featured build-in underwire support that exposed most of the tops of her very large breasts under the transparent upper portion that comprised the illusion neckline.  The gold embroidery of the tight torso section faded away below her waist into a loose, floor-length transition to a sheer, almost teasingly transparent, billowy floor length.

Unlike Nova, Angelica’s heavy Black Collar with its built-in GPS and punishment electronics had been replaced with a simple, solid gold band with a snap ring in the back under her hair and a smaller ring on the front holding a brilliant, glittering emerald.   Also provided by her date, a wide gold bracelet on her left arm held the GPS electronics that the resort insisted were necessary for insurance purposes.  “Guests are responsible for the loss of their own slaves, … we don’t reimburse such losses,” had been the haughty day manager’s response to her blind date’s advance team when they expressed their principal’s dislike of the normal, bulky black collars in common use.

Angelica gasped as she recognized the handsome black-haired man wearing a tuxedo that was stepping out of the VIP elevator.  An attendant pulled the velvet rope aside letting the man and his two bodyguards through.  Angelica recognized his face and sculpted body often highlighted in the tabloids. His jet-setting activities were popular features in the tabloids and social media in both his high-society and beach settings while he consorted with the rich and famous.  When he paused in front of her with an appraising look, Angelica bowed and whispered, “Your Highness, Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari, this lowly slave is pleased to meet you.”

Despite her outward calm expression, Angelica’s brain was whirling with the certainty that the Sheikh was the man who months before paid for an option to purchase her from Sergei Kozlov.  “That bastard has been grooming me to be a slave to a rich Sheikh.”

The 29-year-old playboy’s stern visage of appraisal broke into a smile and he chuckled at the effrontery of this mere stranger of a slave addressing him openly and knowledgeably.  It gave him foresight into her intellect that she could adjust so quickly to the unexpected and that she was worldly wise enough to recognize him on sight.  He returned a slight bow and responded with, “Miss. Angelica Crosby, Associate Attorney, once Legal Advisor to the American National Livestock and Equestrian Center, … a qualified Mistress of Slaves and also once CEO of that now famous organization.  We are well met.”

Angelica blushed as he extended his hand, took hers, and kissed the back of her hand.  She smiled uncertainly and whispered back,  “I seem to be well known to His Highness.  Please realize that I’m not hiding my other, less stellar qualifications.”  She pointed to her stylish Gold Collar and it’s large emerald pendant and added, “Thank you, Highness, for letting me wear this gorgeous collar and jewel that beautifully compliments the dress you provided.  I can also be addressed simply as Precious, Bunni, or Violet.”  She felt deep humiliation as the two obvious bodyguards standing behind the Sheikh smirked at her various slave names.

The Sheikh smiled.  “Ah, … yes, of course, … I know all about your escapades from the research of my assistants and my security team.  The NLEC’s prior CEO and Chief Slaver, Master Sergei Kozlov has been most forthright in providing your entire personnel folder and the extensive video collection of your, … say, … career challenges, … even as each occurred.”  He smiled to blunt the horrified reaction clear in Angelica’s face.  “He has long known my interest in such a complex and beautiful woman as yourself.  Also, in celebration of your bravery in leading the rescue of those women from dastardly slavers, … I think I’ll address you as Bunni.”

Angelica’s knees felt weak in remembrance of her not so stellar actions during that rescue.   “I saw the videos myself,” Angelica told herself in horror.  “Highness,” she answered haltingly, “I don’t think that event was actually a great example of my bravery.”

The Sheikh took hold of her left arm and placed that hand over his right arm.  As he led her toward their table in the slowly rotating outer ring, he whispered in her ear, “Nonsense!  Naming you Bunni is in celebration of your brilliant, noble, and brave initiative to save those women and then subsequently offering them a role at NLEC that generated considerable profit for the establishment.”  He paused at a table and guided her to sit and pushed in her chair.  As he settled across from her at the small table, he added, “Yes, … of course I watched you bungle part of the mission by nervously drinking too much.  But, … also of course, … you must have realized the inevitable necessity of acting the whore yourself to your ‘date’ or others while waiting for the opportunity to act against the slavers.”  He grinned and added, “I also understand the irony of your dramatic dislike of one set of opportunistic slavers while ultimately acting as one yourself.”

“At least we create conditions where ‘weak minded’ bimbos have the opportunity to enslave themselves,” Angelica hissed in defense of NLEC’s role in slavery, “and not kidnap totally innocent girls and women.”

The Sheikh raised his glass in acknowledgement of the distinction.  “Yes,” he answered with a wry grin, “I’m fully aware of the rights and limitations of free persons that engage in self-enslavement livestock activities as addressed in Amended Protocol I and II to the Judicial Enslavement.”   Then, he subtilely aimed a single finger at her collar and added, “As a fictitious pirate once observed, ‘That way danger lies’ Miss. Angelica Crosby, and you’ve clearly fallen adrift upon those same dangerous waters.” 

After a moment, he smiled again and then swept his hand over the table.  “I took the liberty of pre-ordering our dinner.  Please taste the wine and some of the appetizers already on the table.”

Angelica quickly reached out for a glass of the white wine and then paused before gulping it down. Instead, she held back and demurely took a sip and smiled at the rich fruity taste of the dry wine.  “Very nice, Sheikh, … or, ... Highness.”  She cocked her head to the side and said, “You haven’t yet demanded the specific address that you want Bunni to use.”

He also sipped his wine, smiled at its taste, and then answered, “I believe in public that ‘Sheikh’ or ‘Highness’ used in respectful difference is totally appropriate.  In private, especially in our suite, I expect a more reverential ‘Master’ to be the most appropriate.”

This time, Angelica did take a larger gulp of the wine.  “In a very quiet whisper, she nodded her head with a wry grin and said, “Yes, … Master, … this slave Bunni can do that.”  Inwardly, she groaned as she realized that she liked this assertive man and their conversation.  “Be very careful,” she told herself.  “Mother, may her soul rot in hell was right about men like this.”

Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari grinned and took another sip of the wine.  “Of course, … Bunni, … I also expect the same uncontrolled screams of orgasm that you showed in every video clip I reviewed.”  He paused as blonde Bunni’s face shifted to a very embarrassed scarlet.  “I’ll admit that I can’t wait to see if you are as responsive in bed to my attention.”

“Holy shit!” Angelica groaned softly as a mini orgasm shook her body.

The Sheikh realized what was happening as the huge expanse of exposed breasts and upper torso under the transparent illusion top of her gown flushed to a blotchy red and she shivered from the wake of the mini-orgasm.  “Ahh,” he observed to her horror, “that’s exactly why I am so attracted to blondes with such pale skin and huge white milk bags.  That was obviously an orgasm and we both know that you are a very sexually responsive woman.  As my father often told me, ‘You need to find a woman who will be an angel in public and a whore in your bed.’  Good advice, … don’t you think?  Can you be a whore to me in all situations?”

The tiny shift from his totally genteel conversation to the crude use of ‘milk bags’ to describe her DD breasts brought another wave of arousal through the blonde’s body.  Daring to tease a bit, she responded, “If you like my ‘udders’ and want to see how I do in bed, wait until I’m riding you ‘cow girl’ or you’re pounding me ‘doggy style’ where you can see and fondle them in their glory.”

The Sheikh’s face froze and Angelica thought that she’d gone too far.  “If we weren’t in public,” he said slowly and sternly, I’d yank that gown up over your head, spank your lily-white ass red for your impertinence, and then fuck you like a whore in heat till I saw those fat torpedoes of yours flailing about from my thrusts.”

Angelica couldn’t help but reach a hand up and blatantly pinch one of her nipples.  The smirk on the Sheikh’s face as that nipple tented her gauzy illusion top encouraged her to do the same to the other and moan softly at the sensation.  “Master,” she moaned, “I might not like the reason for this audition and what changes in my circumstances that you envision, … but, I’m ready to see if you’re half the stud the tabloids and your conquests keep highlighting and bragging about.  You’ve been named the most eligible bachelor in the world and the one with the biggest, most expert cock.”

“And I’m ready to see if you’re the responsive slut I’ve admired in the videos,” the Sheikh announced as he stood up.

A waiter hurried to his side and stammered, “Is, … is everything alright, Highness?”

Angelica had already been yanked upright and was being pulled toward the central section of the restaurant and the two elevators.  “Have the entire meal sent to the Royal Suite with a female from the kennel as waitress,” he commanded.  In the VIP elevator, Angelica was flung to the mirrored side and the Sheikh’s left hand took possession of her throat.  His right hand grasped the frail illusion top’s fabric and he ripped it downward to her waist.  Her breasts popped out and the man’s eyes seemed to glow in anticipation.

‘”Mmaster, that was a $15,000 gown,” she grunted in dismay as both his hands took firm possession of her breasts.

He glared at her and yanked down even harder and the dress parted almost to her knees.  “Step out of those rags!” he commanded.  “They are easily replaced”

Angelica obediently stepped out of the ruined dress and looked down at it in dismay.  He ignored the remnants of the fine gown and instead observed her now nearly naked body.  A moment later, the Sheikh’s hands roughly reached under her armpits and thrust her upward free of the rags that the dress had become.  To balance herself, she automatically wrapped her legs around his trim waist.  She was almost fearful from the sight of the mad lust in his eyes.

He fumbled about below her crotch and she realized his intent.  “Yessss,” she hissed in need.  “Fuck me, you bastard!  Make me yours!”  Astonished at her reaction, Angelica grunted in full-blown appreciation as his hard cock skewered upward into her core.  His lips and teeth claimed her nipples and breast meat while his very tight grip under her ass drew her body up and down on his shaft.  Electric tingles radiated outward each time her clit bottomed out at the pubic bone at the base of his cock.

An abrupt cool breeze penetrated the fog of lust that clouded her brain.  “We’re not in the elevator anymore.  He’s fucking me outside in some sort of garden,” was her brief thought before an especially hard downward plunge triggered an overwhelming orgasm.  “Eiiii!” she screamed.  “Fuck me!”

The Sheikh, Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari, grinned at the answering chorus of another woman being brought to orgasm in the adjacent penthouse private garden to the left of the covered walkway.  He grinned and walked onward, continuing to fuck Angelica’s gasping, wriggling form up and down on his cock.  The walkway ended in a short hallway featuring, first, the primary VIP elevator which connected the penthouse suites to the lobby many floors below.  The hallway ended at three doors. The leftmost door led to the Princess Suite which included the private gardens to the left of the covered approach they’d just taken and was the source of the howls of orgasm from the former Mrs. Mariana Powers as her butler/husband throughly reamed out her tight vaginal sheath.

The door to the far tight was to the Admiralty Suite which also included access to its own private rooftop garden to the right of the walkway.  Mohammed took Angelica straight ahead to the Royal Suite which had its own private rooftop gardens on the farthest-most side.

Neither of the duo were aware that the 6’3” butler, Raymond Baxter, had also decided to pass on a romantic dinner in the rooftop restaurant.  He briefly met his wife and slave, the 36-year-old former lesbian widow and heiress to her dead husband’s fortune, Mrs. Mariana Powers-Baxter, at the restaurant’s entry, saw her very short and tight little black dress on her recently slimed and taut body, and immediately dragged her over to the same elevator later used by Mohammed and Angelica.  The howls of approval and orgasm echoing through the rooftop gardens were from the slave Princess in uncontrolled orgasm as she was roughly taken by her butler/husband/owner.

The women in both penthouse suites were taken repeatedly in every pleasure hole over the long night as very willing participants.  Each woman was only briefly allowed to rest and cuddle between sexing.  Loud smacks of spankings to energize the lethargic slaves to orally arouse their lovers before the next coupling also echoed through the suites.  The men were throughly using and enjoying their property.

Nova sat for hours fidgeting bitterly in the penthouse suite’s main dining area waiting in jealousy as slave Bunni’s howls of appreciation echoed through the suite from the open doorway to the master suite.  The pair were naked when Nova served them the wonderful dinner; portions of which were quickly eaten only to fuel the next round of sex.  When His Highness dragged the disheveled blonde back to the master suite, Nova had to salvage the remains of the meal and then waited more long hours to see if they were interested in any of the variety of deserts.


47.  Revenge and Justice Against the Traitorous Fiance

Very early the next morning, Mohammed emerged from the shower and dressed silently.  Still dark at the early hour of 4:30 in the morning, the Sheikh left the master bedroom suite.  He left behind a well used and sexually satisfied blonde slave snoring softly in bed and met a rather sullen black-haired resort slave who had waited for him in the living room.  “Be sure to have my new slut up at 7:00 and dressed and ready for breakfast downstairs at 8:00,” he commanded Nova in a gruff voice.  He’d paused in front of her kneeling position on the lush carpet and added, “I don’t want you to take her down to the kennels or slave spa.  Have whatever staff is needed to come up here.  Have them bring up all the clothing I left in the kennel for slave Bunni.  I want her to look perfect and will hold you fully responsible.”

His security chief, Asad, waited patiently at the exit to the penthouse suite.  “Highness,” he greeted Mohammed with a slight bow.  “As you commanded, your runaway dog has been found and flown here to Bonaire.  She is nearby at an exclusive veterinary clinic.  We’ve found a very cooperative young veterinarian needing to pay off considerable school loans who will provide the necessary medical care.  Your driver and limo are waiting for us downstairs.”

Mohammed nodded back with a grim and stern look on his face.  The pair left the penthouse in silence and they walked to the nearby private elevator.   Moments later, the driver started the limousine and left with Mohammed, his security chief, and another member of Asad’s security team.   “I have decided to acquire Miss. Angelica Crosby as my new public eye candy and new avowed love interest,” Mohammed said in a soft voice.  “Asad, I remind you that she is to be treated as my most valuable slave.  I want security available to protect her whenever I’m not with her unless she’s safely in the Harem.”  He paused and glared at his security chief.  “She is to be protected from threats and from herself,” he added fiercely.  “I never want to be publicly humiliated again by another cheating slut or lying bitch!”

“Highness,” his security chief responded, “we now have an entire cyber security team constantly reviewing social media for unfavorable postings, getting those posts removed, and have contracts in place to physically do damage control if necessary.”  He paused and added, “Also, Highness, I’ve expected the need for a security guard and dominate minder to oversee whatever new mistress you were to find.  I recommend Amira in those roles plus as public best girlfriend and private secretary.”

Mohammed grinned at the recommendation.  “Yes,” he muttered, “I’ve seen her martial arts workouts.  She’s also ex-Israeli special forces?”  He paused and lost his grin.   “Amira is perfect but I will not tolerate a repeat of my last mistress’ actions.”

After that admonition and response that such will not be tolerated, the rest of the short drive was in silence until the limo slowed in front of a large veterinary clinic.  Asad thumped on the privacy screen and growled, “Go around back,” we don’t want anyone to identify us at this clinic.”

At the rear of the clinic, Asad banged his fist against a rolled down steel delivery door.  Doctor Hanneke Jansen opened the adjacent personnel door and peered outward.  Clearly nervous, the female veterinarian recognized Asad and waved the group inside.  Without saying anything, she led them toward the canine wing of the clinic and the indoor kennels. 

The veterinary clinic was expensive, immaculate, and attracted only rich customers demanding the best treatment for their pampered pets.  They entered a typical hallway with solid, nearly sound-proofed doors on each side; each led to a private kennel.  Any barking and howling of the pets was reduced to a soft, non-irritating sound level.   Placards on the doors provided the name, sex, and basic information on the dogs within.

Doctor Jansen paused at a door with the placard reading ‘Kutta – Mixed Breed Mutt’ and unlocked it  “Your pet is inside,” she said softly.  With a pinched look on her face she added in a stressed voice, “Gentlemen, this is most irregular.”  At a glare from Asad, she gasped and stepped back out of the way.

“The puppy growing in her belly is still healthy?” Asad demanded.

An odd look crossed Doctor Jansen’s face and she obviously gathered her thoughts before answering.  “Yyes, … the pregnancy is normal.  The, … the bitch is five months pregnant and her belly already has a nice swell.  Healthy, … yes, … the fetus is male and both bitch and, … puppy are healthy.”

Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari nodded grimly and entered the small viewing room.  His two bodyguards followed him into the room and Asad carefully closed the door behind them.  The doctor remained outside the room.  The bodyguards stood respectfully quiet behind him.

Mohammed stepped forward and paused momentarily at the floor to ceiling galvanized chain-link wall between them and the actual 10 foot by 10 foot kennel.  His lost bitch was curled up on a thick, spongy rubber mat lain down in a corner of the kennel.  The dog door at the back that led to the private artificial turf of the indoor dog run was latched shut.  After a long moment, he raised his fist and hammered it against the chain-link wall.

The slim, dark-haired woman curled up in the corner shook herself and raised her head.  Her face was swollen and red from crying and her clothing, while mainly intact, showed the effects of resisting her capture and her inability to adjust her torn clothing back to normal.  Clearly stiff, she rose painfully to her hands and knees and then shakily stood upright.  She was unsteady as she approached the steel chain-link wall between them and set her hands against it.  Her fingers had been taped together and locked within a stiff black leather bag sewn against locked wrist cuffs.  “Baby,” she started in a quivering voice, “it’s Rekha, … thank the gods that you are here to rescue me.  You know that I love you, … this is simply a huge mistake.  I’m so sorry that I left.  We can sit down and talk this through.”

Mohammed remained silent and continued to glare at the woman.  He looked first at her hair that was now wild and matted on one side of her head.  In her struggles against Asad’s men, her blouse been pulled up on one side and out of her skirt’s waistband.  Her skirt was also disheveled and showed the top of one of her thigh-high hose.  The hose on the other leg was laddered and clearly ruined.  Her feet were bare and there was no sigh of her shoes.

“Baby,” the woman whined again.  “Please let me out.  We can have some of that hot make-up sex like we used to have.”  Her voice had shifted to a playful, hopeful tone at the mention of sex.  “Let me get cleaned up and you can see yourself that nothing has changed.  I really love you, baby.  I just couldn’t figure out how to get back to you sooner.”

“You are not Rekha Mazumdar,” he finally said in a harsh voice.  “I see before me the very naughty bitch named Kutta.”

Rekha scrunched up her face at Mohammed’s comment.  “But, … baby,” she whined, “that’s not my name.  That’s Hindi for, … for, … dog.”

Both Mohammed and Rekha said the word ‘dog’ at the same time.

A horrified look crossed over Rekha’s face.  “Mohammed, I never said those things on social media about you,” she protested.  “That was all Fabrice’s doing.  Really, he was insanely jealous of you.  And, … and, … he wouldn’t let me leave him.”  At the last part, she burst into tears.  In a last appeal, she added in a shout, “I’ve taken care of our baby.  He’s healthy, … I so love you, Mohammed.”

Asad responded in a harsh voice.  “Highness, … we have video of her claims that were posted on social media while he was away at a model shooting.”

“Yes, I know,” Mohammed answered softly with a wave of his hand for Asad to be quiet.

Rekha whimpered.  This time she was beginning to think she was in deep shit.

“You told the world that my tiny cock didn’t ever satisfy you and that the baby in your belly wasn’t mine,” Mohammed asserted.  He turned to Asad.  “You’ve given the doctor specific instructions?”

“Yes, Highness.  She knows exactly what she is to do.  She isn’t to let any of her co-workers or vet techs know what she is doing with this client’s bitch of a dog.  Nobody else has access to this particular kennel and all processing will be done in the middle of the night without witnesses.”  He paused and whispered, “Kutta not yet wearing a collar seems to be an issue.  Doctor Jansen seems to be increasingly reluctant about our forced modifications for a free woman.  I decided to double her fee.”

“Then, … when our Kutta is ready to leave for my compound, I believe Doctor Kanneke Jansen should accompany our bitch on the airplane,” Mohammed decided and answered quietly, “to ensure there are no medical issues.”

“She won’t want to join us,” Asad answered quickly and then paused to ponder the question.  “Oh, … I understand, Highness.  Yes, … best not to let her have a choice.”

“Precisely,” Mohammed answered.  “The doctor isn’t fit for a role in my new Harem; but, she would be a valuable first casual-use slave in my Bagnio.  Yes, … after a bit of training, perhaps by our very own Bunni and her new best friend Amira, a previously rich and pampered European doctor whore would be very popular to share with my friends.”  He turned one last time to look at Rekha Mazumdar, his ex-fiance.   He raised his voice to normal and offered, “In between treatments, the security team is welcome to use Kutta as they wish.”

“No!” Rekha screamed.  “Mohammed, have mercy!  I’m so sorry!  I’ll do anything!”  She beat on the chain-link in desperation.  Rekha knew she’d face harsh treatment from Mohammed’s minions that she had arrogantly ordered about.

Asad grinned and pulled a collar out of his backpack.  “Highness,” he whispered in Mohammed’s ear, “I believe that in exchange for ‘mercy’ Kutta would openly prostrate herself and beg for your collar in front of Doctor Jansen.  It might make the good doctor more willing to continue with the planned treatments.”

“Hmmm, … yes, make it so, Asad.”  Mohammed turned to explain the choice to Rekha, “Because of my baby in your womb, I will offer you mercy if you beg for my collar.  You will announce to us all that you will accept my harsh punishment for your transgressions.  Otherwise, Kutta, I’ll chain you down until the baby is born and then let Asad torture you to a long, horrible death.”

Asad opened the door and beckoned Doctor Jansen into the room.  He whispered in her ear, “Our naughty dog is willing to be collared in return for submitting to your care as punishment for trying to steal our Master’s child and humiliate him in social media.  He will grant her mercy in return.”

Henneke Jansen looked at the bodyguard with some concern.  She nodded and decided that her best bet for her future health was to appear to fully cooperate with the crazy Arabs.  “What do you have to say, Kutta?” she demanded in a quivering voice.  Her attempt to be assertive almost brought a snicker from Asad.

As expected, Rekha knelt down and begged.  “On my soul,”she cried, “I accept His Highness’ mercy and accept his punishment for my acts against him.  In exchange, he will release me after his baby is born.”  She continued to blubber and beg forgiveness even after she set her neck in the heavy Black Collar and forced the ends to latch together with a harsh click.

Mohammed grunted at the change in her request but knew that he never offered to release the traitorous cunt after his baby was born.  “Her punishment will continue into hell itself,” he vowed to himself.

Mohammed and Asad stepped out of the kennel while the doctor administered a sedative to the very distraught formerly wealthy and fashionable jet-setting beauty.  “Asad, recite to me her treatment plan,” Mohammed demanded.

“Highness, the administering of a sedative is unexpected but by allowing it, we will likely have a more cooperative Doctor Jansen.  It is best to keep them from having any sort of meaningful conversation.”

Mohammed nodded.

“The first phase will take place this morning before the clinic opens.  It will entail the least invasive changes to the traitorous cunt.  Doctor Jansen will shave off all her body hair, punch a hole in her nasal septum and insert a heavy steel hog ring through the septum, and pierce and ring both her nipples and each side of her cunt’s labia.”

“And the next phase?” Mohammed asked.

“Yes, Highness, that will occur tonight after the clinic closes and the operating room is available.  The good doctor will fully sedate the woman, pull all eight of her upper and lower front teeth.  Then, she will grind down the outsides of all her molars so she can cement in porcelain-based bridges over just the molars that will have a soft spongy rubber cover bonded on each of those bases.”

“She’ll never be able to damage a man’s cock, … correct?”

“Yes, Highness.  The idea is to make her into the ideal cocksucker.  The outermost layer of rubber on the bridges is very soft and replaceable if necessary.” Asad stopped for a moment and continued, “Next, the leather covers over her hand and fingers will be removed so that the doctor can surgically remove all of her fingers and thumbs.  Essentially, she will be left with a paw at the end of each arm just like the bitch of a dog that she is.”

Mohammed again nodded with a grin.

“You considered having her clit removed, Highness; but, relented when the thought of her forced orgasms while a helpless slave was a more delicious touch to fuck with her mind,” Asad reminded his boss.  “So, the doctor will simply punch eight holes in each labia and insert a grommet in each.  We will be able to lace a padded inner sheath under the lacings closing her twat so that her clit is only accessible when you allow it.  Access to her pleasure sheath and ‘G’ spot will then be denied.”

Again, Mohammed acknowledged that was correct by a simple head nod.

“So, Highness,” Asad continued, “the final step will be to sever and then remove a long section of each achilles tendon so that the bitch will be forever limited to crawling on her hands and knees.”

With a sigh, Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Muhari agreed.  “Yes, that is as I decided.  We will keep the lying, thieving, blackmailing bitch forever in a collar and available for amusement along with whatever future slaves we procure for the Bagnio.”

“Having major surgery in both sessions doesn’t leave my men much time to properly enjoy using the new bitch this afternoon.”

Mohammed grimaced and thumped his friend and security chief on the back.  “I’ll make sure you have full access to Kutta once she’s safely in the Bagnio and perhaps you will be first to test the new sexual skills of the Dutch veterinarian.”  He paused and added with a grin, “After all, … she’s short, slim, and probably virgin in at least two holes so she should ultimately make a nice submissive slut.”

Asad grinned in agreement.  Then, he added softly, “Perhaps, Master, we can at least have her mouth changed to match that of Kutta.  Imagine cutting off the ends of their tongues so the matching cocksucking bitches can’t complain in a normal human voice.”

Mohammed laughed at the thought without answering or making a decision on the humorous suggestion.  But, then, Mohammed scowled.  “Now, tell me about the pretty-boy male model that enticed Rekha to leave me!  Has the man that planned to blackmail me to pay for future access to my own son and to humiliate me on social media been punished?”

Asad nodded.  “Highness, when we captured the low-life son-of-a-whore who conspired to steal your wife.  He was initially heavily sedated but was fully aware during his punishment.  We used a pig castration knife to slice open his ball sacks, emptied his treacherous testicles, and then crudely sewed shut the now empty sacks.  We then burned off his cock all the way to its base with a ram’s hot electric de-horning knife.  During all this, he was blindfolded and gagged with his hands cuffed behind his back.  We used a heavy wood mallet to crush bones in his feet, knees, elbows, and fingers.  I personally used a pair of brass knuckles to smash his face and destroy his teeth.  Afterwards, we left him rolled in a filthy carpet in an alley.”

“Is he still alive?”

“Yes, Highness,” Asad answered with a grin, “we arranged for an anonymous caller to notify the police that a gang was seen beating up a homosexual that drunkenly tried to pick up one of them up in a bar.  He is in hospital and one of your friends in the fashion business has pressured the modeling agency to cancel his contract for immoral turpitude.”  Asad grinned, “In any event, nobody will ever want to photograph his broken and ugly body.”

Mohammed smirked at the thought of the former handsome and very vain man reduced to the state of an ugly cripple.  He turned again to Asad and said, “I’m eager to get to breakfast to see how slave Nova at the resort has repaired Bunni’s beauty after last night’s debauchery.  She was looking rather well used this morning.”

“As only His Highness can do to alluring cunts; reducing them to the same state a gangbang whore would be in after a night with ten to fifteen men,” Asad answered with a laugh.  “Can I be frank, Highness?”

“Yes, of course, my friend.”

Asad grinned and responded, “With your famous history in the bedroom, I imagine Bunni was left unconscious in your bed this morning and leaking your cum from all her holes.  Her hair was sweaty and disheveled and her face was assuredly blotchy and red from crying out for mercy against your relentless cock that was forcing her to experience even more uncontrolled orgasms.”  He paused and added, “I’m also sure that she was walking rather gingerly after crawling out of bed to the bathroom.”  Asad cocked his head, grinned, and added, “We heard loud smacks of tender flesh.  Did you perhaps have to spank her into more vigorous sex.”  He smirked and added, “Whether or not your conquests cooperate, … it’s all the same result, … they are fucked into brainless submission.”

Mohammed nodded.  “I agree with that.  I do prefer a woman with a brain that can carry on a conversation in public until I get my cock in her.  Then, I want a screaming, brainless bimbo.  And, the best are western pampered blondes with big tits.”  He grinned, “Let’s go, I’m hungry and want to see if Nova could erase the effects that you just described from my newest public love interest.”

“Then you’ll fuck her brainless again, Highness?” Asad asked knowingly.

“Most assuredly!  Over and over.”  While I’m doing that, I want you to imagine using my Bagnio sluts like Kutta and Doctor Hanneke Jansen.

“Highness, I just looked up female dog in Dutch.  It’s ‘teef’ pronounced with a hard ‘A’.”

“I like it.  Kutta and Teef, our first bitches for the Bagnio,” the Sheikh pronounced.

“And Bunni for the Harem and as your public mistress,” Asad added.

Mohammed stopped walking and glared at Asad.  “Best to remember, my friend.  Bunni and anything in my Harem are mine and for my use only.  You may well end up with privileges with the cunts in the Bagnio, … but, … never with women in my Harem.”

Asad gulped and nodded.  “I can only push familiarity so far with my Master,” he reminded himself.

“Yes, Highness, … of course I understand.”  He paused and added, “Perhaps, we should purchase Nova from the resort as body servant to Bunni.”

The 29-year-old billionaire businessman and playboy, Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari, grinned at the recommendation.  “Yes, … make it so Number One,” he responded with a laugh.

**********

On the way back to the resort, Asad handed over Mohammed’s phone.   It was ringing.

“Master Tyreece Schaefer?  This is Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari.  I’m so happy you agreed to honor my agreement with your predecessor, Master Sergei Kozlov.  I want to formally take possession of Miss. Angelica Crosby and have the second $100,000 payment ready.”

Asad couldn’t hear the American’s response but enjoyed the look of pleasure on his boss’ face.

“Yes,” the Sheikh added after whatever Tye’s response had been.  “No problem, … I understand that the stalled status of the American version of the Judicial Enslavement Act means that you don’t have any other product to offer me for the empty slots in my Harem and Bagnio.  Mistress Marli Rhodes has contacted the most reputable slavers in the area to pull together the most alluring product available in the islands.  If you and Commissioner Schroeder have the time, … perhaps the three of us can spend a pleasant day personally examining what prime stock is available for purchase.  Your Commissioner has already indicated he would clear the way for you to import ten or so replacement NLEC stock.   Personally, I still need three amazing, top quality western or British newly enslaved bitches for my Harem; a blonde, a redhead, and a brunette.  Of course, all with big breasts, … Ds or DDs.  I’d also like to find at least five bitches for my Bagnio.  All eight should be 16 to 25 years old.”

Mohammed hung up his phone and handed it over to Asad.  He grinned and said, “We’ll all take this limo along with yourself.  Arrange extra security in two vehicles.  One will head to the first slaver’s site and the other can stay one stop ahead.”

“Highness, this will be a very pleasurable day.  There isn’t anything better than personally evaluating newly enslaved naive bitches and seeing the look on their faces when confronted by their new owner.”


48.  Justice Island Style

Marli Rhodes, the most recently certified Slave Mistress in the Dutch islands, was pleased to have been awarded paid temporary custody of the two slaves that she’d discovered on the estate where her parents lived.  Late Saturday morning, after driving the two slaves on their normal early morning grueling run on the estate’s beautiful grounds, Marli washed and groomed the two women who had been assigned to her care.  She was well pleased with their progress over the two weeks or so and used that experience to hone her novice skills at handling Ponygirls.  Since both bitches were under investigation as slaves that probably plotted and executed serious criminal acts, they had been held in a court-ordered status as Black Collar Slaves.  Under Dutch law, in this type legal situation, they were not eligible for legal representation unless a non-slave-related criminal prosecution of a free person became necessary.  Since Marli’s original investigation indicated that the one who finally confessed and identified herself as Esmeralda had once been a slave, she now wore a court-ordered Black Collar.  The other woman, who she now knew was the real Lori, had arrived on the island wearing a Black Collar.  For now, the women’s future would be decided by the hearing scheduled for that very afternoon.

The recently certified Mistress, Marli Rhodes, had been surprised and more than a bit overwhelmed at how big of a deal her discoveries of the women’s activities had become.  “We already had to shift the meeting from the courthouse.  There were simply too many parties involved.  My friend, Sylvia Landers, the Assistant to the Regional Dutch Slave Commissioner, had to find a convention center with a large enough room for the meeting.”  The 23-year-old paused and wondered if the extra cost would be taken from her share of the reward funds that she’d been instrumental in recovering from Lori and Esmeralda.  “I can only hope my share is large enough to purchase the estate where my aunt and uncle live.  It is such an amazingly beautiful place.”  She also secretly wondered if she might somehow be appointed the long-term owner of her sweet pair of slaves.

Three slave commissioners sat at the front of the room at a short table behind name placards with their names and positions.  In the center, senior-most seat, was Rudi Steele, the 45-year-old bachelor, tall, and lean Dutch Regional Slave Commissioner.  Behind him against the wall were two chairs, one with his loyal assistant, Sylvia Landers who was one of Mistress Marli’s long-time friends.  The 23-year-old was secretly Rudi’s mistress and he told her during and after sex that he judged her 155lb, slightly overweight body with big droopy D-cup breasts as, “Perfect!”  His incessant need to fuck his mistress proved his infatuation with the very responsive sexual creature.  The other chair was empty at the moment.

The seat to his left was reserved for the American Federal Livestock Commissioner, the Honorable Jorden Schroeder.  The tall, slim 43-year-old, also a bachelor, was comfortable with his wide-ranging responsibilities and lounged comfortably in his massive black leather upholstered chair.

Opposite Jorden, to the right of Rudi Steele, was the Mexican State Slave Commissioner, Señor Jorge Hurtado.  Like the other two commissioners, he sat stoically with a stern look on his face while waiting for the proceedings to begin.  Due to his secretive and highly private life, his marital status was unknown to Marli or anyone else present at the meeting.

A much longer table was along the right-side wall from the view of the front table.  It was the American NLEC delegation.  Mistress Marli Rhodes was very surprised at the composition of the NLEC representatives as she read their names and positions on the name placards.  At the end nearest the commissioners was a huge and muscular black man she judged at mid-to-late-30s and at least 6’6” tall.  “His name placard identifies him as Mr. Tyreece (Tye) Schaefer, NLEC CEO and Master of Slaves.” she told herself.  “I’ve heard rumors of the recent reorganization of leadership at NLEC and its Board of Directors.  The last Master of Slaves was Sergei Kozlov.”

Beside Master Schaefer was a very young redhead that Marli knew with absolute clarity was still in her teens.  “A Miss. Tiffany and she’s dressed in expensive-looking resort wear?  No last name?  How can such a young person be the NLEC Chief of Staff & Director of Operations?  And why is she holding the leash of another woman sitting beside her wearing a Black Slave Collar?”  Marli quickly looked at that next woman at the table at the end of Miss. Tiffany’s leash, a redhead.  “A Miss. Ginger (Magenta) NLEC Apprentice Slave Mistress?” she wondered.  “She’s only 20 or 21 and also wearing a Black Collar.  What is going on with enslaved NLEC senior staff?”  She compared Ginger’s (Magenta) austere and rather ugly grey outfit to the gorgeous resort-wear worn by Miss. Tiffany.  “So messed up,” she muttered.

“I’ve been taught to treat any collared slave as just that, … meat, … livestock as the Americans refer to slaves, … but never as actual women.  How do I react to slaves with a high-level position of responsibility in a slaving operation?”

She looked to the next person and saw a handsome mid-aged man with salt and pepper hair.  “He’s tall too, … a big man,” she thought with appreciation.  “A Mr. Raymond Baxter on the NLEC Board of Directors.”  She looked to the woman next to him and wasn’t surprised to see that she also wore a Black Slave Collar and a new looking resort outfit.  Mr.  Baxter held the other end of the slave’s leash.  “Mrs. Powers Baxter (Princess / Pink), principal NLEC Investor.  Huh?  The rich woman who put up most of the cash to build the famous NLEC is also a slave with two slave names?  What is going on with these American women?”

She looked to the last woman at the table.  Like Miss. Tiffany, this woman was dressed in expensive business attire.   “A plump blonde, not especially pretty, and mid-40s,” she thought and then read the name placard.  “Yet another lawyer!” she scoffed. “And one also with a slave name but at least not wearing a collar.  Miss Alaya Farrington (Buttons), a Partner in some law firm.  Looks to me like a snotty stuck up bitch.  She’s the one needing a collar again to wipe that sneer of entitlement off her face.”

The table facing the NLEC team held a varied assortment of local and American law enforcement and security.  First were two uniformed officers from KPCN, the Korps Politie Caribisch Nederland and next to them was an American FBI agent.   “Special Agent in Charge Kayne Lawson,” Marli read with amusement.  “No slave of his own,” she thought snidely. “Odd since most of the Americans seem to have enslaved their female coworkers.”

She observed that seated next to the FBI agent was a Mr. Vincenzo (Vinny) Ponce, Lead Security Specialist for Mrs. Powers Baxter.  Marli hardly paid the bulky ex-Airborne Ranger any attention.  She was interested in the two women beside him.  “Ahh,” she muttered and then went silent as she recognized the names, a Miss. Kathi Vincent and a Miss. Cindy Lowery.  “The ex-US Marshals,” she told herself.  “A mid-20s blonde and a mid-30s black woman.  Oh, yes, a couple of nasty women indeed.  I’ve read the blogs from prisoners complaining about these demented bitches while doing my research on NLEC staff.  Looks like they quit their jobs just before they would have faced an internal misconduct panel.  With such a bad reputation, how did they get hired by the NLEC?”

She scanned across the rear of the room which was filled with spectators.  “Lots of press,” she smirked and then honed in on the front-center row of the public gallery. 

“Is that, … the famous billionaire playboy?” Marli asked herself with shock.   “Yes, … it’s Sheikh, … Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari.  And he’s sitting next to a beautiful blonde with a gold collar and an emerald pendant.”  Finally it clicked in her head.  “His supposed fiance is a black-haired world famous model.  Who is the blonde he’s sitting with?” 

Before Mistress Marli Rhodes could solve the questions of why a famous Sheikh was here and who the blonde hanging on his arm was, she saw that the Netherlands Regional Slave Commissioner was nodding toward her.  She quickly slipped around the tables and took the empty chair behind him and sat down next to her friend, his assistant.

Rudi Steele stood up and cleared his voice with a growl.  “I believe we have all the interested parties present.  I thank all of you for coming to this hearing.”  He paused and turned to the two KPCN officers.  “Officers will you please bring in our two alleged criminals.”

The two officers quickly stood up and left the room.  Just moments later, they each led in a prisoner.

As soon as Miss. Alaya Farrington (Buttons), lawyer and long-time friend to Mariana Powers saw the state of Mariana’s lover, she shot up and yelled, “Objection, Commissioner Steele, my client is already being treated like a criminal and that is extremely prejudicial!”

Everyone in the room had already turned to look at Lori and Esmeralda.  Marli had arranged for a beautician to return each woman’s hair to their natural color.  Lori, restored to being a blonde but with oddly Hispanic makeup still tattooed on her face, wore a Black Slave Collar, a black leather head harness with a black ball gag, a two-piece prisoner outfit with wide, alternating horizontal bands of orange and black, a waist chain with her wrist cuffs secured to the chain at each hip, ankle cuffs with a short hobble chain between them, and hospital style slippers.  Her face was flushed red with humiliation at the unexpected sight of a room full of friends and acquaintances.

Rudi stared pointedly at Alaya.  He held up a thin folder and formally stated, “Miss. Farrington, from this report I understand that you are a lawyer and you’ve already been held in contempt in a similar hearing.  Given your status as a trained and licensed lawyer, you will restrict any and all comments unless you wish to be referred to as Buttons during a two-week, all expense paid stay at one of our slave work farms.  And that is after a summary whipping of 25 strokes and entry into The Netherlands Slave Database.”

Alaya gulped and collapsed down to her seat.  Her pale face showed everyone the sheer terror she felt at the thought of the being whipped, collared, and held for weeks at a slave work farm.

The Dutch Regional Slave Commissioner nodded when she sat down quietly and continued, “At this point in time, this hearing is totally focused on the apparent illegal actions of two slaves.”  When Alaya held up her hand to make a comment, Rudi ignored her and continued speaking without pause, “My Mexican counterpart has previously provided me copies of the real Esmeralda’s original enslavement order as well as the voluntary enslavement form from Miss. Neville’s request to switch places with Esmeralda for a short, fixed period of time.  With those documents, … I rule that this situation is clearly in my court’s purview to determine the future of the two slaves based on a determination of what crimes they have perpetrated.”  He set the two file folders with those documents on the table beside him.

“Does my American counterpart agree with that finding?” Commissioner Steele asked.

“Yes, Commissioner,” Jorden Schroeder responded.  “They are slaves and you have the authority to determine their fate if found guilty of any crimes.”

The Powers family lawyer dropped her hand reluctantly and kept from making a comment.

“Commissioner Hurtado, do you have any evidence to present?” Commissioner Steele asked.

Jorge Hurtado nodded and handed a folder to Commissioner Steele.  “Yes, Commissioner,” Jorge started with a sad tone to his voice, “I have here statements that confirm that the real slave Esmeralda stole moneys from the free woman Miss. Lori Neville and transferred some of those funds to certain corrupt officials who created documents that illegally converted slave Esmeralda to Miss. Lori Neville and Miss. Neville to slave Esmeralda; permanently switching identities.  For those crimes, Mexico demands her extradition so that she can face appropriate punishment.”

Nobody in the room reacted as this development was known to all.

“I also have confessions and documents from our newest Board Certified Slave Mistress, Mistress Marli Rhodes,” Commissioner Steele continued, “that confirm the illegal theft of large sums of monies, … some of which were then transferred to Mexican individuals.  She has also provided transcripts of confessions, certified true by the KPCN, the Korps Politie Caribisch Nederland, that outline the entire evil plans of slave Esmeralda and of Miss. Lori Neville.”

“Those documents prove that Miss. Neville stole funds from Master Sergei Kozlov and from Mrs. Mariana Powers,” Commissioner Hurtado interjected.  “Miss. Neville then attacked Master Kozlov, causing injury that resulted in his death.  For this, Mexico demands Miss. Neville’s extradition to Mexico to face punishment for those heinous crimes.”

“And have those corrupt officials been punished because I see that the names and positions are redacted in these documents?”

“Yes, Commissioner,” Commissioner Jorge Hurtado lied convincingly, “they’ve all been punished and lost their licenses.  I repeat that Mexico requests the extradition of both slave Esmeralda and Miss. Neville.”

Marli saw the beautiful blonde sitting beside the good looking billionaire raise her hand with a question.

“Yes, Miss.?” Commissioner Steele asked.

“Commissioners, a couple of legal points to consider that greatly complicate any ruling during this hearing,” Angelica Crosby, now slave Bunni, spoke up.  “Miss. Neville no longer exists and thus is not available for extradition anywhere.  Further, it could be proposed that slave Esmeralda did not commit any crimes while wearing a slave collar.  Instead, she acted as a free woman with state issued identity papers matching that free status.”

His Highness stood up beside Bunni.  “Given these complications, and to limit legal appeals for the illegal actions of free persons versus slaves, let me simplify your decision Commissioner.   There is the vilest of whorehouses lamentably nearby one of my palaces.  For a donation to the state of $20,000 per slave, I can take both of them off your hands and promise a horrible and short life serving the sexual needs of the lowest, degenerate members of my country.”

Having spent the day prior visiting slaver establishments with His Highness and already having discussed disposition of the slaves in question, Commissioner Steele nodded and responded, “Yes, very generous.  Simply transferring ownership to His Highness for rapid removal from the islands and an immediate beginning of their punishment may indeed be the best recourse to resolve this situation.”

There were murmurs within the audience and the American delegation questioning the decision, but Commissioner Schroeder nodded and stated, “That meets the American sense of punishment.”

Commissioner Hurtado also grunted with a fake theatrical frown.  “I also agree.”  Inwardly, he was more than happy to not have their extradition open up public discussion at home regarding who the ‘corrupt’ officials were.

Commissioner Steele nodded and tapped his gavel on its wood stand.  “So be it.  The titles of both slaves shall be transferred to Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari.  Next, we’ll move on to the topic of recovered funds.”  After a pause, Commissioner Steele took a folder from Mistress Marli Rhodes.   He held the folder up and stated, “Thanks to Mistress Marli Rhodes, the following known transactions occurred and have been confirmed by The Treasury.”

“We now know that Mrs. Mariana Powers had $12M of her funds stolen by Esmeralda who paid out $500,000 in bribes to those corrupt officials and business in order to switch identifies and escape from Mexico.  Additionally, $4M in funds from Master Sergei Kozlov were recovered.  Also, $15,000 was recovered from a hiding spot at a Mexican resort and have also been deposited with The Treasury.”

Marli handed forward a large poster board with figures boldly written across the board.

“The Netherlands Treasury has determined that:

◦       30% of all recovered funds ($4,804,500) will be credited in equal amounts to Mistress Marli and to the Dutch Treasury

◦       70% of Mrs. Mariana Power’s recovered funds ($8,400,000) will be returned in equal amounts to NLEC and to Mrs. Mariana Power’s current husband

◦       70% of Master Sergei Kozlov’s recovered funds ($2,810,500) will be returned to NLEC

Mistress Marli sighed in relief.  “My share is tax free and will be $2,402,250.  I will be able to buy the estate after all.”

The American Federal Livestock Commissioner, the Honorable Jorden Schroeder then spoke up.  “The confessions produced by Mistress Marli have fortunately uncovered other crimes that must be addressed.”  The slim 43-year-old pointed to the table with the law enforcement representatives.   “I would like FBI Counter-Terrorism Special Agent in Charge, Kayne Lawson, to continue with the evidence of these crimes.”

Kayne stood up and presented another folder to the Commissioners.  “Thanks again to Mistress Marli for discovering the identity of the head of a terrorist cell responsible for the deadly attack on a police station in central Philadelphia.  The FBI will assign Mistress Marli the $2M reward for the identification and capture of this top ten most wanted suspect, Mrs. Mariana Powers.  The FBI formally requests extradition of that person to face judgement for her crimes.”

Mariana Powers fainted in shock at this announcement.  The news media quickly shifted their cameras to focus on the terrorist.

“I repeat the earlier comment,” Raymond Baxters voice rang out loudly as he stood up.  “There no longer exists a person named Mariana Powers that perpetuated that terrorist act.  I own the title to the Human Rights of a slave known as Princess or Pink.  Collared or not, I am willing to certify that slave will never have its Human Rights restored.”

Commissioner Steele, nodded, tapped his gavel lightly and announced, “I agree that Princess or Pink will remain owned by Mr. Baxter with the proviso that he formally certify in writing that Mrs. Mariana Powers will never have her Human Rights restored.  Mr. Baxter agrees to the loss of his own Human Rights should he default on that certification.”

“I will do so,” Raymond quickly asserted and then sat down quickly before anyone could change their mind.

Kayne’s face turned beet red in anger.  He barely constrained himself at the loss of a criminal to prosecute in the United States.  He stood up and interjected in a tense voice, “Commissioners, Slave Princess, also known as Pink, has recently been the slutty upstairs maid in the estate mansion and directly supervised by Ellen Simmons, the Powers Mansion Head Housekeeper.  I demand that Mr. Baxter formalize the slave as estate property subordinate in all ways to the position of Head Housekeeper rather than to himself.  This will ensure that this isn’t some kind of sham by Mr. Baxter to coddle a personal slut of a slave while letting his wife escape justice.”

Raymond now became furious at losing direct control of his part-time slave and part-time wife.  He quickly realized it was probably fruitless to protest too strongly.  “Commissioners, that slave is my valuable property.  I should be that one to decide her daily chores.”

Master Tyreece Schaefer now stood up with the hope of profiting from this debate.  “Mr. Baxter recently hired a Black Collar slave named Thumper at great expense.  That slave is also known as Blue.  Knowing his keen interest in keeping that upstairs sexy maid as companion to slave Princess / Pink, we’ll sell her to the Powers Estate for $100,000 with the exact same restrictions stipulated for the slave known as Princess/Pink.”

Mariana gripped Raymond’s hand in a fierce grip.  “Do it!” she demanded in a whisper.

Raymond almost refused at the effrontery of his slave demanding his action and then thought of the advantages of having both potential heirs to the estate permanently enslaved as property of that that same estate.  He nodded and said, “Done!  However, I’ll pay the same rate established by His Highness, $20,000.  Both bitches will become estate property under the full and direct supervision of the Head Housekeeper.”

Somewhat mollified at punishing Mr. Baxter for keeping him from prosecuting his prisoner, the FBI agent once again stood up.  “Commissioners, somewhat reluctantly, I accept that proposed resolution.  However, there still remains other criminal acts uncovered by Mistress Marli.  Her investigative skills are well proven by what we’ve already discussed.  Know that she continued her investigation into other NLEC personalities using a technique of reverse image searches.”

Marli stood up at the same time as the two KPCN investigators. She held up yet another file folder.  “Commissioners, this folder represents the results of my continued research into NLEC.”  The young Mistress made a hand motion and each of the KPCN officers fired tasers from behind into the exposed necks of the two women falsely known to NLEC as Kathi Vincent and Cindy Lowery.

“These two women were federal prisoners sentenced to slavery for life,” Marli continued in a loud voice to overcome the mummers of the public and media.  “The two real US Marshals were in the process of physically and sexually abusing their prisoners when they were physically overcome.  The two real prisoners, Jennie Floyd and Sharon Waller, then exchanged places with the disgraced Marshals who were processed into slavery by NLEC.” 

“Order, order,” Commissioner Steele announced loudly along with the bang of his gavel.  When order was restored, he continued, “My fellow commissioners and Agent Lawson were briefed earlier on this development and jointly agree that the two escaped prisoners and the two disgraced US Marshals should be sold to Sheikh Mohammed for service at the whorehouse he mentioned with the horrid operating conditions.  Further, the fake US Marshals should be processed in a manner identical to that of the real Marshals, Blossom and Sapphire.”   After a pause with no noted exceptions or comments, he continued, “I also understand that the new Black Collar slaves in question will be renamed Glitter (Jennie Floyd) and Trixie (Sharon Waller).

“Of course, the Sheikh announced, “I’ll pay the same amount, $20,000 each.  I understand the two real US Marshals are already on their way here via slave transport?”

“Yes,” Commissioner Steele replied with a grin, “you will be able to have all four of these bitches in hand this very afternoon.”

Master Schaefer, Black Master, shook his head in disgust and interjected, “I’m sure losing a lot of prime stock today.  That’s seven prime cunts, Bunni, Princess, Thumper, Blossom, Sapphire, Glitter, and Trixie.”

Commissioner Steele raised his eyebrows at Tye Schaefer’s comment.  “Master Black,” he admonished, “you shouldn’t falsely complain.  After all, you’re getting $20,000 for each of five slaves you’ve lost today.  The Sheikh already paid NLEC a hefty $200,000 for Bunni and Princess was already owned by Mr. Baxter.  Plus, we all know how successful you were yesterday at purchasing local replacement stock at bargain prices.”

Tye shook his shoulders in embarrassment.  “I withdraw my complaint,” he said sheepishly.

“Don’t forget, Tye,” The US Federal Livestock Commissioner, Jorden Schroeder further admonished Master Black, “I’ve already signed permission for NLEC to return to the US with fifteen slaves to more than make up for any NLEC losses in stock.”

“This hearing is concluded,” Commissioner Steele announced with a bang of his gavel.

Miss. Alaya Farrington, secret lover and co-conspirator with Mariana acting against passage of The Act, fainted.  After the previous drama, the plump lawyer was waiting to be identified as a terrorist and murderer.  She’d been visualizing her own future as a sex slave in the whorehouse described by the Sheikh.   “Will Mariana somehow sell me out?” she wondered.  The question would haunt her as she resumed her position as legal advisor to the Powers estate.


49.  Aftermath

Angelica was more than a bit dazzled by the events of the hearing and grabbed tightly to the arm of the man who, she knew, conspired with Master Kozlov and Master Black to plunge her on a downward spiral into full-time Black Collar slavery.  “Bastard!  You’ve been setting this up for months!” she hissed in his ear as they walked from the room used for the hearing.

His Highness reached over with his free hand and softly patted Angelica’s arm.  “Dear,” he whispered back, “to be truthful, you were actually only a contingency and the $100,000 down payment on a ‘right to purchase’ turned out to be the best pathway forward for me so I took possession.”  He stopped and diverted Angelica toward a pathway through the gardens.

The Sheikh’s security chief, Asad, quickly scurried ahead down the path and a female security guard followed between them.

After walking in silence through the gardens, Mohammed guided Angelica to a bench set just off the garden path.  He stood in front of her.  “Your past is now behind you and you are Bunni, my very public primary love interest and a suitable mystery to keep the press and my social media followers interested.”

“You want an unknown, unidentified slave as your public mistress?” she asked.

Mohammed shrugged.  “Since I now legally own you, … yes, … and, you will do exactly as I request.”  After a moment, he added, “Months ago I was uncertain about restoring my father’s Harem and Bagnio.  Do you understand how a Harem works or how a Bagnio works, Bunni?”

Angelica was becoming confused, “No, Master, I really don’t know how a Harem works.  It’s a lot of women captives owned by a Sultan?”

Mohammed shrugged again and smiled.  “Yes, every woman in a Harem or a Bagnio is owned.  The difference is that a Harem is comprised of women who the owner will never share sexually.  A Bagnio includes purchased slaves and women donated by powerful men needing favors.  Those donated females can include daughters and even the lesser wives of those men.  Women in a Bagnio are shared as best befits their owner.”

Angelica gasped.  “And, … your plans for me?  The Harem or the Bagnio?”

His Highness continued without answering Bunni’s question.  “As Sheikh, I have decided to establish my own style of Harem.  Basically, it will be the same closed, restricted access, area of my late father’s palace.  It will ultimately have a number of women with no general access by any man save myself.  As I said, all are, of course, owned property, … slaves.  The lowest members are the attendants who do the menial chores in the Harem.  Next are the Odalisques who are Harem members that have not yet spent the night with their owner.  Once a woman spends the night with their owner and gets a favorable review, they become Concubines and are sometimes eligible to bear his children.   Next in the hierarchy are favorites (Ikbals) and lastly, favorite wives (Kadins).”  He smiled again.  “I am, of course, single and both my parents and grandparents are dead.”

He looked directly at Angelica’s eyes.  “You will be my Ikbal, my most favored Concubine,” he declared, “with privileges overseeing almost every woman in the Harem.”  At her look of confusion, he added, “Don’t worry, the main wielder of power and protocol in the Harem is the ‘Sultan’s Mother’ or “Sultana Valide’.”

“But your mother is deceased, … Master,” Angelica said.  She was even more confused than ever.

“True,” the Sheikh replied with a smirk, “But, I found a rather youthful and still very attractive American blonde who entered into a five-year enslavement contract to become my Sultana Valide.  She’ll be well paid since I intentionally recruited her.”

“I bet she has big tits too, … Master,” Angelica hissed in contempt.

He again shrugged with no sign of remorse.  “She is what you might call a MILF, a Mother I’d Like to Fuck.  She is being well-paid and looks forward to keeping tight control of the deviant bitches in the Harem.  She has a rather strong hatred of sluts and whores.”

Angelica grimaced at the thought of her harsh mother having that sort of control over her life.   “I left home as soon as I could.  Father abandoned us as soon as he found out mom was pregnant.  She was always far too obsessive in micro-controlling my life in high school.  Thankfully, she’s out of the picture.”

“The Sultana Valide will have a female superintendent, the Kyahya Khatun, who will wield the whip, crop, or cane in any discipline in the Harem.   She will likely give you an introductory caning to ensure you carefully follow the rules of the Harem beginning from the very first day.”

Angelica shivered at the thought of being caned.  “Master, I understand that you purchased slaves yesterday and you also gained more slaves today,” Angelica wondered.  “What is their status between the Harem, Bagnio, and that horrid whorehouse?”

His Highness grinned.  “My Harem now has seven slaves: a Sultana Valide, a Kyahya Khatun, Bunni the Ikbal, who is my most favored Concubine, and three Odalisques, a blonde, a redhead, and a brunette.  There’s also your personal attendant, Nova, who I purchased today from the resort.”

Angelica grunted at the thought of having to compete with three other slaves for her Master’s attention.

Ignoring her sour look, Mohammed continued, “For allocating favors to my friends, the Bagnio has a slut slave of a veterinarian named Teef, four newly purchased slaves for general sexual use, and a bondage, masochist bitch named Kutta.”

“And that whorehouse?

“Hmmm,” Mohammed mused, “no new purchases beyond the six sluts I got today from the NLEC.  There’s Luscious, Esmeralda, Blossom, Sapphire, Glitter, and Trixie.  That’s plenty of new stock for the whorehouse to draw in more paying customers.”

**********

While the Sheikh was schooling Angelica on his plans for the Harem, the Bagnio, and the whorehouse, Doctor Hanneke Jansen was being assisted by Nova at the Vet clinic.  The 31-year-old veterinarian was preparing the six candidates for the whorehouse.  She’d just finished doing the minor devoicing surgery on Glitter (Jennie Floyd) and Trixie (Sharon Waller).  Nova had already shaved every bit of body hair off the two newly converted slaves.  She showed surprising skill placing the necessary body piercings and tattoos under the Doctor’s supervision.

Luscious, Esmeralda, Blossom, and Sapphire simply received the Sheikh’s ownership tattoos as well as the whorehouse tattoo.

The four slaves purchased for the Bagnio were currently locked up in the resort kennels.  They would soon be linked up with the soon-to-be-enslaved veterinarian, Teef, and the fiance, Kutta, who turned against the Sheikh.  All six would be processed with simple ownership tattoos and shipped directly to the Sheikh’s palace.  Teef would be very surprised at being illegally kidnapped and enslaved.  The Sheikh was looking forward to personally breaking in the greedy bitch.

The Master of Girls for the Bagnio (Kızlar Ağası) was at the palace getting the Harem and Bagnio ready for occupancy.  Trusted as the number three key leader under the Sheikh, he could approach the Sultan at any time and was the only other man who could enter the Harem.  He was not castrated.

*********

Asad and the female security guard were waiting outside the entry to the Royal Suite.

Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari stopped near his security team and reached over to take Angelica’s hand off his arm.  “Bunni,” he explained, “you will now meet all the slaves of the Harem.  To keep things on an even keel with the others, you are to strip down to just your heels.  The new slaves are totally naked and in fairly comfortable bondage.”

Angelica paused and tried to understand what kind of game Mohammed was playing.  At his harsh look, Angelica looked to Asad and the other female and saw no compassion.  She reached up to unbutton her blouse and pull it out of her skirt.  Soon, she was naked and shivering in the cold vestibule outside the Royal Suite.

The female came up behind her, gripped her wrists, and brought them behind her back.  “I’m Amira Joseph,” the woman explained as she wrapped bondage cord around her wrists, “and I heard His Highness explain my role in the Harem.  As he told you, I’m a slave with the primary position of Kyahya Khatun, the person who executes penalties in the Harem awarded by the Sheikh or his Sultana.  In just a few minutes, I’m going to be giving you the traditional introductory caning.”

Angelica grunted as her elbows were then gripped and yanked backward.  Amira skillfully bound her elbows.  Her big DDs were thrust forward when her touching elbows pushed her chest outward.  Before she could protest the painful cords on her wrists and elbows, Asad thrust a fat red ballgag in her mouth and buckled the strap tightly behind her head.

“Hmmmph!” was her protest when Amira snapped a steel leash to her collar.  The penthouse door opened and Amira tugged her into the entry.

“Eiiii!” Angelica cried as a riding crop unexpectedly struck her rump.

“Kneel before your Sultana!” Asad shouted as he swung the crop once again.

“Eiiii!” Angelica again shrieked.  She fell forward to her knees and her naked breasts thumped down to the cold tile floor.  Inches from her eyes were a pair of sensible open toe 3-inch tall black high heels.

“Kiss your Sultana Valide’s toes,” Asad commanded.

Moaning from the painful blows, Angelica rubbed her ballgag against the woman’s exposed toes.  The move left behind a shiny scum of drool.

“Get up you stupid bitch!” a female voice demanded.

Asad grabbed her bound elbows and yanked her upward.

When Angelica’s tear-filled eyes could focus again, she shrieked at the sight before her, “Hom!” 

Mohammed laughed at the surprised look on Bunni’s face when she recognized her mom as the Sultana Valide.”

“Eiiii!” Angelica cried as her mother hit her across the face with a forceful slap.

“I finally get to see my whore of a daughter after all these years,” her mom yelled and hit her across the face again.

“Hop!” Angelica yelled to get her mother to stop.

“His Highness showed me the video clips of you whoring yourself and the deviant sex you initiated in that limousine along with your begging promise to self-enslave to Master Sergei’s slaves.  I also saw the video where you again offered to become the a slutty prostitute of a Merry Maid and let Master Sergei fuck you to seal the deal.

“Hmmph!” Angelica tried to protest the twisted way facts were being presented.  “They’re doing it again!” she cried to herself.  “Hits hot hre!” she tried to explain in the gag.  Her ‘its not true’ was unintelligible unless you knew gagspeak.

“I saw you as ‘Bunni’ the strumpet, … again whoring yourself in a strip club along with a much younger co-worker.  You somehow ended up trussed up like the slave you aspire to be while ‘rescuing’ those college girls.  Hah!”

“Then His Highness showed me video where you wistfully watched the conversion of those two sluts Pink and Blue,” she continued in an angry voice.  It was clear you wanted to be in their shoes, … and what happened?  You quickly became Violet and whored yourself beside them in the mansion.”

“Hoooo!” Angelica complained.  She was shattered to undergo the same false accusations.

Her mother gave her another scornful look and she turned to Amira and then back to her daughter.

“In public, Bunni,” her mother explained, “Amira here will act as your best friend while also being your personal bodyguard.  In the Harem, she will harshly ensure you meet all your scheduled obligations.  Lastly, she is my Kyahya Khatun, the agent responsible for punishments in the Harem.”

She turned again to Amira, “Take this slut to the master suite and blister her ass with a cane so she knows that she is my subordinate in the Harem.”

Weeping, Angelica tottered after Amira.  On the way, she passed a blonde, a redhead, and a brunette laying face down and naked on the carpeted living room floor.  Mohammed had described them as college girls enslaved while on vacation when they were caught buying party drugs for their much larger vacation group.  Their hair was tied in ponytails, exposing their red, tear-streaked faces and they had red welts criss-crossed over their butts and the upper backside of their thighs.  Cuffs locked their ankles together and their wrists behind their backs.

Amira yanked on the leash and Angelica stumbled past the women and they entered the master suite.  Amira pushed Angelica face down on the king-size bed and almost immediately, Angelica heard a whistling sound and pain exploded on her ass as the blow from a 42-inch cane struck her ass.

“Eiiii!” she cried.

“That’s one!” Amira pronounced, “nineteen to go!”

**********

An hour later, Amira and Nova dragged Angelica’s body to the living room and arranged her alongside the three college girls.  Nova then prostrated herself beside the other Harem slaves.  Amira slipped a ring gag into Nova’s mouth and cuffed her the same as the other four.  Amira then draped a comforter from a guest bed over the very distraught women.  Amira left the living room to catch up on security matters.

Sheikh Mohammed Bin Ahmad Al Muhari sat on the couch in the dimly lit living room and admired the blanket-covered shapes of his newest acquisitions.  Nancy Crosby, Angelica’s mother was cuddled up closely against his side.

“You named me a MILF, Mohammed,” Nancy giggled at the Sheikh from her position leaning comfortably against him on the couch.  She took a rather large gulp of red wine from the goblet in her hand.

The 29-year-old playboy leaned over and gently kissed his Sultana Valide on the lips.  “The key word in that phrase is of course, … fuck,” he claimed with confidence.

Nancy blushed at the thought.  It had been more than ten years since a man had touched her intimately.  The age difference of her first lover made him legally a rapist and his too eager lack of skill left her pregnant that very first time leaving only a memory of awkwardness, pain, and no orgasm.   The few encounters that followed were equally unsatisfactory.

Angelica had a perfect view of the couch and she wriggled about in anger when she heard her domineering mother moan like a schoolgirl as she was gently kissed by Mohammed.

“Oh!” Nancy gasped as the Sheikh expertly twisted a very sensitive nipple, bringing it to full erection after his hand slipped stealthily under her blouse, ran across the still tight belly of the older woman, and dipped inside the cup of her DD bra.  “Mohammed, your lawyers warned me that you were like a lecherous goat,” she said with a gasp as she tried to lean away to slow down her contractural submission. “I took this job to try and correct my wayward daughter.  I’ll just have to bear the sex.”

Unexpectedly for Nancy, very pleasant heat from the fingertips touching her nipples seemed electrifying.  She moaned and leaned back into the Sheikh’s hands which spread out into each hand taking full possession of her breasts.  “Oh, … oh, … they said you’d have me spreading my legs and welcoming your prick like a mindless teenager.”

“Hmmm,” Mohammed whispered back, “you are every bit as sexy as I imagined.  The photos from the lawyers were very explicit and showed you were a true blonde.”

“Ahhh!” Nancy moaned as his other hand slipped up under her dress and his middle finger dredged through her weeping slit.  “I was barely getting by on a crappy job waitressing.  Still, … I can’t believe I let them take those naked pictures so I could apply for this job.”  She started to wriggle about from the fingers exploring her most erogenous zones.  “Eiiii!  So good!” she exclaimed as his hand cupped her pubic mound and that middle finger dipped deep inside her liquid core and then wriggled about.  “And I called Angelica a slut,” she whimpered.  “They said you’d fuck me brainless.  How can I compete with those young girls?”

Mohammed jammed his middle finger more harshly into her core and his thumb rolled around her slippery pearl.  “You compete, my bitch, by letting me take control of your body, … your orgasms, … your soul.”

Nancy felt the growth of her first orgasm as his knowledgable foreplay released increasingly strong nerve response that seemed to touch something deep in her belly.  “Oh, my God!” she grunted.  “That’s, … that’s wonderful, … please keep doing that!”  Angelica’s mother felt sensations she’d long hoped for and resigned herself to never to experience the ecstasy that so many women had lied about receiving during sex.  Abruptly, she leaned back away from Mohammed, yanked her skirt up over her waist, raised her ass up off the couch cushion, and tugged her panties down to her angles.  She freed one ankle of the lingerie now damp from her secretions.  Feeling a bit like the whore she accused her daughter of being, she pulled the Sheikh onto her front and she grabbed for his belt.  “Please,” she begged.

“Time to get your first real fucking?” Mohammed teased the 43-year-old.  He didn’t wait for an answer but moved her hands away from his pants, unzipped himself, fisted his 10-inch cock once or twice, and then probed the fat glans of his cock around her pussy in a search for the entrance to the woman’s sacred pleasure cave.

Nancy grunted as Mohammed’s cock punched all they way to her cervix in one relentless spiraling plunge.  “So good!” she moaned as her legs reflexively wrapped around his muscular back and her heels tried without success to deepen his strokes into her cunt.  “So deep, … oh so big,” she moaned.  “I never dreamed it could feel so good.  I’ve missed this my whole life?”

Angelica felt a wave of extreme jealousy at the sight of her owner and recent lover sexually devastating her mother with obvious rolling orgasms.  Up on the couch, Mohammed’s ass jack-hammered into her mother as she wailed out yet another orgasm.  Her legs continued to flail about as he drilled deeply into her sloppy hole and his fat stalk massaged every bit of her pussy.

In their frantic coupling, the Sheikh and her mother slipped off the couch and slammed on the carpet just inches away from Angelica’s bound position.  Angelica had a view from only inches away as the muscular Sheikh slipped his hands under his limp mother’s knees and raised them upward to her ears.  Angelica couldn’t believe how wide the Sheikh’s cock looked where it was plugged into her mother’s sex.  White rivulets of cum and female lubrication drooled around the 10-inch monster of a cock even as her mother’s vaginal lips spasmed in the final moments of her latest orgasm.

Now with her mother’s butt rolled upward, Mohammed’s still erect dick drilled down vertically into her vagina.  The position on her back with knees forced up to her ears left her unable to move or to control her sexing.  Nancy was reduced to muttering words of nonsense as the fat pistoning cock short-circuited her brain cells.  Unable to move, she was reduced to what was essentially a warm and tight meat puppet for his use.

After long minutes of skillful fucking that forced his newest fuck doll to experience multiple nearly overpowering orgasms, Mohammed rolled off the insensate mother.  Gasping a bit and his heart still racing from the exhilarating fuck he’d thrown into the previously reserved and staid woman, he beckoned Amira over.

Amira had returned to watch in amazement as the older woman was sexually devastated.

“Amira, free Nova and get her started cleaning up my new bitch! Shave everything off her hairy twat and pack her ass with plenty of lube, I plan on popping her anal cherry tonight.   Amira, put the gold collar on her with a diamond pendant so everyone can see that she’s the Sultana and ranks above Bunni.  Needle a ‘MILF’ tattoo above her cunt and put my logo on her ass.”  He paused to catch his breath and added, “Amira, also, … cane her the same as Bunni and have her brought to my bed with wrists cuffed to ankles.  Put our largest ring gag in her mouth.  I plan on finishing the night in each of her last two, least used pleasure holes.”

Angelica, watched Nova and Amira manhandle her limp and comatose mother toward the bathroom in the master suite.  Moments later, she smiled as her mother exclaimed a loud, “What?  What are you doing?  Eiiii!” followed by the first loud splat of the cane on her ass.

“You’re his bitch!” Amira yelled as she gave the second stroke of the cane.  “Accept him as your Master, … he owns your soul.  Shame on you!  Never again call him by his first name!  Twenty more to go before you formally submit as his slave.”

After screams for mercy and the subsequent splat of more strokes of the cane, Angelica heard Amira announce, “He’s a mother-fucker and you’re his whore!  Repeat it or suffer more strokes.”

“Oh, my God!” Nancy groaned and then raised her voice, “It hurts so much!  Yes, … yes, he’s my Master, … he’s a mother-fucker, … and, … I’m his slut, … his whore!”

“Now hold still while Nova shaves that forest off your nasty twat,” Amira commanded loudly.

Nancy’s protests became muffled and Angelica knew from the sounds that a ring gag was now stretching her mother’s jaw painfully wide open.

“I’m Bunni,” Angelica told herself, “and he’s my Master, … he’s a mother-fucker, … and, … I’m his slut!”

As she drifted off to sleep, Bunni had a fleeting moment wondering how much easier life would be with her mother once she was forced to accept that she had become one of Master’s willing cum dumpsters, just like her daughter.  “Will she routinely give up her ass to satisfy the Sheikh’s lusts?” as she wondered at the irony of her mother’s plight.  Then, she tried to imagine life competing with the other beautiful concubines in Master’s palace Harem.  More importantly, she wondered when he’d fuck her again.

To be continued, ……….
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