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Slaves for Life

Monday and Tuesday passed without incident, we cooked cleaned and fucked our Master on demand.  On Wednesday it was 3 weeks (shit, just 3 weeks?) since my boyfriend enslaved me.  I had meant it to be for just one night, or once in a while.  But I loved the feeling of the collar on my neck, what it meant, how people perceived me (or how I thought people perceived me).  And I loved, really loved fucking Kirsty, my best friend and flat mate.

On Wednesday morning Kirsty and I awoke as normal.  Josh was lying in the middle of the bed, on his side, facing me.  I checked the clock and watched it.  The alarm would go at 7:30am.  With 10 minutes to go I slipped down the bed, I could hear Kirsty doing the same.  I opened my mouth and took Josh’s flaccid cock into my mouth and sucked gently.  On the other side I could hear Kirsty, she was gently licking our master’s ass.

Soon the alarm sounded, Josh yelled to Alexa and turned it off.  He was awake and his cock started to grow in my mouth.  Josh didn’t move or issue any orders, he just left his slaves to their work.  Soon his fat cock was at full length and I was gagging on it, forcing my head down until he hit the back of my throat.  I’d gag and splutter – I knew that Josh liked to think that he was too big for my mouth. 

I cupped his balls in my hand, loving the way that they contracted and pulsed as he got close to cumming.  It never took Josh long in the morning.  He placed a hand on my head, really forcing me down.  I gagged hard, struggling not to puke, my suffering pushed him over the edge.  I heard him grunt, felt his balls twitch and knew he was about to cum.  Milliseconds later my mouth was full of hot sticky cum.  I heard him shout “fuck!”

Josh continued to make me gag even after he’d finished cumming, it felt like ages before he released his vice like grip on my head.  When he let go of me I worked my way back up the bed, I could hear Kirsty on the other side.  Josh rolled onto his back and put his arms out onto the bed.  We snuggled into our master as he pulled us close, me with a mouthful of cum.  We are not allowed to swallow without permission from him.

He released us after a while then spoke.

“Chloe, get Kirsty and me breakfast – you’ve already had yours,” he ordered.  I nodded to show my obedience to him and left the bed.  I made coffee and toast for them.  When I came back into the room Kirsty was riding Josh, her hands behind her head holding her collar.  Josh was holding his belt in one hand, bent double and he was whipping Kirsty’s tits with it.  After every blow she screamed – I’d only been out of the room for five minutes but her tits were red raw. 

I put the tray on the floor and assumed my submissive pose, head slightly up watching the scene in front of me.  Tears were running down Kirsty’s face, she must have been in agony.  Suddenly Josh threw the belt to one side and grabbed Kirsty’s hips as he came with a huge grunt.

“Oh fuck, fuck that felt incredible,” he said.  Through her tears Kirsty managed to thank him for fucking her.  Josh ignored her, just pushed her off him.  I stood up and picked up the tray and handed it to him.  Despite her pain Kirsty knew what was expected of her, while I was moving she slid down and took Josh’s shrinking cock into her mouth to clean it.

“Shut the fuck up, slut,” he yelled at Kirsty as he picked up his coffee.

Kirsty took his cock out of her mouth and replied, “Yes master, sorry master,” before taking him back into her mouth again.  She managed to stop crying quickly and cleaned him off while he ate and drank.

Once he had eaten we went to the shower where we slaves had to clean him.  We stayed on our knees as he got out, he looked at us and turned the dial to cold.

“Get clean and go to lectures.  Chloe, why not share my cum with Kirsty?”  That was our signal to start kissing passionately, sharing his load.  We kept kissing as he dried himself off, I was careful to keep my hands off Kirsty’s sore breasts.  When Josh threw his towel to the floor and walked out we stopped kissing and got clean quickly.  We dried our shivering bodies and quickly went to the hallway to kneel submissively, waiting on our master.

Josh appeared soon and stood in front of us.  We put his shoes on and he opened the door, paused and looked down at us.

“Darts tonight girls, why not contact that dyke Lynda you met last week?  I fancy watching the three of you fuck again when I get home.  Make sure you’re on the bed fucking at 10:30 OK?”

We nodded, with mouthfuls of cum what else could we do?

“You can swallow sluts.  And you can remove your collars when you meet her.”

“Thank you master,” we replied and swallowed his cum.  And with that he slammed the door closed.  We tidied up the breakfast, we hadn’t been given permission to eat or drink so we threw the toast and coffee out, gathered up our clothes and bags for the day, then left the flat naked, descending the stairs and getting changed behind the bins.  We set off for the day, holding hands.
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Kirsty texted Lynda as we walked into town.  She didn’t get a reply until just before lunch.  Lynda suggested meeting for something to eat at an Italian restaurant near where we lived.  We debated what to do before asking for permission to go out and eat with her.  Josh quickly granted permission and we set up our date for the night.  She was going to come to our flat at eight.  Kirsty booked the table for eight thirty.
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We got back to the flat just after six.  We went behind the bins and stripped off, before climbing the stairs.  We’d made it up one flight when we heard someone coming down the other way.  I knew that this was bound to happen one day, meeting someone else on the stairs.  I wanted to turn round, but Kirsty held my hand.
 

“We’re not allowed to turn round Chloe,” she reminded me.

“I know, but, he’ll never know,” I replied.

“Want to take that risk?  Look at what he did to me this morning, just because he could.  Want to give him a reason to really hurt you?”

I shook my head, took a deep breath and we resumed climbing.  We turned the corner in the stairwell and a man I didn’t recognize stopped dead, looking at us.  He was about 40, good looking.  Kirsty took my hand again and we kept walking up.  When we were on the step below him we had to stop.

“Hi,” said Kirsty, “Can we get past please?”

He didn’t move or speak, I wasn’t surprised at this.  What did surprise me was what Kirsty did next.  She let go of my hand and took his, placing it onto one of my tits.  He blushed before gently squeezing my breast.  Kirsty then took his other hand and placed it on one of her breasts, before turning to me and kissing me.

We kissed for a while, before he started to move his hands.  Kirsty held one of mine again and pushed it onto his quickly growing cock bulge.  I started to rub and squeeze his cock, which was growing rapidly in his trousers.  We kissed and caressed his cock for a while, before Kirsty broke off.

“Can we get past now please sir?” she asked the man.

He was still dumbfounded but let go of us and stood to one side.  We walked past him, before Kirsty turned to him.

“Maybe we’ll see you again soon sir?” she asked cheekily.  He didn’t reply, just stood motionless, watching us as we walked up the stairs.  We were soon at our door and I let us in.

“I can’t believe you did that,” I said to Kirsty.

She shrugged, “I owned the situation.  Besides, I’ve see him before and I sort of like him.  We spent the next hour cleaning the apartment, changing the bed linen and getting everything right.  We were, of course, naked throughout.  Lynda was due at eight so with 30 minutes to go we poured ourselves a large drink, put some clothes on and applied makeup.  When we were ready we admired each other in the bathroom mirror.  We were wearing short skirts and figure hugging blouses.

Lynda was right on time.  I answered the door and let her in.  She was looking good, wearing skin tight black leather trousers, a black semi see-through lacy top, you could make out her bra, open down the front showing her generous breasts, high heeled boots and a shoulder bag.  Her red hair looked amazing against the black outfit.  I thought that Kirsty and I looked good, but we were nothing compared to Lynda.

“Hi Lynda, come in,” I said.  She smiled at me and came in, placing her bag on the table.  She moved in close to me and we kissed.  I took her hand and led her through to the lounge where Kirsty was fixing drinks for us all.  She walked over to Kirsty and I stood there, watching them kiss.  God that was so hot.

Lynda broke off the kiss and sat in the middle of the sofa.  Kirsty handed her a glass of wine, we all took a long drink, then spoke.

“I was starting to think you’d never call back girls,” she said.

I wasn’t sure what to say, I mean, how would she react to ‘Oh well, I was just waiting for my master to give me permission to fuck you?’.  Kirsty’s brain is faster than mine, she replied with “Well, we didn’t want to look too eager, did we?”  Lynda smiled at this.  As soon as we finished the drinks she handed me her glass.

“Get me another one Chloe,” she ordered.  I took the glass from her and without thinking said “Yes mistress” as I stood up.  I paused and half turned to look at Lynda.  She smiled and slapped my ass.

“Go on Chloe.”

I went to the kitchen and came back with the rest of the bottle of wine.  When I got into the room Kirsty was on the floor, kneeling in front of Lynda.  I filled up the glasses and then took my place next to Kirsty.  Lynda took a drink from her glass, then put it down.

“I’ve got something for you girls,” she said, opening her shoulder bag.  Lynda reached in and took out 2 thin leather collars.  At the front there was a small circle of gold, the leather straps attached to it.  She put it onto my neck, attaching it at the rear.  I put my hand up onto it and felt it.  Unlike the thick leather than Josh used this was soft, subtle, sexy.  It signified something without shouting about it.  I liked it.  I watched Lynda put another one onto Kirsty, she looked so sexy in it, I hoped I looked half as good.

“So then girls, ready to serve me for the night?”

Kirsty and I looked at each other and smiled.  We held hands, then turned to face Lynda.

“Yes Mistress,” we said together.  This was better – I wanted to serve Lynda to gain her gratitude.  I served Josh because I was scared of the consequences.

“What safe word do you want slaves?”

“Vanilla cheesecake please mistress,” I replied.  Lynda smiled.  “Nice choice slaves.  Come on, let’s go for dinner.”  We drained our wine and stood up to go out.
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Over dinner we chatted normally, like three friends on a night out. We had a booth, at the back of the restaurant  Kirsty and I sat on one bench, opposite Lynda.  It was very private.  When we were out of earshot of the staff we addressed Lynda as mistress. 

“Shall I order for us all?” she asked, “Anything you don’t like or are allergic to girls?”

“No mistress,” I replied.

“I’m allergic to shellfish mistress,” said Kirsty.

“Shame,” said Lynda, “I love shellfish.  Ah well, I’ll remember that.”  When the waiter came back she ordered four starters for the table, for main course a pizza, a veggie pasta dish and chicken in white wine & mushroom sauce.  “We’ll all be sharing,” she told the waiter as she added a bottle of white and another of red. 

We chatted and ate the starters ravenously.  We’d been allowed to eat at lunch, but not much and no breakfast.  As we waited between the courses Lynda spoke to us.

“Are you wearing panties girls?”

“No mistress,” we replied.  Lynda smiled.  Under the table she eased her shoes off.  I felt one of her legs on my knees, she pushed her foot between them, forcing my legs open.  Her foot moved up my leg until I could feel her toes on my pussy.  Beside me Kirsty let out a long, slow moan – Lynda was skilled, she was working both our pussies with her feet.  She picked up her drink and smiled at us, all the time keeping the conversation going.  She didn’t even let up when the waiter arrived and put the food on the table.  However, she did stop when we started to eat.  The food was excellent – Kirsty and I had been before once or twice, but this was Lynda’s first time.

When we’d eaten and drunk up, I was fairly drunk by this time, I don’t normally drink a full bottle of wine by myself, the waiters came back to pick up the plates.  We passed on desert, we were all pretty full.  I checked the time, it was getting close to 10pm anyway - I felt like Cinderalla at that point, had to be back before I turned into a pumpkin.  I started to laugh at the thought.

“What’s funny Chloe?” asked Lynda.

“Oh, nothing mistress,” I replied.

Her voice suddenly went hard.  “I asked you a question Chloe.  Answer it.”

I paused, then explained I was worried about turning into a pumpkin.  At that we all laughed.  I caught a glimpse of Lynda’s face.  She had a quizzical look, but she let it go.  When the bill arrived Lynda insisted on paying and we went out into the night. 

The cold air was very sobering and we held hands as we walked back to the flat. 
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We got into the building, climbed the stairs and went into the flat and used the bathroom, Lynda going last.

“I’ll come to the bedroom when I’m ready girls, I want you on the floor ready for orders.  Naked.”

A thrill went through me, I was ready to server my mistress, even if it was only for one night.  We quickly stripped and prepared the room, lighting candles to keep the light level low and sexy.  We got to our knees, legs apart, our arms folded behind our backs, heads down.  We didn’t have to wait for long. 

When she came in she looked incredible.  Lynda had changed, she was wearing high boots, maybe she had them on before under the leather pants, she had removed her top and was wearing her bra, which I could now see was leather.  She was wearing black leather gloves that extended to her elbows.  But what I couldn’t take my eyes off was her crotch, she was wearing an enormous black strap on cock.  It must have been a full 12” long and the width – I’d never seen anything like it.  It must have been as thick as my wrist.  It was intimidating.

Lynda could see me looking at the giant phallus.  She smiled.

“Do you like this slave?”

“Yes mistress,” I replied.  What else could I say?  She walked over to me and lined the cock up with my mouth.  Instinctively I opened my mouth and she pushed it forward.  The soft silicone was warm in my mouth.  Lynda put a hand on the back on my head and gently pushed.  She was slow and gentle, unlike Josh who was harsh and brutal.  She pushed a couple of inches in, then back out.  Without thinking I followed the cock and sucked hard on it, getting as much in as I could.

Kirsty reached across and started to finger my slit.  I gasped as she first touched me, it felt incredible to be kneeling in front of this sexy woman, sucking on her fake cock.

Abruptly Lynda pulled out the cock and moved to the end of the bed.

“Kirsty, why not lie on your back, head off the edge of the bed.  Chloe, maybe Kirsty’s pussy could do with some attention?”

We both replied “Yes Mistress” and moved to obey.  Kirsty lay on the bed, head hanging off the end.  I climbed on top of her and kissed her belly button, looking up at Lynda who was moving round the room.  She opened a couple of drawers and found some rope. 

“Keep at it Chloe,” she ordered me.

I moved up to suck Kirsty’s breasts and nipples, still sore from Josh’s belt this morning.  Lynda took the ropes, she tied one to Kirsty’s wrist and secured it to the bed frame.  She then tied the other one to Kirsty’s other wrist and pulled it tight so that she was secured to the bed frame.  Lynda then moved round and lined the huge strap on up with Kirsty’s mouth.  Without thinking Kirsty opened her mouth wide and Lynda pushed a couple of inches in.

“Let’s see how much you can take Kirsty,” Lynda said.

I released Kirsty’s nipple and looked up at Lynda.  “She can take it all mistress,” I said.

Lynda smiled, “Really?  Wow, this I have to see.  Chloe, why not suck her pussy?”

I didn’t speak, just broke away from Kirsty’s breasts and kissed my way back down to her soft, wet pussy.  As soon as my tongue touched Kirsty’s clit she gasped.  Lynda took that has her cue and pushed with her hips, slowly forcing the full length of the strap on down my best friend’s throat. 

“Holy fuck Kirsty,” said Lynda, “I didn’t believe that would be possible.”

Lynda put her hands onto Kirsty’s tits and pinched her nipples.  As Lynda held them tightly she started to fuck Kirsty’s throat, just pulling back three or four inches slowly before re-inserting the full length.  I knew that Kirsty wasn’t able to breathe like this, so I licked her quickly, slipping my tongue inside her pussy, fucking her with my tongue, watching the incredible throat fuck in front of me.

Lynda wasn’t sadistic like Josh, she only fucked Kirsty’s throat for 20 seconds like this before pulling all the way out.  I could see Kirsty’s chest, the dildo may have been removed but she wasn’t breathing – she was proving to her mistress that she could take what ever Lynda could dish out.

“Fuck Kirsty, you are incredible.  Let’s see how long you can hold out,” whispered Lynda.  She pushed the full length of the strap on back down Kirsty’s throat and held it there.  Kirsty started to buck her hips, she was close to cumming.  I pushed two fingers into her and started to lick her clit and Kirsty instantly came, squirting all over my face.  I did my best to suck up all the sweet juices but my face and hair were covered.  Lynda held the dildo in place for another 20 seconds before pulling out, allowing Kirsty to breathe.

As soon as the silicone cock was out Lynda dropped to her knees and started to kiss Kirsty.  I watched  from between Kirsty’s legs, slowly fucking my friend with my fingers.  It felt so sexy watching them kiss like this – it was soft and passionate, whereas Josh was always harsh and brutal. 

We stayed like this for a few minutes before Lynda stood up, bent over and lowered one of her breasts down towards Kirsty’s mouth.  Kirsty opened wide, eagerly accepting the offered nipple into her mouth and sucking on it.  Lynda returned the favor, running her tongue down Kirsty’s neck.  She paused and looked at me.

“Get behind me Chloe, eat my pussy slave girl,” Lynda purred.

“My pleasure Mistress,” I replied.  I got off the bed, my eyes glued to the scene in front of me as the two women sucked each other’s nipples.  When I was level with them Lynda straightened up and looked down at Kirsty.

“What the fuck,” she said her voice tailing off.  Despite the low light she’d seen the marks on Kirsty’s tits from the beating Josh had delivered that morning.  Quickly I moved to her and turned her head, kissing her.  Lynda tried to break it off, but I held her.  A thought went through my head, as a slave I deserved a beating for how I’d just acted. 

I broke off the kiss and worked my mouth to her ear.  I nibbled it and whispered into her ear, “Not now Mistress, not now, we can explain tomorrow, but not now.  Please mistress, not now.”

We kissed again and when we separated she looked at me and gave a half nod.  Lynda bent down again and resumed kissing Kirsty’s nipples, dropping one of her huge tits into Kirsty’s mouth.  I knelt down behind Lynda and started to suck on her pussy.  I put my arms onto her legs, reaching round to her thighs and pulled my face into her smooth, hairless pussy.  I licked her slowly, starting just below her clit, running my expert tongue along her pussy, repeatedly passing over the sensitive clit and over her hole, darting my tongue in and out twice, before starting again.  It didn’t take long before I felt her legs start to wobble and I could hear her breathing quicken.  She started to speak my name, softly at first.

“Chloe . . . fuck, that’s right Chloe . . . . yes . . . yes,” she said, getting louder and higher pitched as she got closer and closer to the orgasm she craved.  I loved that I could elicit this reaction in her.  This was another difference, Josh could be fucking an inanimate object and get the same pleasure.  He did the work, I was creating this reaction in Lynda.

“I’m going to cum girls, oh FUUCCCCKKKKK YESS,” yelled Lynda as she came on my face.  I opened my mouth and gently sucked on her clit as she came, I hoped that this would prolong her orgasm. 

Eventually she straighten up, moving her pussy away from my face.  Lynda turned to face me.  Instinctively I opened my mouth and started to suck on the giant cock.  Lynda pushed me down onto the floor and pushed the cock inside me.  I gasped, this thing was huge.  It felt incredible to be fucked by another woman.  Lynda picked something up off the floor and I heard a click.  I could hear something buzz.  She smiled at me and slipped the object between my legs and onto my clit.

Holy fuck, it was a mini vibrator, she’d placed it just above my clit and was holding it in place with her body.  This was incredible, like nothing I’d experienced before.  Lynda was fucking me with long, slow stokes and the vibrator was buzzing away against my clit.  In seconds I was begging for permission to cum.  Lynda denied me for what felt like an age before finally granting me permission.

“Thank y . . ,” I managed before my body was engulfed in an incredible orgasm and my voice trailed off.  The vibrator, which had been driving my pleasure turned into an instrument of torture, still stimulating me when I all I wanted was to lean back and enjoy the moment.  Lynda didn’t let up either, she kept slow fucking me, holding me down, our breasts pushing together.  She started to kiss me.  I tried to break off, to push her away, to get some peace but Lynda wouldn’t allow it.  She just kept fucking me for another minute.  This was delicious agony.

Eventually she stopped and pulled out, the vibrator falling away.  Lynda kissed my ear and whispered “That was for not answering me and giving me an order slave girl.”

I whispered back, “It had to be done mistress, I’ll explain tomorrow when we’re out of the flat.”

Lynda looked back quizzically, but didn’t speak.  She rolled off me and sat next to me.  Lynda started to peel off her gloves and extended a leg towards me.

“Take off my boots slave, then release your sister-slave.”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied.  The boots were beautiful, long black leather with a zip up the back.  I loved them, as I peeled them off I was fantasizing about wearing them myself.  I checked the size, they were the correct size for me.  I put them to one side and got off the floor.  Lynda stood up and removed the strap on as I freed Kirsty.  We all used the bathroom in turn, me first then I got into the bed to warm it.  Lynda was next, I moved so she could have the warm part of the bed.  Finally Kirsty joined us and we slaves snuggled into our mistress.  I turned the light out and we settled down to sleep.
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When the alarm went off in the morning I instinctively turned it off and started to work my way down Lynda’s body, racing with Kirsty to get to her sweet pussy first.  However, Lynda grabbed us both by the hair and pulled us up the bed.

“Seven-thirty slaves,” she said, “Might be plenty of time for you, but I need to get home, showered, changed and out to work.”  She sat up and Kirsty spoke,  “I’ll get you a coffee mistress.”

“Thank you slave, black, no sugar please.  Chloe – you pack my stuff up for me please while I get dressed.”

We slid out of the bed, Lynda watched Kirsty leave the room, admiring her ass.  Then she watched me, picking up her boots, gloves and the strap on.  I went to the bathroom and found the rest of her clothes.  I picked them all up and returned to the main bedroom.  Lynda was sat on the edge of the bed.

“Your clothes and bag Mistress,” I said, handing them over to her.  She took them from me and I fell to my knees, legs wide apart, arms folded behind my back, head down.  Lynda leant over and placed a wet finger between my breasts, then ran it up to my neck and mouth.  She pulled my chin up with her finger until our eyes met, then pushed it into my mouth.

“My, my, you are a submissive little slut aren’t you Chloe?”

“Yes mistress,” I replied.  It was true. 

I watched her as she got dressed, admiring her sexy body as she put on her clothes.  When she was fully dressed Kirsty arrived with coffee in a keep cup and handed it to Lynda, before dropping to her knees beside me. 

Lynda took a couple of sips before she looked down at us both.

“Call me, and don’t leave it so long next time girls.  I was feeling lonely,” said Lynda.

“Yes Mistress,” we replied together.  Lynda walked out of the door, a moment later we heard the front door open and close and we knew she had gone. 

In the absence of any orders from her or Josh we stood up, showered together, picked up our clothes, left the flat naked and descended the stairs.  We discussed changing collars for Josh’s, but decided to keep on the subtle ones that Lynda had fitted us with.  We got dressed behind the bins and left for lectures.  As soon as we were out of the apartment block we started to talk.

“I want to see Lynda again Chloe,” Kirsty said, “I mean today, for lunch.”

I hesitated, “But we don’t have permission to see her.”

“No, and we’re not going to ask either.”

I stopped and looked at my friend.  “Lynda asked me what happened to your breasts.”

“Did you tell her?”

“No,” I replied, “I told her that we would later.”

Kirsty took her phone out of her pocket and sent a text message.  She was just putting it back in her jacket when it bleeped again.  Kirsty read the message and sent another text.  Instantly it bleeped again.  Kirsty smiled and put it away.  She stopped and turned to face me.

“We’re meeting Lynda for lunch.”

I was excited and terrified.  “But, what happens if Josh finds out?  We’ve not got permission.”

“I don’t know, but I don’t see why he should, do you?”

I thought about it before replying.  “No, no I don’t think he’ll find out.”  After a few moments I added, “I hope not.”

Kirsty took my hand in hers and we walked into town, discussing our night.
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We met Lynda for lunch at a small coffee shop in the center of town.  After we’d ordered we sat down at a quiet table at the back of the shop.  Lynda spoke first.

“So girls, what happened to Kirsty’s breasts?”

Slowly Lynda dragged the whole story out of us, the submission to Josh, the growing sadism, the control.  Kirsty was almost in tears when she described how he’d whipped her yesterday morning.

“I mean,” she said, holding back tears, “I hadn’t done anything wrong, I didn’t deserve it, he just likes inflicting pain on us.”

Just then the food arrived and we ate a few mouthfuls.  I put down my knife and fork and took Kirsty’s hand, then started to speak.

“Mistress, that’s not the worst part.”

Lynda stopped eating and looked at me.

“Mistress, he filmed us.”

“He filmed the three of you together?” she asked.  Kirsty and I looked at each other.

“No mistress, he filmed us, the three of us.  Together.”

Lynda went white.  She took a deep breath and put her hands to her face.  She didn’t speak for several minutes.  When she did, she spoke very quietly.

“Did you know he was filming us?”

“No mistress, not the first time,” Kirsty replied.

“Do you have access to the films?”

“Probably Mistress,” I replied, “Josh isn’t the most computer literate, I know his password and he probably has them all stored on his laptop.”

“Hmmm.  I want them  And I want them destroyed.”

“Mistress, if we do that he will punish us,” I replied.

Lynda thought for a moment.  “Girls, who do you want to serve.  Him or me?  Whose orders are you going to follow?”

We held hands and replied.  We’d been discussing this on the way into town.

“You mistress,” we replied together.  The die was cast, we were going to leave Josh.

Lynda resumed eating and didn’t speak.  We ate as well.  After we’d finished she spoke to us again.

“We have to get those films.”

“Yes mistress.”  I agreed 100% with her.

“And, we have to get a hold over Josh as well.”

“What do you mean mistress?” I asked.

She explained that some one like Josh would probably continue with his sadism and inflict it on another girl.  But if she could exert some control on him, such as a video of him abusing us then should control him.  I could see what this meant immediately.

“So,” I asked nervously, “we need to get a film of Josh hurting us?”

“Yes.  And Chloe, I’ll overlook your lack of respect when you spoke just then.  I won’t overlook it again slave.”

“Sorry Mistress.”

“Abusing you won’t be enough, he’ll be able to claim that you were joining in willingly.  No, he’ll have to abuse you and hurt you and you’ll have to ask him to stop. What does he do when you use your safe word?”

“We don’t have one mistress,” Kirsty replied, “He took away our right to use it.”

“Fuck, and you agreed to this?”

“Yes mistress,” I replied, “We were going to a party as his slaves and he didn’t want any back chat, so he took away our rights to a safe word.  It was supposed to be for the night, but he never restored it.”

“You’ll always have a safe word with me slaves.  And you can terminate our agreement at any time.”

Just then the coffee arrived and we formed a plan as we drank.  It wasn’t going to be easy for me and Kirsty to get the required film, but if it meant we could be free of him we’d do it.  When the bill came Lynda paid and we hugged and kissed outside the café.  We told her we’d be in touch when we had the evidence.

That evening when Josh was in the shower I inspected his laptop.  He had the films on there, not password protected.  I didn’t dare delete them, Lynda would do that when we hatched our plan.  That night was exciting, knowing that we didn’t have many nights left with him.  He didn’t hurt us and we had no reason to provoke him.  Besides, when it was like this I didn’t really want to leave him.  Friday would be different, he’d be drinking and that usually brought out his dark side.
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We got into our flat at about five.  We’d been shopping and had bought a couple of discrete motion activated cameras.  We set them up, one in the lounge and one in the bedroom.  We also set them up so that they took one image every second, regardless of any motion.  This was a risk, Josh’s cameras would be bound to record our movements, if he checked his film before he hurt us he could easily find and remove them.

Kirsty had prepared pizza for our evening meal and the fridge was full of wine and beer.  We were naked, our thick leather collars on, waiting by the door.  As far as we could tell there were no cameras present so we sat rather more comfortably than normal.  Every time we heard movement on the stair case we assumed our submissive kneeling pose, moving out of it when the feet went away.

Eventually we heard a key in the lock and the door opened.  Josh walked in and kicked off his shoes.  He’d been drinking.

“Evening slaves, tidy those away.  Kirsty, get me a beer.”

He walked into the lounge.  I put away his shoes and crawled into the lounge to follow him.  I assumed he’d want me as a footstool and made my way to his feet.  I was correct, he raised his legs and placed them on my back.  As soon as they were in place he brought the riding crop down onto my ass twice.  I yelled in pain.

“Be faster next time slave.  And take the next blows in silence.”

“Yes master, sorry master.”

He hit me again twice as punishment for yelling when he hit me the first time.  I took these in silence.  Kirsty crawled in and presented Josh with his beer.  After he took it off her she unzipped his fly and started to suck his cock.  Josh turned on the TV and watched some crap while Kirsty blew him.  Despite his intoxication it didn’t take long for him to cum – third time that day for him.  We, of course, hadn’t cum since Wednesday night.

As soon as her mouth was full of cum Kirsty was dispatched to the kitchen to cook him his pizza.  Josh used the whip on her as she moved, ordering another beer.  She was back quickly with his beer, then returned to the kitchen.  When she came back 20 minutes later she had a single pizza.  Fuck, he had said get me my pizza, Kirsty was obeying him.

She handed Josh his meal and assumed her submissive kneeling position while Josh ate.  When he’d finished he demanded another beer which Kirsty quickly provided, then he granted her permission to swallow his cum.  I don’t think that either of us would miss that duty.

“Thank you master,” Kirsty said.

“Suck my cock again slut.”

“Yes master,” Kirsty said, moving to take Josh back into her mouth.  She sucked for ages, but after three beers, and fuck knows how many he’d had in the pub, he wasn’t going to cum easily.  She tried hard, but it wasn’t going to happen.

Josh took his feet off my back and I moved to lick his balls.  He put his large hands on Kirsty head and pushed down, forcing her head down, the full length of his cock disappearing into her mouth and throat.  Poor Kirsty started to gag and she tried to lift off.  Josh ignored this and lifted a leg, wrapping it over her head, keeping her in place.

Kirsty kept gagging, her spit was dripping down Josh’s shaft and over his balls where I licked up as much as I could.  Josh picked up the crop and started to lash us in turn with it.  He loosened his grip on Kirsty and she raised up a little, before he forced her head down again and he started to fuck her face.

To help her I released his balls and licked my way to his ass.  Josh groaned, he loved the attention on his ass.  He didn’t release his grasp on Kirsty’s head, when she started to fail her arms around he just gripped her even tighter.  Luckily for us, well for Kirsty he was very excited by her torment and he started to yell as he got close to cumming.

“That’s it bitch, take it all, all the way down.  I don’t care if you choke on my cock, cunt . . . .”

He was exciting himself with his talk and Kirsty’s suffering.  My tongue was jammed up his ass, I was doing all I could – I could hear Kirsty choking, she was dry retching, unable to take any air into her lungs when Josh came. 

“Yes, . . . YES FUCK YES,” he yelled as he shot his load straight down Kirsty’s throat.  Still he held her there as he came, she was barely moving when he finally released his grip on her.  I pulled her off and she coughed up his cum, splattering it on the floor as she desperately recovered from the brutal abuse of her throat.

“Useless cunt,” said Josh, “You’re not allowed to spit out my cum.  You’ll pay for that later slave.”

I looked at Kirsty, she was on her hands and knees, still spluttering and coughing.  I doubt she’d even heard Josh.  Without being asked I started to lick and suck the cum up off the floor.  When I had it all in my mouth Josh looked at me.

“Pathetic slut.  You’d have given anything to be used like that wouldn’t you?”

I couldn’t speak, so I just nodded.  I was terrified of what Josh had become.  But I still didn’t think he’d done anything bad enough to warrant a rebellion from either of us.

Kirsty got onto her knees, her face red, her makeup running down her face as she sobbed gently.  Josh kicked her with his foot and she fell onto her back.

“Get me another beer Kirsty.  Chloe, get back under me.” 

I crawled into position and Josh placed his feet on my back.  Kirsty rolled over and crawled to the kitchen.  She was back quickly with his beer.  Josh directed her to lie on her back with her head on his lap so he could play with her tits.  As soon as she was in position she spoke.

“I’m sorry I spat out your cum Master, I couldn’t breathe.”

I couldn’t see his face, but I could feel him smiling. 

“You will be slave,” he said, in a very cold tone.  “I need to pee, going to offer?”

Kirsty took a deep breath.  Was this going to be the point where she gave in?  Kirsty spoke softly.  “Please use my mouth as your toilet master.” No, not yet.

Josh grabbed her my the hair and twisted her over.  She took him straight into her mouth as he forced her head down.

“If any gets on the sofa you’ll pay.”  He looked at me.  “You’ll both pay.”

I could see from the look on his face that he was starting to pee.  Kirsty did incredibly, she drank every drop of his piss without spilling any.  Fuck, why didn’t she screw up?

Josh had another couple of beers and pissed down Kirsty’s throat twice more before he’d had enough.  He sat up and took his feet off my back.

“Chloe, make a choice.  Either you can swallow my cum or Kirsty gets to piss. What’s it to be?  Do you want to swallow?”

I shook my head.

“Kirsty, you may use the bathroom.”

“Thank you master, thank you Chloe,” she said as she crawled.  The look of relief on her face as she crawled away was incredible.

While she was out of the room Josh left as well.  Kirsty was back first.  We knelt next to each other and she whispered in my ear.

“We have to take more before we’ve got enough on him to blackmail him into leaving us.  Hang in there Chloe, hang in there.”

Josh came back armed with a single tail whip and some ropes.  I froze in fear when I saw it, I’d never seen that before.  He’s used his belt on us before but this look terrifying.  Josh smiled as he looked down on us.  He got onto the couch and smelled it.

“Smells like piss to me cunts.  Time to be punished.”

He ordered us to stand, back to back.  We stretched out our arms and he tied our wrists together.  He took the ropes and passed them up through the hook in the ceiling.  Next he pulled the rope tight so that we were both on tip toes.  Next he tied a rope round our waists to fasten us together, then tied our ankles together.  Then he looked at us and spoke.

“Punishment time cunts.”

He picked up the whip and flicked it through the air.  We both trembled in fear.  I wanted to beg then, but I remembered Kirsty’s words.  We had to take this for a while. 

I heard the whip before I saw it.  The crack went through the air.  Kirsty screamed as it hit her skin.  Next I screamed with Kirsty, Josh had whipped Kirsty again but this time the end of the whip must have curled round her body and onto mine.  As I screamed my master’s cum escaped out of my mouth and dripped down my face.

“Fuck’s sake cunts.”  Josh pointed the whip at Kirsty.  “You can’t swallow piss and you,” he pointed the whip at me, “You’ve lost my cum.”

Josh whipped my stomach, the pain tore through me.  This was real pain, it hurt much worse than his use of the belt.  Kirsty gasped as well, the end must have hit her.  A second blow landed, and then a third.  He started to whip us in turn.  I lost count of how many blows I took, I was twisting and screaming out.  The plan had been to beg for mercy, pretending we’d had enough.  When I broke it would be for real.

He whipped me across my tits, he was getting better at it and the end wrapped round me and caught Kirsty.  She yelled so loudly it must have caught her nipples.

“Please stop master,” managed though her tears, “stop whipping us.”

I joined in, “Please . . . please stop . . . please” I managed though the tears.  Josh just laughed.

“Vanilla Cheesecake,” I cried.  Kirsty repeated it, our never before used safe word, “Vanilla cheesecake master . . AAAAAARRRGGGHHH” we both yelled as he ignored this.

“You don’t get to use a safe word, slaves don’t have safe words,” he said viciously.  We each took another seven or eight lashes each, screaming and crying the whole time.  Eventually he put down the whip and looked at us.  I couldn’t see either of our bodies, but they must have been a mess.

“Pathetic,” Josh said.  “Tomorrow you’ll both get tattoos to mark you as my property.”

He looked at us and walked out of the room.  We were going to have to spend the night tied like that.  Tears were still flowing down our faces as he turned out the light.  I could see a clock, I waited an hour, the hurt in my body had barely subsided, the strain in my arms and back were starting to cause me even more pain.  Then I spoke quietly.

“Do you think we got enough on film?”

“I hope so, I can’t do this again,” Kirsty replied.

There was a crackle from the shelf.  The hidden camera – it had a speaker in it as well as a microphone. 

“We got enough girls.”  It was Lynda.  “Shall I come over?”

“Yes please mistress,” I said, “Please rescue us.”

“I’ll be round as soon as I can.  Hold tight girls.”

We weren’t going anywhere.
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Half an hour passed before I heard the front door open.  It closed quietly behind the visitor and the lounge door opened.  It was Lynda.  She was wearing her leather trousers again, but a black pullover and sneakers.  She closed the lounge door and crossed to us.

“Does he sleep deeply?”

“Yes mistress, he sleeps the sleep of the dead,” I replied.  She stepped back to look at how we were tied.  Quickly she got a chair from the table and stood on it.  Lynda released Kirsty first, as she lowered her arms the rope was released and my arms came down.  I turned to look at Kirsty, there were thin red lines crisscrossing her body.  I gasped as I looked at her, then looked down at myself.  My body was an equal mess.  I started to cry.

“Shhh slave, shhh,” said Lynda, “We’ll fix you and then fix him.”

I stopped crying and then Lynda untied us both and we sat on the soda.  Instinctively we both made to kneel on the floor but she insisted that we sit on the sofa next to her.  She opened her bag and pulled out some balm and rubbed it into our wounds.  Next she gave us some clothes and found some whisky in her enormous bag.  We drank it gratefully. 

“Where’s his laptop and phone slaves?”

“Mistress, the laptop is in his bag by the front door and his phone will be in his trouser pocket.”

“Hmmm.  Go get them girls.”

We left quietly.  Kirsty went to get the laptop, I sneaked into her room and got the phone.  Josh was fast asleep in the bed.  When I got back Lynda had the laptop open.  She looked at me.

“Do you know the password Chloe?”

“Yes Mistress.”  I told her and the pass code for Josh’s phone.  She logged into them both and then looked at us.

“Go to bed girls, I’ll deal with this.”  We didn’t move, so she repeated herself.  Then we went.  Lynda came into the bed with us about an hour later, she woke me as she climbed into my bed.  She saw I was awake and kissed me.

We’d deal with Josh in the morning.
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I awoke with a hand across my mouth and nose.  I opened my eyes and fixed them on the face above me, it was Lynda.  She was wearing the black leather trousers and the sexy leather bra again.  She’d fixed her makeup and looked every inch a dominant.

“Shhh Chloe, shhh.”  She let go of me and woke Kirsty in the same way.  I checked the clock, it was just before eight.

“What time will he wake Chloe?”

“I’d guess about eight-thirty to nine mistress.  Normally he’d stay in bed while we blew him and got him coffee, but I guess he’ll be up soon after he’s awake.”

“OK, let’s wait for him.  Kirsty, can you get us all something to drink please?”

“Yes mistress,” she replied, “Would you like coffee?”

Lynda smiled, “Yes please slave.”

Kirsty left the room and I sat on the couch next to Lynda.  When Kirsty came back we drank up and talked quietly.  Not long after we’d finished we heard something in the other room, Josh was rousing.  We heard him open the door to Kirsty’s room and then cross the hall to push open the lounge door.  He was speaking as he opened the door.

“I hope you two cunts learned something about respect and obedience last night,” he said, his voice trailing off as he saw we’d gone from the restraints and were sat on the sofa with another woman.  He paused then added, “What the fuck is going on here?”

Lynda smiled, “What the fuck is going on here Josh is I came to MY slaves rescue.  You’re not fit to own a dog, never mind a person.”

Josh started to speak, Lynda shouted over him, “Shut the fuck up and sit down Josh.  Or the police will be here in minutes.” 

Josh hesitated, then looked at the chair and went to sit in it.

“Josh, I watched what you did last night, and I filmed it.  So I think we can add assault and battery to your other charges, such as filming me and broadcasting it without my knowledge and permission.  You’ll be added to the sex offenders register.  Your career, your PhD, all gone Josh, all gone.  My guess, you’ll spend six to eight years inside, out in five.  You’ll never work, never have a relationship ever again.  That’s how this could go.”

I was watching Josh shrivel up as Lynda spoke.  When she finished he tried to justify his actions.  Lynda smiled and tapped her phone.  She was projecting the film of us being whipped and begging for mercy onto the TV.

“Imagine a jury watching that Josh.  Most of them will be parents with a daughter, maybe six to eight would be lenient.  Rape, I forgot rape, let’s add another eight on for that.”

Josh sat in silence for a few minutes.  He wasn’t computer literate, but he wasn’t stupid.  He was working out what this all meant for him.

“What do you want bitch?”

“Close Josh, unless you want me to mail this out the correct expression is ‘What do you want Mistress?’”

Grudgingly he said, “What do you want, mistress?”  His hissed the word mistress.

Lynda smiled.  “Stand up slave, turn around and put your hands behind your back.  Kirsty, Chloe, cuff him at the wrists and elbows.  Then put this collar on my new slave,” she said picking a large slave collar up off the couch.  I could see the hatred in Josh’s eyes but he obeyed.  I put the collar on his neck and padlocked it into place.

“Don’t worry Josh, I don’t want you as my slave for long, I’ll release you soon enough.”

When Josh was secured she stood up and tied a rope to his wrists, then passed it up over the hook in ceiling, pulling it tight, forcing him to bend at the waist as he had done with us in the past.  She pulled it until he was forced onto his tip toes.  As I looked at him he was no longer big and frightening.  He looked like a small, terrified boy.  Lynda had reduced him to this.

Lynda walked round him and then reached into her bag.  She pulled out her strap on and walked back in front of his eyes, so he could watch as she put it on.

“No, please no,” begged Josh, “Please . . .”

Lynda smiled.  “Kirsty, hand me the riding crop please.”  Kirsty handed it to her.

“Good slaves don’t speak like that do they Josh?”

He didn’t say anything and Lynda brought the crop down onto his ass twice.  Josh didn’t take the blows in silence so he got two more for his noise.  Lynda walked behind him and he tried to move away.

“Playing hard to get, I like that,” she said.  She picked up a tube of lube and dripped it down Josh’s ass crack, the lined up the huge dildo. 

“Would you like me to fuck your ass Josh?” she asked.  He didn’t answer and got two more lashes from the riding crop as punishment.

Lynda repeated the question.  This time he answered, very quietly, “Please fuck my ass mistress.”

Lynda smiled and pushed the head of the dildo against him.  Josh gasped and then grimaced, holding his breath, waiting to be penetrated.  Lynda was slowly rocking her hips, one hand on his ass and one on his shoulders.  Eventually Josh breathed out and Lynda moved away.

“See Josh?  You asked for that, but I think if I’d fucked you it would be rape.  Girls, gather up all of Josh’s stuff please.  Lynda went to sit down as we went to work.  We put everything of his into his bag, his clothes, his phone, laptop and spy cameras.  When we’d gathered it all up Lynda spoke to Josh again.

“All I want from you is your slaves.  Give them to me Josh.  Or I’ll whip you until you do.”

Josh didn’t hesitate.  “Chloe, Kirsty, I give you to . . to your new owner.  You are now her property.”

I spoke, “Thank you sir.”  I was so happy, I was now Lynda’s property.  Kirsty thanked Josh as well.

“Kirsty, put some clothes on and then take this bag to behind the bins.”

“My pleasure mistress,” she said, standing and leaving the room.

While she was out Lynda explained to Josh that she now had all the films that he taken, removed them from his laptop and cloud account and that she’d set an automatic email about the contents.  It would go out if she didn’t prevent it’s release once a week.

“Chloe told me that you’ve not got long on your PhD.  Once you finish it you need to leave town and never come back.  I’ll keep these films for ever.  Anything ever happens to me, or my slaves, these films will be released.  Understand slave?”

“Yes mistress.”  Josh was very quiet.  She walked him to the door, naked.  She opened it and pushed him out.

“I’ll mail you the key to that collar in a day or two.  See how you like it.  Bye Josh.”  And then she slammed the door on him, locked it and put the chain on.  When she came back we stood at the window, watched him walk naked to the bins and get dressed.

“I’ll get the locks changed later today slaves.  Now, Kirsty, you’re the best cook aren’t you?  Pancakes for us all I think this morning.  And Chloe, why not start the day by giving your mistress an orgasm.”

Lynda walked to the sofa and lay down on it.  I followed her.

“My pleasure mistress,” I said, before climbing on her and kissing my new owner.  I was going to enjoy being owned by her.  Kirsty was singing softly in the kitchen, she was going to enjoy this as well.


Epilogue

6 Months Later

Josh was sat in a small flat in London.  He’d finished his doctorate and left town the a couple of weeks after the events in the flat with that redheaded bitch, starting a job in London.  He didn’t think about Chloe and Kirsty every day, but he did think about how he’d fucked up on a regular basis.  And that cunt, he’d tried to cut the collar off at home, only to discover that it had a steel lining.  Five days he’d had to wear it until the key finally arrived in the post.

He picked up his beer and took a swig.  Just then his phone bleeped.  He picked it up, a friend request on Facebook.  He recognized the girl, it was Anna, James’ slave.  He not spoken to her, or James for that matter, since that Sunday afternoon.  He debated with himself for a few minutes before accepting the friend request.  As soon as he did he got a request on messenger.

Thank you for accepting my friend request sir.  I see you live in London now sir, maybe we could meet up soon sir?

Are you still with James slave?

No Sir, we split up.  And I miss being dominated Sir.  I live in London to sir, maybe I could serve you now sir?  I need to be controlled and dominated sir and wondered if you could provide the domination I crave sir?  Please sir?

It won’t be easy for you slave.

I wouldn’t want it any other way sir.

Josh picked up his beer and took another swig.  Things were finally looking up.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond 
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