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Sold! Trained By A Gang

––––––––

I woke up early at the foot of Master’s bed. My small alarm buzzed quietly, so as not to wake anyone. Right away, I stepped into the adjacent bathroom to shower quietly, and then quickly dried and arranged my make-up and combed out my long, dark brown hair, to ensure that I looked presentable.

A good slave must always look her best for Master, after all. And I did love being a good slave.

Around the bed were ten other men other than my Master. They were Masters too, of course, validated by the Guild of Service, but all of their own houses. Not of this one. The night before, they had all taken me, again and again and again. No one had passion like a Master, no one can fuck like a Master. And no one but me can take so many at once, please so many for so long all by myself. Each and every last one of their cocks was utterly drained by spilling into me or onto me. I had fucked, sucked, and jerked every last huge dick they possessed...and my Master was pleased, knowing I would send them back to their own houses with regret that they had not spent enough to purchase me at the auction the day before.

Quietly, I slipped into a new pair of lacy gold lingerie that had been laid out for me by one of the other slaves. As my Master’s favorite slave, I was allowed all sorts of liberty in what I wore. Smooth, sexy gold stockings adorned my legs, attached to a lacy garter belt. Tall five-inch black leather fuck-me heels were on my feet, clicking softly as I strutted to the bed where my Master and the other men dozed. My impressive 36D bust, contained just barely in my tiny golden bra, hung down from my slender body as I crawled up underneath his comforter and began to silently kiss his knees and thighs. And then I moved upward to the massive pole between his legs. 

Diligently, I attended his long, half-hard cock with my painted lips and wet tongue, cleaning the meat thoroughly until he began to stir. I did not bring him to orgasm—Master enjoyed facing the day with just a bit of arousal in his belly. 

After I had cleaned him off, I slipped out of the bed again and walked downstairs to the kitchen, ensuring that the other, lowlier slaves had already begun their work for the day. Master had eight slaves working in his household, and I was at the top; the one who ensured all the others did their jobs. 

The front door was open. Outside, I could see the car of one of the other Masters who had arrived the night before—the driver-side door was open, and the keys were in the ignition. It would be a simple thing indeed to slide into the car and drive off, forever.

At that moment, I knew for certain that it was entirely possible for me to leave this sexual servitude behind.

* * * * *

Several months before, I had been living in a dark, dank cell. I was alone in there; no one interacted with me. It was easy to think that I was dead, forgotten. Tiny meals came in to keep me alive, but that was all my contact with anything outside of the four walls, floor, and ceiling that made up the cell.

The stones around me that made up the walls and floor were wet with some strange, warm clear substance. It had a certain smell to it, like liquid lust, and when I tried to slide some into my hands, I found it quickly absorbed into my skin. 

It worked on my mind, but my mind was already pliable. Already eager to be taught.

Over time, just a few days in fact, I found it impossible to have my skin on the stones and to not touch myself. The need to slide my slender, eager fingers into my hot, moist clit was impossible to ignore, and my thoughts as I waited in the dark cell for anyone to interact with me were frequently hot and full of furious lovemaking and desire. For the first few days, in fear of someone watching through a hidden panel in the wall or secret camcorders or video cameras, I resisted. Eventually, though, my lust became too great, and I stopped caring. They would see whatever they would see. I might as well feel good as I was there.

This was all part of the process. This was all part of the indoctrination. I was supposed to be turned on, to be eager. But even though I had been sold into service, there was a part of me that had wanted it anyway—that wanted to submit.

I was in the cell for weeks, I think. I was unsure of how long. More than a few days. Less than a month. That was my best estimation. This was all part of it—all part of the indoctrination. I was an inductee, somewhere in the house of my Trainer. I assumed I was in the basement, but as I said, it was hard to tell. Everything is hard to tell when you live inside of a stone room and eat only twice a day. The meals were all hard bread and flat water, served on a small plastic tray. I think I lost ten or twelve pounds in the time that I was there. 

A Trainer is a Master in the Service Trade, which is found everywhere in the continent of Aurona. Trainers took men and women who were new to the Service Trade and, appropriately, trained them to become the obedient slaves that Masters and Mistresses expected, or any other buyers who might have trafficked with the Service Trade. All Masters and Mistresses had to work as Trainers to stay in good standing with the Guild of Service. There is a great deal of money to be had in the Service Trade, and as I sat in that cell, waiting desperately for anything to happen, I was part of that economy, whether I wanted it or not.

When I was taken away from my home, the servants who took me had smiles on their faces. A large, muscular man and a beautiful young woman led me into a car. The man was a tall Yoron, I believe (he had that build and that slightly-arrogant look they all seem to have), though the impeccably lovely woman was Nator. They had different Owners, I found, as was custom. 

Nators always had such incredible hourglass frames; the whole race and country were known for the long-lasting buoyancy of their women’s fertile breasts. I learned later on that Nator women are competed for fiercely in the Service Trade because of their looks, but their upbringing in Nator results in them being largely sullen and resistant to indoctrination methods. Even if that were true, the one who picked me up was chatty and cheerful, happy to calm my horribly frightened mind. She chatted happily about the children her Master had promised she would be given soon.

She and the Yoron were not sent from my new Trainer’s house. Due to the intricate nature of the Service Trade, old bylaws dictated that only another Owner’s servants were allowed to retrieve those who had to be processed into service—like myself. There were too many complications when a servant tried to retrieve his or her own Master’s new servant for processing—they might dislike the new servant, or grow jealous, or somehow allow the servant to escape before processing. It was a simpler matter if the servants sent to retrieve inductees had no stake in the matter.

The civilized world, in its efforts to be civilized, had all these words for it—Service Trade, Owners, Guild of Service, inductees, indoctrination, processing. Here is the truth of the matter: they took me from my home and were going to make me a slave to a complete stranger, through no fault of mine. 

That’s all it was. That’s all it will be.

The Yoron and the Nator tried to impress upon me the opportunity that I was getting with this new stage in my life. Service, endless service, glorious service to someone who would take care of me for as long as I was useful. I would have food, heat, shelter, even companionship with other slaves. The Yoron explained that his Mistress was kind and regularly allowed him to go about town; he even earned wages by working at the docks. The Nator intimated that often Masters had some of the largest cocks around, and while she wasn’t allowed to give any details, she had heard that my new Master was one of the most accomplished lovers in all of Talresha.

My heart began to rise, somewhat. Perhaps it wouldn’t all be so bad?

They smiled and chatted with me all the way until they dropped me off at the back end of my new Master’s house, where his servants slipped a bag over my head and dumped me into a cell.

The pleasantness ended abruptly. I struggled and tried to protest, but it was all for nothing. Whoever held me did quite a good job of it.

Then came the calm, rich baritone of a man’s voice. My Trainer.

“First, you must learn what happens to those who disobey.”

I protested, of course. I hadn’t disobeyed at all!

“Yes,” said my Trainer. “You must also learn that life is not in your control, anymore, no matter what you do.”

After that, I was in the darkness, in the dank and terrible cell, for weeks before I finally saw someone. And all the time, I kept feeling the slow, strange, warming sensation of the substance that covered the stones. 

As I said already, I think there was something in that substance, though I can’t be sure. In addition to its aphrodisiac qualities, it kept me calm, kept me from going insane. It kept me from running headfirst into the wall until I split my skull open and bled out. Sometimes, I felt like doing just that in my frustration, in my horror that they had forgotten me or would keep me there forever, but always, as I pushed down on the stones, those thoughts would dissipate. I would become ever more placid and serene, waiting silently.

And then one day, the door finally opened. It pushed inward slowly, light creeping along with it. It was blinding, as my eyes were quite used to the absolute lack of light I had been given up until that point. 

Two women walked in. I could tell they were women by their silhouettes against the light, but also by their smell and the sound of their breathing. 

“You must come with us,” said one.

“Yes. Coming with us is of absolute importance.”

Their voices were identical sing-songs, soft and full of a strange vibrancy that I couldn’t place. I had no choice, of course, and so when they bent down and put their warm, soft bodies against mine, I did not try to fight in the least. My legs were weak from so much sitting and waiting, and I was unused to walking. They had to help me stay on my feet. I could not make out much of their faces other than that they seemed symmetrical and beautiful even from my brief, shadowed glances.

“You may want to close your eyes.”

“Yes. Closing your eyes is highly suggested.”

I thought that perhaps I would refuse them, but once they led me out into the hallway, I found it impossible to keep my eyes open even if I wanted. I literally could not handle the amount of light that flooded into my body. It was a myriad of sensation all at once. The smell was overwhelmingly like lemon, the sounds of other heels clicked down other parts of the hall. So much sound and smell compared to what I had experienced in the tiny cell. 

I opened my eyes very briefly and immediately had to close them again, only able to make out the sparsest of details. The two beautiful young women walked me down the crisp, clean hallways. Before I could even really see their faces or anything beyond the shiny buckles on their tall, tall high heels, we were in a large stone room with a pool of steaming water in the middle. Their young, firm breasts pushed against my arms and they led me to the pool.

It was dim enough in this new room that I could begin to make out more and more details of their faces.

They were identical twins, I realized. Both had long, elegant noses and high cheekbones, their lips luscious and full. Each had deep, dark eyes and thick blond hair. They wore tiny red v-necked uniforms with plush lacy frills around their ample breasts and shiny, tight thighs. Fishnets decorated their legs. The only difference from one to the other was that the one on my right had one dark lock of hair feathered off to the side. No doubt the lock of dark hair was present was so that the Master of the house, and other servants, could tell them apart.

“I am Celene.”

“Yes. And I am Melinda.”

Melinda was the one with the dark lock. 

“We are your trainers. We are very excited to meet you, Kara.”

“Yes, Kara,” Melinda nodded. “So very excited to train you.”

“I...thank you.” 

My voice was hoarse, unused to use. I knew that patience, diligence, and courtesy was the course for me. If I were to act out against these two, there was no telling all the ways they might know of to make my life a living hell. They were in charge of me for the time being, after all.

“Now, you must bathe,” said Celene.

“Yes. Bathing is good for the soul.”

Both of them began to disrobe, taking off their frilly, sexy outfits. As they did, I finally remembered that I could speak freely as well.

“Will you put me back in the cell when we're done? How long must I be trained for? Will you give me a light...perhaps something to read?”

They guided me further down into the water. I was too weak to resist.

As I got a better look at them, it was clear to me they were both Talreshans like myself. 
Talresha is a river country on the border of the Talresh Mountains, which stretch north and south down the great continent of Aurona. 
We Talreshans are known, by and large, for being a practical people whose natural race has been mixed over the years from several waves of immigrants from places like Yoro, The Brickhills, and Imperial Hundret. Our skins are tanned dark brown from our ancestors toiling in the sun, our eyes coming in every color you can imagine. My own are a bright, almost lime, green. For hundreds of years, the Talresh Mountains guarded one border and the Tal River the other, though since the industrial and modern age began, we have made most of our money through the incorporation of textiles and manufacturing small devices like cell phones. There is work for all, though it is not all well paid. 

Most of the women of my country—as I am and like Celene and Melinda—are tall, and the men taller. To be a short Talreshan is almost an affront to nature, and very quickly such unfortunates are usually driven out of the country entirely in their shame. Long ago, the few shorter people we created were often burned at the stake for being unnatural; the same sorts of horrible superstitions afflict every nation, though of course in different ways. I would like to think we are more civilized now, but I have seen too many fights start because one man called another short. No man under six foot has much hope of accomplishing anything in Talresha.

Though, there are exceptions. In my home town of Prute, sitting on the edge of the River Tal, the mayor is no more than five foot five, and rules with an iron fist. He uses his shortness to his advantage, letting the unwary think he is weak.

I felt like I would be something like that mayor in this place—accede and appease, and let them think what they want. Only I knew the strength that existed in my heart.

Only I knew that submission was not so very bad, even if I was a virgin and had never been touched by the loving hand of a man. The heart knows what it wants. 

Melinda and Celene could sense my hesitation in sliding down into the water with them. I was virginal, as I said, and bathing with two women was somewhat beyond the pale for me.

“You needn’t worry so much,” said Celene. 

“Yes. Do not worry so much. It’s bad for the complexion.”

Slowly, they guided me into the warm, soft water. It felt nice to be wet, to have their attention on me. I had so missed the touch of another human while I was locked away.

“You mustn’t harm your complexion.”

“Yes. You must not. Master will not like that.”

With soapy sponges in their hands, they began to bathe me, slowly. Each part of my body was attended to in perfect symmetry, with perfect devotion. They spent two long minutes sliding the sponges around my feet, and another four on my calves, and so on. The air in the room stayed warm, just below the point of discomfort, and the constancy of their hands on my body was incredibly arousing.

I was proud of my body. In my town of Prute, and indeed Talresha as a whole, women are mostly known for their bodies or their cooking. Before I was sold away, I was known for both. 

I thought that this was a fine thing indeed, to be both of the things that a woman should be. It didn’t occur to me that there was ever anything more to aspire to. Not much arrived in our village from the outside world—even the television networks were nationalized—and always I was content to try my best to look pretty and to cook beautiful meals for the men who came to my house to speak with my father. I did not put it together until late in my time there that often, these men were coming just as much to look at me and taste my food as they were to talk to my insipid fool of a father.

The women from my village were not raised to be ashamed of their bodies. Harsh curfews were installed for men, and any found outside after that time were quickly punished. As such, women could come and go as they pleased at any time of day. Our outfits were flirty and open, baring our cleavage and hips, trying to catch mates as we could.

The twins finished with my thighs, and moved upwards to my pussy. I tried to back away, but of course I couldn’t. They held me firmly.

“You shouldn’t worry so,” said the first. “It doesn’t become a luscious body such as yours.”

“Yes. You should not worry. We know what we are doing.”

Celene continued to push up over my thighs, soft little excited breaths exiting her mouth. “You mustn’t doubt us.”

“Yes. Doubting us is the last thing you should do.”

Their fingers were gentle as they glided over my crotch and then around to the back, sliding their sponges over the twin globes of my ass. My time in the kitchen kept me moving and lifting always. I was in good shape.

“May we touch your breasts?”

“Yes. May we? We would like to clean you all over for Master.”

I gulped. I didn’t want them to...and yet I did. With the warmth and relaxation that these two provided, it felt strange only having them touch the bottom part of my body. Like only wearing one sock, or only brushing one side of teeth in your mouth. A kind of sensation I can’t stand. And their hands—they felt soooo good. 

“Y-yes,” I squirmed. “Please. Wash me.”

The twins’ hands ran down over my large breasts, flicking gently at my nipples. Their hands were soft, warm, and magical. I thought again about how much I had missed being touched in my time in the cell. It didn’t matter to me that they were women; it didn’t matter to me that they were the first women who had ever touched me so intimately. In fact, they were the first anyone who had touched me in the way that they touched me, running their exploring hands over my tiny waist, my wide child-bearing hips. The marveled silently over the thickness and length of my hair, assuring me that it would look so much better once I had earned a proper diet and proper make-up privileges. 

I knew I was beautiful; I knew that my father had most likely caught much more than a fair price for selling me. It likely wouldn’t take long at all for me to pay off his debt, but that didn’t matter. I would be a slave for the rest of my life, or until I was freed. In my time in the cell, by myself, I had done my best to accept this.

Finally, they finished their job. I was cleaned all over, and wet as well.

“Now,” said Celene, a certain predatory glint in her eyes, “You must let us lick you.”

“Yes,” said Melinda. “Licking you is what we crave to do, and you must obey, like a good slave.”

“Like a good slave.”

“Like a good slave.”

They continued to echo one another, pushing me against the edge of the pool we stood in. As they continued to chant, they pushed me up onto the stones around the pool and then more ever still until I was on my back. Melinda climbed up out of the water, wetness dripping from her brilliantly gorgeous naked frame down onto my own body, and slid on top of my chest. The cheeks of her ass rubbed hard against my erect nipples as she slowly lowered her hairless pussy down to my face. 

“You must lick her,” said Celene.

“Yes. Lick me.”

The smell of her lust-filled cunt was overwhelmingly sweet. I needed to taste her, and her folds were so tantalizingly close. My tongue slipped out and tasted her—sweet, just like her smell. I licked more, and Melinda moaned, sliding her face down harder on my face. Her knees gripped the side of my head, holding me in place, and I could not get away even if I wanted to.

But I didn't want to.

As Melinda had her way with my tongue, Celene slid her own face forward between my open, waiting legs. Very quickly she was licking me just as I licked Melinda, though with more dexterity. Hers was a skilled tongue, and gentle, and she made circles around my precious mound with a practiced ease. 

I tried to follow her example, keeping a gentle rhythm with my tongue, licking gently and every so often letting the pink tip drag across the small nub that I had centered my new world around. My efforts were rewarded with Melinda's increased gyrations and moaning as she sat down harder on my face. Melinda's excitement increased Celene's, and the twin licking my cunt increased her efforts—which made me increase mine! We were a trifecta of lust. 

Soon, I felt my orgasm approaching—and I could feel a pulsing, hot tightening from Melinda on top of me. Her orgasm was announced by a hot shriek and the tightening and sudden loosening of her knees on my head. As she came, I did as well, feeling that rush of ecstasy and shame that had accompanied my orgasms ever since arriving there. 

Slowly, the sisters, slid off from on top of me and began to dry themselves off, and then me. They'd had their way with me. They had done exactly what they wanted. 

They had done exactly what they were ordered to do by Master.

I felt violated, it was true. But, I couldn’t deny how much I enjoyed it and wanted it, every step of the way...and how much I looked forward to doing it again.

* * * * *

The auction house was a bustling, happy place. All the slaves there had followed the process, had been fully indoctrinated, and had smiles on their faces. They would be obedient for whomever bought them. That was their destiny.

That was my own destiny.

I did not know where the auction house was—I suspected Talresha, because of the cold weather I felt outside, but it just as easily could have been Nator or Yoro. I had been blindfolded on the ride there, and the blindfold was taken off only when I finally arrived properly inside of the auction house. It was a large building, and where I was looked something like the backstage area of a theater, with lots of mirrors everywhere and plenty of bright lights shining so everyone could admire themselves or fix their make-up and outfits. 

My own outfit was simple. I had on a tight pink corset to show off my large breasts and tight, tiny waist, and tall pink leather boots stretched up just to my knees, decorated my legs and showing off their length. I had on no panties, and that was perfectly all right. If any of the other slaves had on underwear—male or female—it was all sheer. Modesty was for those outside of the Service Trade, and I was most certainly inside of it. 

My training was complete. I was the perfect, obedient slave, and I would follow my Trainer’s instructions to the letter while I was being sold. 

If the area we were in was a backstage, then the stage itself was a tall platform beyond a door at the top of the backstage area. A series of metal steps led up to the door, and a line had loosely begun to form. A distinguished-looking dark-skinned Hundret slave in a smashing, tight business suit called out names on a clipboard, trying to organize the presentation order.

Very soon, girls would be called up to be sold off to their new Owners. A number of Masters and Mistresses had already walked past us, earlier, taking stock of the merchandise available to them. The Master who had trained me, Franklin, was not amongst them. I would have recognized his handsome, moody face anywhere, even in a thick crowd like there was backstage. 

Now, back out in front of the presentation platform, all the Owners sat in chairs, conferring with one another and taking bets on the order of the males and females to be shown. 

As they had walked by, I could not stop the excitement that attended my heart. There were Masters and Mistresses, both, though quite a few more Masters than Mistresses. With my supple young body on display how it was, my mind raced with possibilities in front of so many handsome, strong men. Would they take it upon me to fuck me in turn, to test out the merchandise?

Would they want to fuck me all at once, as some sort of test? Shower me in cum and see if I begged for more?

I promised myself that I would.

As I sat backstage, even long after the events ran their course, I daydreamed about that. All of those Masters, all of those huge indomitable cocks, surrounding me, each last one wanting a turn with the slave body that I alone had.

Nearby me in the crowd was a Yoron girl with thick red hair and wide, sumptuous curves. Contrary to Yoron men, who were notably gregarious, tall, and musclebound, most Yoron women were plump, soft-spoken, and muted in personality. She was worrying away at her reflection in a mirror, trying to arrange her soft curls just right.

I leaned in to help her, adjusting the golden clasp in her heavy red mane so that her lovely, angular face was framed just so.

“There,” I said. “How’s that?”

“Thank you, sister,” she said quietly, looking at me with large, grateful blue eyes. “It’s very pretty.”

We all called each other sisters. We were sisters in service. We all understood.

A guard watched us closely, ensuring that no undue touching occurred. Bisexuality was openly encouraged and sometimes even demanded for slaves, but it wasn't to happen without explicit approval. And, as none of us had Owners yet, very little behavior was approved for us. Guards like the big burly one eyeing us were everywhere around us, keeping everything orderly. Making sure we didn't act willfully.

I had little concern of doing such a thing.

It wasn’t that I didn’t have a will. It was just that my will was...muted. I had better options than having a will. I had obedience. I had a cause. I had something to live for—and besides that, the thrill of finding out who my new Master would be was positively overwhelming. I brimmed with need to kneel for my Master, to show him how appreciative I was to be owned. I wanted him to feel like a real man, to know that he owned me in every way possible, for him to understand that my loyalty was unquestionable.

The other women waiting backstage were gorgeous, of course. I noticed smugly that I was quite possibly the most gorgeous of any of them. My tits weren’t quite as large as the Yoron who I had helped, and my hair wasn’t quite as long as the pale Brickhill girl in the red lingerie, but my face was definitely prettier than any of them. My musculature was just slightly more toned than that other Talreshan, and I saw that I was the only one who was observing and measuring the other women. Their faces were blank, expressionless save for a vapid, empty smile. My own smile was seductive, inviting, with a sharpened, sexy intelligence behind it. 

They might have been good specialty slaves, great for a fuck or two in between fucking other slaves. But I was the only one there who would work perfectly as a companion slave. Someone for a Master to bounce his thoughts off of, and to indulge his most wicked desires.

And yet, still, I was sad.

I knew that I would be the perfect companion for whomever bought me. And I would obey them, perfectly and happily. That was my place. That was my destiny. But, at the same time...

No matter how diligently I was trained—and it was diligently—feelings for my old Master still lived within me. He had promised me that when I found my new Master, all those old feelings would attach to my new owner, and I wouldn’t even know the difference. All the good slaves did this, he assured me.

But somehow I knew I would know the difference. I would always want the Master who trained me to obey, and he was forbidden from buying me. Celene and Melinda had told me. 

Masters never bought a slave they had trained.

* * * * *

In Talresha, where I am from, sometimes men cannot pay their debts. When this happens, they have only a few options.

They can be killed, thus canceling anything they might owe. Obviously, this isn’t very desirable.

They can sell their businesses, if they have one. Sometimes this happens, though often not. 

So the last and most used option is that if a man in debt has a wife, a sister, or a daughter, they can sell her to the Guild of Service to pay off the amount they owe. 

My father was a stupid man who always thought he deserved more than what he had. Not far from our small cobblestone town, there was a riverboat casino where he played cards every night. He would pay off his debts every time that he was paid by the local saw mill, and then he would play on credit and lose money for another week. Then, the saw mill closed down. My father played on credit for several months, earning much debt. The casino men, they broke my father’s leg, and then his arm, and still he could not pay them.

And so, as you probably have already gathered, he sold me. His one and only eighteen year-old daughter, who cooked and cleaned for him, and would have been happy to do as he said for as long as he wished.

Because he was weak, and because he was stupid, and because he was lacking in moral fiber, he sold me and gave me away like I was some property.

And now I was property. 

And now, I was beginning to enjoy it.

After Celene and Melinda pleasured me, and I them, in the bath, they gave me a bed in my small cell, and a small electric lantern, as well as a small warm dinner. It was nothing special—warmed asparagus worked over a plate of orderly Lima beans—but it was tastier than anything I felt I had ever had before (outside of, perhaps, Melinda’s pussy).

Hunger is, I found, the absolute best seasoning for food. 

The morning after I was given my bed, Celene and Melinda opened the door once more. Quietly, they led me through the intricate stone hallways into a large room with dark, painted walls and a thick white mattress in the middle of the floor.

The two were dressed again in highly sexualized uniforms, though today the color was blue instead of red, and they had traded in the frills of the previous uniform for soft wispy lace that wrapped around their tight bodies and was also sheer, exposing their nipples and cleavage.

“This is not a free ride,” said Celene, pointing at the bed.

“Yes,” said Melinda. “You must earn your keep.”

I nodded, hoping to show compliance. “I know that. I didn’t expect that. I want to do my best. I want to do whatever I can.”

“That’s good. We would hate for this to become unpleasant.”

“Yes. That is very good. Otherwise, we are authorized to become very unpleasant with you.”

I gulped, my eyes widening.

“Th-there’s no need for that, I don’t think. Please. I’ll do anything you say. I want to. I want to learn.”

Trying to prove myself, I knelt down onto the mattress. It was springy and sturdy, the fabric slightly rough on my skin.

“Do you see? I want to hear you. Please.”

Celene strutted forward in her heels, sliding a gloved hand through my thick hair.

“She’s so very eager,” noted Celene.

“Yes. Much more eager than the last one.”

That processed for a moment while Melinda came on the other side of Celene. Their hot, scented pussies were so close to my face. It was hard to think of anything else. Melinda had tasted so very good...

“You’ve done this before?” I asked.

“Oh, of course. The last one wasn’t so eager as you. She was—or is, I suppose—a Nator. You know how they can be. So much fire.”

“Yes. We’ve had to train her for months and months, and still she is in the dungeons, and we await her compliance.”

“Dungeons? You mean this place?”

Celene tsked. “Oh, no. The dungeons are below this level. You don’t want to go there.”

“Yes. You want to avoid them at all costs.”

We Talreshans had a grim determination to us; a sensibility that was hard to crack. We would try a task, and any progress at all in our efforts would mean that we would attempt it again and again until it was done.

It was absolutely possible they were bluffing. But looking at their faces, it was hard to see any evidence or guile or plotting. I don’t know if they had enough of their minds or wills left to do something as dastardly as lie in order to intimidate me. As best I knew, what they were saying was absolutely true, and I knew they would work on me until I was obedient as their Master required. 

As obedient as my Master required.

I was ready to cooperate anyway. But now I knew I needed to, unless I wanted to go back to my cell.

“I don’t want to live in the dungeons,” I said, sliding my hands up Celene’s leg, and then Melinda’s. They were so smooth, so easy and beautiful to touch. My pussy warmed at their softness. “I want to obey. Please. Teach me?”

Smiling, Celene stepped to the wall and opened a small panel there. The stones made a mechanical whirring sound and opened up, revealing a cold steel box into which Celene reached. She walked back toward me with a large, tan-colored dildo in her hands. 

“You must learn to take this into your body,” said Celene, sliding a finger up and down the long length of the dildo.

“Yes,” said Melinda. “It’s only right and proper that you learn how to take the size of any man.”

“Of several men, if need be.”

“Yes. You must know how to fuck however many men your Master wants you to fuck.”

I gulped, my pussy twinging with pleasure and apprehension at the thought. I realized very suddenly that they—or he—could do just that. Gather up a dozen men just to fuck me into submission, to fuck me until I was so delirious with orgasms and so drowned in cum that I could do nothing but become their slave.

They could do anything at all they wanted with me, and fucking me with the dildo in Celene’s hands was just the tip of the iceberg.

I was determined to not be intimidated. If they could do anything to break me, I wanted them to try. I wanted to show them that this was my will to submit, not their decision.

Melinda knelt down on the mattress next to me and wrapped her hands around my breasts, bringing my nipples to life. Instantly a slow, steady, pleasant warmth flooded through my body from her touch. Celene pushed the edge of the flesh-like dildo against my lips, and instinctively I licked it. The taste was sweet. I felt a cloud, misty and lingering, slide over my mind.

“Take it in your mouth,” said Celene

Melinda slid her fingers along my clit. “Yes, you must take it down.”

Her alacrity with touching the female form was astounding, though I was too overcome with pleasure to really notice all its subtleties. It felt good, and then it felt even better.

Slowly, I let the dildo enter my mouth, still somewhat expecting a gross, plastic-like feel to it.

But, just like it appeared, it was instead flesh-like. Soft and hard at the same time. It entered my mouth with just the slightest bit of lubrication already, which tasted faintly sweet and made me salivate all the more.

After a moment, I noticed there was something special about the dildo—it was heated. I had heard of vibrators, for dildos that shook rapidly for extra pleasure, but for it to be heated...

That warm sensation, combined with the flesh-like feel of the dildo, made it feel like I was sucking a cock for real.

The twins pushed it down my throat, ignoring my gag reflex. I choked, again and again, making odd chortling sounds. But Melinda and Celene held me in place. Melinda stroked my throat, somehow pressing on it in exactly the right way to help me relax.

“Breath through your nose, dear,” said Celene.

“Yes. You must breath through your nose. It’s the best way.”

The instinctual panic I felt began to dissipate as Melinda and Celene continued to hold me tight and coo in my ear. They were so comforting, so happy, so eager to please. I felt grateful to have their sexy, nubile bodies pressed against mine. Their lips ran up my neck and jawline in tandem, working happily to keep me calm. 

“The process will take hold soon. You must trust the process.”

“Yes. Trusting the process is the best thing to do.”

Slowly, my reflex began to slide away. I became more aware of the thick length inside of my throat, how it pulsed and throbbed as it slid slowly up and down. The process was working. I would have thought that the elimination of a gag reflex would have taken days or even weeks of training, but whatever they were doing to me...it was working.

It was a sort of scary thought. But more than that, it turned me on. I liked that they were changing me into something new. I felt pride surge through me at this new ability I had, to take a cock as big as this.

“You’re so able,” Celene marveled. “It took me days to hold it in like you’re doing.”

“Yes. So very able. You should be proud of yourself, slave. You are such an incredible find.”

Again, at their words, I felt pride spike through my body. I liked being praised for this sort of work.

Maybe that was all part of it. Maybe that was all some aspect of what they were doing to me. I didn’t care, though. It felt too good to care.

Celene slowly slid the cock out of my mouth and handed it to Melinda.

“Later, we’ll have you swallow what you earn,” said Celene. “But for now, entering is enough.”

“Yes,” said Melinda. “We must take our time, and train you correctly.”

Celene laid me back on the bed, sliding up against me. Now it was Melinda who led the show. She spread my legs apart, sliding her tongue up the dildo worshipfully before slowly lowering it down to my cunt.

“You have to be fucked properly,” said Celene.

“Yes. We have to know you can take Master’s cock.”

For a few moments, I thought about how his cock would no doubt be unprotected when it entered me. Celene and Melinda had told me how the water I drank every day was laced with birth control medication. But at that moment, I also thought of something even more pressing.

“I-I’m a-a virgin,” I said weakly.

Celene's eyes widened slightly. “So?”

“Yes. So?”

“I...I-I just...I thought you should know...ooh!”

Melinda pushed the dildo forward into my entrance. The head of the great object was so enormous. It entered my virgin cunt slowly, pushing in to my canal. My muscles stretched, trying to grip it tight. 

It passed all my natural resistances quickly. There was pain, but then pleasure as the process took over. The soft lubrication from the dildo absorbing into my body, doing its work.  

“You are doing so well,” said Celene. “You are being such a very good slave.”

“Yes,” said Melinda, fucking me harder and harder with the dildo. “You are being very good.”

That spiked my pleasure again, being told I was good. Even as Melinda fucked me harder with the dildo, shoving it in and out roughly into my virgin pussy, Celene licked my nipples and rubbed her fingers on my clit. I knew I was going to cum soon. I didn't feel like I had a choice. 

This all felt so gloriously good. I was so happy to serve. So happy to submit to their will, the will of these slaves. The will of my Master. I knew he wanted me trained; I knew he wanted me to want this dildo inside of my body. And I did, at that moment, more than anything. I moaned, my hips bucking, as a sweet warmth poured out from my clit and pulsed through the entirety of my body. 

First it spread through my legs, spasming them and straightening them out, and then my whole upper body with rigid and soft, rigid and soft as I came, squeezing my pussy muscles tight on the dildo inside of me.

The whole time I came, I cried out with mad, hot lust. It all felt so very good. I was so grateful to be there, so grateful to be a slave with Melinda and Celene. 

Finally, the pleasure ebbed off, and Celene kissed my forehead. 

“That’s very good.”

“Yes. Very good,” said Melinda, sliding the dildo out of my dripping cunt with a wicked grin lighting up her face. “Now, let’s see you take it in your mouth again.”

* * * * *

Backstage in the auction house, the selling was well underway. The gentle Yoron girl I had helped fetched a fair price of three hundred thousand goldoons. Celene and Melinda had estimated, before I left, that they expected I might catch as much as four hundred thousand. They were being complimentary. The two of them together—a matched pair, and so therefore quite rare—had caught upward of five hundred thousand for the pleasure of their lifelong service. 

The line in front of me up the metal steps out to the platform was shortening, and shortening, and shortening. There was a feminine voice that drifted in through the speakers at odd intervals, but I could hear only the announcement to enter, and the price of the final sale of the slaves in front of me. Everything else—sights, sounds, smells—of the selling platform was completely blocked to me. 

“And now it is time for one of our finest acquisitions,” said a calm, placid female voice. 

Behind me, one of the guards gestured for me to step through the door and onto the platform. I stepped out, my tall heels rapping sharply on the hard surface. The platform was entirely circular, and behind me, the door was shut. All around me were tall, gorgeously muscled men. Each one with a harder body than the last. They all looked at me, their light eyes running over my splendid curves and long, long legs. My breasts rose hot in my tiny corset, threatening to pop out with each breath. Each one seemed a Brickhill man; their lithe frames and pale coloring lent credence to the theory. 

The Brickhills were a landlocked country deep to the east of Talresha. For a long time, they were the sole trading partner of the Talreshan monarchy, but ever since modern times began, they had made their fortune from a strange combination of investment trading and illegal imports. Their government was unique, as far as I knew, in that it was run entirely by criminals, each with their own cadre of thugs and enterprises, and yet all followed a simple inviolate code of conduct that protected the citizenry. 

But why were these men there, now? Was part of the auction to see me used and abused? To have this collection of young, hard men to push me down on the ground and fuck my slave face until my belly was swollen with cum? Would they each fuck me in turn as the Masters watched, noting how well I responded to the submission? 

It made so much sense, I thought. That was why the platform was shut off from the rest of the slave backstage. They didn’t want anyone getting cold feet. My breaths rose quickly, a flush flooding my chest and neck. I wanted it. I wanted to be taken by all of them.

But just as soon as my pussy warmed over with the thought of facing so many men for the enjoyment of a collection of Masters, they Brickhill slaves all stepped down off the platform, revealing a circle of mirrors. 

It was all part of the show, I realized with some disappointment. They showed the immense masculinity of the collected male slaves to highlight my own femininity. It made sense, but I could not help but feel pangs of desire follow the exit of the Brickhill slaves.

In the mirrors surrounding the platform, I could see my gorgeous reflection clearly, the way my corset sparkled with jewels, contrasting so brilliantly against the deep natural tan of my skin. The mirrors were no doubt the sort that from interrogation rooms that I had seen in movies about police; people on the other side were watching. I could feel their eyes on me.

I liked their eyes on me. Quickly, I forgot all about the Brickhill slaves. I wanted these Masters to want me.

“This slave is brand new,” said the voice. “A Talreshan, as you can plainly see. She came to us as a natural submissive. She is happy to obey and even happier to serve. Her body is all natural, no surgeries. She is just barely eighteen, and—note her eyes, gentleman. Such a deep, bright green.”

I was allowed to pose for a bit. 

“Let’s start the bidding at fifty thousand, shall we? Do I hear fifty?” There was a ding from one of the panels. “Fifty. Can we go as high as one hundred thousand?” Ding. “One hundred. The current bid is one hundred thousand. Is there as much as one hundred fifty thousand? One hundred fifty thousand for this exquisite beauty?” Ding ding. “Two bids. The current bid is at two hundred fifty thousand. Is there room in our pockets for more? Two hundred fifty thousand. Going once—” Ding.

It went on like this for several minutes. My heart couldn’t stop racing. Within just a number of seconds, I had eclipsed Celene and Melinda’s price—and then it kept going up! 

By the time the bidding had ended, I was barely able to understand the numbers that had been thrown out. It was too much—far too much! And yet it was real! I wanted to stay on the platform forever; I wanted all of them to keep wanting me, to keep raising the price. 

But, a guard opened the door and called me back, and I had to obey.

I stepped backstage and met the other slaves. Some stared at me with contempt, but a few rare souls had wide, happy smiles on their faces. 

The Yoron from earlier met me with an excited smile on her face.

“One million guldoons!” she hugged me tight, her tits crushing on top of my own. “I can’t believe it. I can barely even fathom that much money! You’re so lucky. Your new Master wants you so very badly.”

I nodded, feeling giddy. Whoever bought me wanted me more than he wanted quite a lot else. 

I hoped so terribly much that I might like him even a fraction as much I adored my Trainer, the one Master who I knew would never own me.

* * * * *

Melinda and Celene, as sweet as they were, still had that trademark Talreshan relentlessness. They fucked me all day and night with the special dildo—and then just as I had gotten the hang of that, they started to use two dildos.

“You must learn to fuck two men at once,” Celene would say.

“Yes. You must learn to do anything at all that Master might require of you.”

After perhaps a week of their training, finally I was to learn just what Master would want of me. Even though he was only my Trainer, not my real Master, I was required to call him “Master” at all times. The failure to do so would result in severe punishment. 

I didn't mind. It felt good to recognize that I had a Master. It felt like that was my place. The proper place of a submissive sex toy like what I was born to be.

One morning, Celene and Melinda woke me, as they always did, but this time, instead of following me inside the training room, they stood at the door and pointed inside. 

“You must go in and learn,” said Celene. 

“Yes. It is so important that you learn well, today, and make us proud.”

My heart fluttered. I knew already what this meant. I stepped inside and then quickly settled down to my knees, crawling forward to the bed as I had been trained.

Inside, standing in front of the bed, was Master. I had learned, over the time of my training, that his name was Franklin, but to me he would only ever be Master.

He wore a loose pair of cloth pants and a tight white a-frame shirt. His torso muscles were broad and thick, stretching out the material of the shirt. His face was crafted in a harsh, handsome way, with a hawk-like nose and fierce, burning dark eyes. Looking at him, just briefly, I felt as though he could set me on fire with his gaze. 

But, mostly I kept my eyes on the ground, as was proper.

“Look at me.”

I raised my head. “Yes, Master.”

He was clearly a Berokian man. His short hair was styled in the typical Berokian manner, with curls falling just above his eyes. Surprised entered me slowly, like a hesitant lover. I thought for sure he would have been Talreshan—like myself, Celene, and Melinda—but I suppose that was only coincidence. 

Was I in Berok, then? Sudden, foolish daydreams entered my thoughts of seeing the many sights that the old country boasted—going up the Towers of Por, or the standing before the Arch of Victory with his hands around my waist. 

“Do you know what this is?” 

He held up a thick leather loop in his hands. 

“Yes, Master.”

“Tell me.”

“It is a collar, Master.”

“And what does it mean?”

“If I wear it, if I am allowed to, it means that I am properly trained, Master. It means that I am ready to be owned in a True House, and am no longer in need of processing.”

“Do you think you are ready for this collar?”

“Such decisions are best left to experts,” I said deftly. “I would not presume upon the opinions of a Master or his chosen servants.”

He harrumphed. “You’ve got some manners, I suppose.” 

He slid a hand through my thick hair and then down my naked back. I shivered as his fingertips dug into my spine. 

“Thank you, Master. I am glad to have anything at all that you say.”

“Oh ho!” he said with a smile. “Clever too, hmm?”

“I am whatever you require, Master.”

He took his hands off me, then, tossing the collar to the corner of the room. With much deliberation, I did not let me disappointment show.

“You did very well with the girls, or so they reported,” he said. “But now we must find out how good you are with me.”

“Of course, Master.

A million questions ran through my mind, questions I knew that the girls would never been able to answer. What manner of slave was I to be? How long would my service be? Would I be able to live in servitude forever, as my heart so truly desired?

But, as if by instinct, all I said was, “I live to obey, Master. Please, instruct me?”

He pushed me down onto the mattress. I let my legs fall outward, readying myself for him. He inspected me slowly, looking up and down. His fingers traced lines around my torso, and my pussy pulsed with excitement.

“They told me you were a virgin. How is that so? You're very beautiful.”

“I was waiting for the right one to be with. I wanted it to be...to be special.”

That did something to him, all right. His cock stirred visibly. 

“Kneel before me.”

I did as he asked, moving up off my back and resuming my kneeling position from before. My eyes remained deferent, staring only at his feet. 

“Bring me to hardness, slave.”

“With my mouth or my hands, Master?”

“Use your imagination.”

“Of course, Master. Right away, Master.”

I leaned in and slipped my hands around his cock. I held it gently, letting my mouth part. It was so big. I raised my eyebrows, highlighting my awe of it. He deserved to know his cock was terrific. Very quickly, he was completely hard. I sucked on his rod eagerly, so glad to finally know the taste of a real man's cock. It was even better than the training dildo—warmer, harder, larger. I loved every inch of it.

Groaning harshly, he pushed on top of me. His precum spurted up onto my neck, and he gathered it up and spread it over my naked breasts. In just a matter of seconds, he was fucking my thick tits. His cock was enormous, and pushed against my lips as he pushed his hot rod through the soft valley of my breasts.

“Take my cock, slave,” he ordered. “Take it how you were taught.”

Moaning, I did exactly as he said, craning my neck forward to wrap my legs around his hardness. This seemed to excite him all the more, and after giving my tits a few more forceful strokes, he pushed up higher on my torso and pushed himself completely into my mouth.

His fucking only intensified as he rammed his cock into my skull. I could not protest even if I wanted to, which I absolutely did not. I loved it. He was using me. He used me like property, like the sex slave I had become. There was no thought to me as a person, only as an object. His cock bulged in my throat, and he fucked my skull so hard I thought my brains would melt.

With an enormous, shuddering groan, he came into my mouth. Still spurting wildly, his seed so fresh and warm, he pulled out, spraying onto my face. I licked it all up, gasping and heaving, trying to stay conscious after the brutal, hardcore fucking my head had just received.

When I was finally able to recover, I noticed a fair amount of surprise on his face. It was surprise at himself, I noted—he had not thought, perhaps, that he would be overcome with lust so quickly for me.

I felt a little sliver of pride work its way into my heart at that knowledge.

“You served well,” he said, stroking my hair with admiration. “I see that I do not have to teach you eagerness, which is good. But you still must be taught finesse.”

“I long to learn from you, Master.” I licked up the cum I had gathered in my hands slowly, letting him watch. “I want to take everything you can give me, Master.”

The lust on his face was so great, then, so evident, that I almost misidentified as something else.

In that moment, I almost thought that he loved me. But of course he couldn't. 

A Trainer never fell in love with a slave.

* * * * * 

After the auction, I was led by a pair of stout guards into a black town car. It was very similar to the one that had taken me from my first home, with my father, and now it would transport me to my True Home. It felt like a rhyme in motion, like I lived in a poem.

For no particular reason, I thought about how I was no longer on birth control. They had taken me off of it—and my Trainer Franklin had stopped fucking my cunt—a week or so before the auction. With the way what I was on worked, there was no doubt that I was now perfectly fertile.

Inside the car was a lovely, older woman with a beautiful body and an even lovelier face. Right away I felt connected to her in a way that I couldn’t quite define.

She took my hand, guiding me to sit down right next to her. As soon as I had, her leg had slid over mine, revealing the long slit in her tiny, sparkling blue gown. Her heavy, hot breasts pressed against mine, and she bit her lip lustfully as she examined me.

“My name is Pasha,” she said. “I am the First Slave of my Master’s house. Or, our Master’s house, I suppose.”

“It is an honor to meet you, Ma’am.”

It took me a moment to place her ethnicity—but she was Berokian. Her bright blue eyes threw me off, as the Berokians so often had dark eyes the color of the night, but the olive complexion of her skin and her lustrous coiled brown hair, not to mention the fragrant accents of her speech, could identify her only as Berokian. Just like my Trainer.

Where I come from, the Berokians are rightly respected for their considerable abilities in bartering and networking—and, incidentally, spying. Frequent traders, and often hired often by other countries as ambassadors for the negotiations of treaties, they are known for sharp minds and sharper tongues. There is a joke that is passed around how if you don’t think you know any Berokians, you need only ask one, and they’ll be able to tell you of every last one that you’ve come across in your life. 

She was older than any slave I had seen before, though still not old, just more mature. There are preferences in Masters, or so it had seemed, for young women that were just barely eighteen and still quite susceptible to new training and teaching. This was only logical, as the mind at that age is so ripe for learning and instruction. If she had begun her service at the same age as I, then she had at least twice the amount of experience as I did.

Her bright blue eyes bespoke of a marvelous maturity. It was easy, right away, to know that she knew everything I was thinking and feeling without even saying a word to her, or her to me. 

“Now,” she said, sliding her hands over mine. “I know you’re probably just brimming with questions.”

“Questions are for idle minds, Ma’am,” I said automatically. “A good slave’s mind is never idle.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I see you’re better trained than most. Or just more trainable? The auctioneer sounded very impressed with you.”

“They have said that I took to service quite naturally, Ma’am.” I turned and looked her at her, full in the face. “I have no desire to contradict that sentiment.”

“I see.”

She stroked my hair for a moment, and then leaned in and kissed me. I responded appropriately, letting my mouth slide into hers, enjoying as our tongues melded together. I had no sense of propriety for such actions, no desire to wait. If she wanted to kiss me, I wanted to be kissed. In Master’s house, my new house, she held all authority over me. More authority than anyone, as a matter of fact, except for Master himself.

This had all been drilled into me by my Trainer. He let me know what to expect. He had been very kind to me, very thorough.

After several minutes of touching and stroking and more kissing, Pasha drew away from me. She looked me in the eyes, and guided my face until I looked right back at her once again.

“I want you to answer something for me.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

The title of “Ma’am” was most appropriate for someone of her station—the most favored slave in a given house. In all things, even slavery, there are hierarchies.

“Suppose your Master ordered you to arrange a party for the most honorable guests in town. You put together a list, but a further inspection alerts you to the fact that two mortal enemies are invited. One supplies Master with fine silks, with which his slaves are able to make gowns and decorations. The other supplies Master with wool, with which his slaves are able to keep themselves warm in the wintertime. If either one is invited over the other, no doubt the merchant left out will be duly offended. And if both are invited, they will both be offended that the other has been entreated to, or worse, they will cause violence to one another in Master’s home. Who then is to be invited over the other?”

I had not expected such a complex situation. Probably, I was expecting something more along the lines of a simple test of obedience: “If Master told you to kill your father, would you? ‘Yes, Ma’am, and with a smile. With Master’s cock inside of me, if he wanted.’” Something like that.

I also was not expecting my own answer to come so naturally, however.

“Silk catches a fairer price in the market,” I began, “and so it would be more prudent to deal more often with the silk merchant and re-sell whatever Master is able to obtain from him for more wool.” At this, she raised an imperious eyebrow. “That is, however, only if you truly can invite only one or the other.”

“You are suggesting a third way?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I would send them both the wrong invitations.”

She chuckled a bit at that. “You mean send the silk merchant the wool merchant’s invitation, and vice versa? Why?”

“Then their ire is thrust on Master instead of each other. But both would know that the other is invited, and they would be sore pressed to not come to the party when they know their rival will be there as well. It’s possible that they might try to take out their frustrations on Master, but I doubt it.”

“Why?”

“Because slaves use lots of fabric, and often. Suppose along with the invitation, he sends for an order of their finest cloths. A crate, let’s say, paid in advance. They can’t very well besmirch him at his party when he’s just paid for their next several months of wages, and they won’t attack one another because they’ll be too busy fuming at him. After the party, or during, he can send a girl over as way of apology.”

“You wouldn’t have any trouble ordering a woman to service someone in the name of Master?”

“A slave’s duty is to serve, Ma'am, no matter the request.”

“I see.” 

She smiled warmly, clearly enjoying the touch of my body. This was a woman who had, for many years, touched whatever girl she saw in her Master's home, and did so however she liked. As a result, she was rather good at it.

“You are to serve a very important function for Master, as time goes on. It’s not final yet, and your list of responsibilities will grow slowly, so that you learn them all well. But you are going to do for him what I did for many years,” she said. 

Her hand slid against my cunt, then. My breath caught. 

“It is time for me to move on,” she said with just a hint of sadness. “He wants someone younger. More able to do as he pleases. I earned my freedom many years ago, but I did not want to leave his service until he found a suitable replacement.”

“You mean...?”

“Yes. You are his new First Slave.”

Her fingers pressed harder against my pussy. I almost asked her to bring him to orgasm, but the car suddenly stopped, and she slid off my lap.

“We’re here.”

The house was large and ornate. The exterior was tall and white, with wide, light green shutters around the windows. Very quickly I was led inside, seeing a trio of slaves busying themselves in the living room with the preparations for some kind of feast. I had almost no time at all to look at the house, because Pasha dumped me directly into a large bedroom with an incredibly large bed that took up almost the entire space of the room.

For some strange reason, it all felt very familiar. 

“Wait in here,” said Pasha, closing the door behind her. “He’ll be with you presently.”

* * * * * 

Every day, Master took me to the training room and had his way with me, filling my trainable, eager body with his enormous cock in any way that he pleased. I loved every second of it, and as often as he would allow me, I told him so.

I only wished I wasn't forced to be on birth control. If I could just have his child, then he'd own me all the way. I'd be his, forever. I would have loved for him to get me pregnant, to fill me up so hard and so hot that I wouldn't have any choice but to admit to the world how very his I was.

I wanted to tell him that it was him that I loved. I loved the way he owned me. I loved the way he teased me with the collar that I was so desperate to earn. I loved the way that he touched me, that he licked me, that he kissed me, that he fucked me. I loved everything about kneeling before my Master, and I never wanted it to stop.

I knew I was getting close to the final moment of real ownership, where I would be a proper slave who was properly processed and indoctrinated. My pussy and heart sang together in unison at the thought. But there were still some obstacles I had to overcome.

As what had become the custom, Celene and Melinda delivered me to the training room in the morning. And as always, Master was inside, though one day as I entered he had a dark look on his face.

I crawled inside as I had been instructed to do, waiting patiently at his feet with my delicate ass held high and my face pressed against the ground. He did not say anything.

“You seem upset, Master,” I said after some time, rising just slightly. “Is there anything I might be able to do to make you feel better?”

“You anticipate my needs, slave.” His voice was strangely thick. “But you forget your place. No one told you to speak.”

“You are right, Master.” I dropped closer against his legs, placing my face to the ground. “I humbly beg your forgiveness.”

“I am upset. There is something that needs to be done today that...I don’t entirely want.”

I had no idea what he was talking about. 

“Never mind,” he said quietly. “Let’s do what we’re here for. I want you to tell me, slave.”

I was confused. “Tell you what, Master?”

“I want you to tell me what you need.”

“I need...I...”

In the time since I had arrived, I hadn’t given much thought to my own needs. That was part of the refreshing nature of being there, to being processed. There was much uncertainty, but no cruelty, and I found myself in many ways fortunate to have been chosen to be trained as I was. 

Finally, I said, “I need to be fucked, Master.”

“Do you?” 

His foot came down on my back, nudging gently on my spine.

“I need to be fucked, Master. Please fuck your slave, Master? Please?”

“Is that all you need?”

“I need to suck cock. I need to suck whatever cock my Master wants me to suck.”

“Do you?”

“Yes, Master. I love cock. I love servicing the cock of a strong man who knows what I am.”

“And what are you, girl?”

He pushed my head, almost a playful gesture, except for the way his fingertips dug into my skin.

“I’m a slave, Master.”

“Are you? You don’t sound like it.”

Stepping away from me, he opened the door out into the hallway.

“Wh-what are you doing, Master?”

“Don’t call me that. You clearly don’t mean it.”

My world felt like it was crashing down. I had no idea what was happening.

“I...I don’t know what you mean, Master.”

“You don’t want to be a slave. You might as well leave.”

Struggling not to cry, I started toward the door. Why was this happening now? I had done everything he had ever asked with a smile on my face. I had been eager to obey, happy to suck and fuck in every manner that he ordered me to. As I passed him, slowly, I noticed a flash of uncertainty cross his handsome face.

This was all a test, I realized suddenly. All of this together, a test. I was supposed to learn my place. I was never supposed to reject my place, no matter what.

Right in front of the door, I dropped to my knees before him.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m staying, Master.”

“Look at that. You can’t even obey orders.”

“I need to stay, Master. I’ll die out there. I need to be here.”

“Why?”

His voice sounded excited.

“Because I’m a slave. I’m your slave. I’m Master’s slave. I’ll do anything to stay, anything at all! I don’t care what you ask.”

He was silent. My words echoed softly against the wet stones.

“I need to be owned, Master. Please? Please own me? Let me stay, please? I want to be a slave, forever. I want to be your slave.”

For several moments, he was silent. I was terribly afraid he didn’t believe me. 

“I don’t care how you treat me,” I said slowly. “I don’t care if you...if you beat me or yell at me or anything. I don’t care if you fuck me with ten other men. All those cocks sliding in and out of my body, using me like the property I am. I’m yours for your use, until you don’t want me anymore. But even then, even when you don’t want me...I’ll still want you, Master. And I’ll still be yours in my heart.” I gulped, and then added, “Master.”

“I see.”

Slowly, the door behind me closed. In a few moments, he had grabbed the collar—the collar that he had teased me with for so many days now—and slid it around my neck. 

His voice was thick as he said, “I think you’re finally ready for sale.”

And I knew, then, why he had looked so sullen when I entered. He knew I would pass this test.

He knew he would have to sell me.

* * * * * 

It was dark outside before my new Master entered the bedroom where Pasha had left me. When he opened the door, he stood in the shadow.

“Turn around,” he said. “Assume the position on the bed.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “A slave obeys.”

His voice was rough, thick, but familiar. My heart began to beat quickly. Could it be...?

I tried to ignore the sudden pounding of my heart as I obeyed his orders and bent down onto the bed, getting on my hands and knees. I was obedient. I was a slave, through and through. My heart only sped up as I heard him approach and then slide onto the bed with me. His hands slid down my back, and worked through the thick tumble of my hair.

“Do you recognize my touch, slave?”

I did, of course. It was my Master. It was Franklin. But...

“...how is this possible, Master? I thought a Master couldn’t buy a slave he trained.”

He chuckled softly. “They often don’t. There are a number of prohibitions. But it’s not strictly forbidden. I bought you from the Guild, like I would any other slave. But...”

“But what, Master?”

“One of the provisions is that I have to give every other Master who took a bid on you a turn with your body.”

I gulped. “I am happy to obey in any way, Master.”

“That’s very good. I decided I would have them all take their privilege at the same time.”

“Yes,” said a man. “We're all quite jealous of Master Franklin, here. You're going to have quite a time keeping us satisfied.”

I gulped, barely able to contain my excitement. Not only was I to be owned, and not only was I to be owned by my favorite man in the entire world, but I was also to be blessed with a gang bang from a whole cadre of Master cocks!

“I live to obey, Master,” I said happily, drawing myself up. “I live to obey all of you!”

An appreciative murmur went up into the room—though Master Franklin held me still, preventing me from looking around. 

“You've had my cock in your cunt more times than I can count,” he said. “I'm going to fuck your mouth while I watch another man take you from behind.”

I nodded, shuddering with need. “Yes, Master. Please, Master. Let me serve you!”

The other Masters gathered around me, pushing me, touching me. Their hands so strong and rough. The hot, musty smell of their lust quickly filled the room. I could feel their hardening cocks sliding against my skin. The bed was just big enough for all of them to surround me at once, though I could see behind Franklin a few other men whose cocks were sliding in close to my face, their hard bodies pressed against his. 

“Yes, take it,” grunted a voice. “Take your Master’s cock.”

I slipped my mouth over Master Franklin's cockhead, eagerly slurping it down into my gullet. He leaned over, grunting appreciatively.

“Didn’t you tell me you wanted this, slave?” he whispered in my ear. “Ten men all at once, each with cocks hard just for your body?”

“Yes!” I thought, still eagerly sucking his cock. “Yes, Master! Please! Fuck me! All of you, please, Masters! Fuck me!”

They must have been telepathic, because as I moaned out my answers against Franklin's sweet rod, another Master put his huge hands on my behind and slowly pushed inside of my cunt. 

I wasn't on any kind of birth control, I remembered. With so many potent men around, it was almost impossible that I would end the night and not be pregnant. 

I didn't care. Master would take care of me. He would take care of all of it. I would be his hot pregnant fuckslave if that's what he wanted.

Soon, he and Franklin were pistoning hard into my body. Neither attempted to match the other; both were too firmly in control of everything in their lives to suddenly work with someone when it came to fucking. The Master behind me plowed into my cunt hard, and I could feel his thick, muscular belly pushing down on my ass as he grasped me harder and fucked me faster in my fertile cunt.

Meanwhile, I was doing everything I could do to make Master Franklin cum in my mouth. I wanted so badly to taste him; I knew that I would taste all the men around me, each in turn and some all at once, but I wanted all of their taste to work through the veil of the memory of Franklin's cum. His cock pushed against my throat, my cheeks, his fucking haphazardly hot. I could hear him grunting, and imagined him staring at all those other Masters, showing off what he owned.

Finally, with a hot groan, Master Franklin came in my mouth, and as I struggled to swallow his huge load down properly, the hulk behind me finished in my cunt. I moaned with an uncontrollable orgasm as he spurted hard against my g-spot and into my unprotected pussy. But even as I shivered and took in his cum, my cunt spasming and my throat soaked with fresh jizz, a new man entered my sloppy wet mouth and began to fuck it with his hard cock right away. I reached out to try and ask him to slow down, just even slightly, but as I did my hands wrapped around one cock and then another—two others who wanted a turn and did not want to wait. Master Franklin had trained me well in the art of giving a fast, eager handjob. As the new Master fucked my mouth like it was the cunt of one of his finest slaves, I stroked the other two Masters with eager frenzy.

Behind me, someone tried to enter—but was pushed aside.

“I want to watch her do this,” said Master Franklin.

He was hard again already, and pushed inside my slippery moist, tight cunt with ease. It made me quiver with lust, my body full of cum, to think of him so hard just as watching me fuck other men for him.

Just like always, he fucked me expertly, entering my body with supreme confidence and immediately pushing the tip of his huge cock against my most needy spots. My cum-wet cunt wrapped perfectly around his cock, and I felt my need for him grow and grow as his cock got harder and harder inside of me.

“Fuck, she's so good,” said the Master I sucked.

“You really have a treasure here, Franklin,” said another, I think one that I was stroking.

My heart swelled with pride. 

The men must have been announcing their inability to hold back any longer, because soon after they said their kind compliments, they began to unload together all over my face and down my throat. Their thick hot streams ran down my forehead, my chin, my lips, covering me in that hot precious white goo that I had learned to base my entire life around.

Watching the three men spray their cum on my face at once, Franklin finally emptied himself into me. Another hot load into my willing, needy fertile belly. His creampie of perfect white jizz felt so amazing inside of my cunt. I came with him, unable to stop myself. I was just a good slave, and a slave cums whenever her Master does.

For a few, sad moments, I was empty, and I was afraid it was all going to stop. But thankfully, I was wrong—it was just taking time for new Masters to slide forward and to give me the gift of their wonderful cocks. And so even as full of cum as I was, the Masters closed in on my slave body, sliding their hard cocks around my mouth and then into my cunt. 

I was ready for them. I was ready for anything.

I would be my Master’s perfect slave.

* * * * *

The front door was still open, there in front of me. Behind me, in the kitchen, I heard my fellow slaves fussing over the amount of cinnamon to toss into the morning’s bread. Very soon, I would have to tell them to quit and just get the job done. That was the most important thing. They need to come to recognize my authority in such matters, and there was no time like the present.

Before I did, though, I closed the door to the open world, feeling a small rush as I did so. The car with its keys was no longer in sight, and all thoughts of the horrors of freedom and exit from blissful servitude totally gone.

There was no other world than this one, to me. I was in my place, made to serve, and I would be here for as long as I pleased my Master.

# # #

Sold! Owned By The Man of the House

––––––––

In a small sun room on my Trainer's estate, I sat across from another indoctrinate named Silah, the two of us fingering our pussies. We were both naked and covered in sweat, having been at this pleasurable exercise for hours now. The heels of our feet were pressed against one another, and we were instructed to focus on the bliss-inducing technique of the woman across from us. The idea was that no woman knew how to pleasure anyone quite so well as she knew how to pleasure herself. With intense, pleasure-fueled study of another’s methods, we might be better able to please others still.

All of a slave's life was devoted to pleasure. So much the better for us, then, that we were able to experience so much of it ourselves.

Silah kept two fingers slid up into her cunt, pushing up against the base of her clit, while she rubbed her thumb slowly around her moist pearl. As our heels pressed against one another, our knees slid lower and lower to the ground. Both of us had started with somewhat bad alignment and posture, many months before. I could barely sit up straight without exhausting myself, and I could no more let my knees touch the floor when in this position than I could build a ray of sunlight. 

But time and dedication netted every sort of result that true service required. Now, I sat up straight, my gently toned abdominal muscles holding my weight perfectly, even with my 36D tits bouncing slightly on my chest. My tits were braless, of course, and so were Silah's smaller, but still quite firm, breasts. After so many hours of exercise and months of practicing, my knees remained flat on the floor, as did my calves and thighs, and I stared straight into Silah’s beautiful blue eyes. She was a Yoron, and so pale of skin and deeply red of hair, her body soft and supple even after her many months of training. 

I myself was Talneshan, with sun-kissed bronze skin, deep dark eyes, and long, sweeping chestnut-colored hair.

The two of us chanted at one another, adoring our perfect servitude.

“Service is Pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service is Pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service...”

And on and on. In the nature of chants, there was much repetition, and as we fingered ourselves and came, again and again, writhing with pleasure, we never broke our repetition or our timing. Our voices, always, were in perfect unison; we even wracked with orgasm at the same time, so that the gentle catches of our voice on our waves of bliss matched one another. 

I knew Silah better than I knew most anyone; even so, I had not exchanged any words with her outside of our chant. This was the way of the Guild of Service. This is what the process required—the perfect method by which all indoctrinates are transformed into obedient, willing, happy slaves who would do anything their Master or Mistress asks, no matter how large or extreme an order. For us, nothing was taboo or off-limits. Nothing was forbidden, so long as we were able to obey.

Kana, one of my Trainer’s favored slaves, walked into the sun room. She was of Imperial Hundret origin, like Trainer Cochran. Her smooth black skin was shiny and gorgeous, her dark hair shaved close in the traditional style of their Empire. 

We were not in Hundret now—Trainer Cochran made his home in Talnesha. But everyone liked to be reminded of their homes, where they come from. 

Little did I know just then just how reminded of home I was going to be.

“Leandra?” said Kana. “You’ve been called to the estate.”

Slowly, I stopped my chanting. Like a stretch, an obedience chant with a fellow slave is not something you can simply withdraw from right away. Rather, you must ease your way out of it, slowing your breaths, carefully timing your voice so that it matches that of your partner. 

Silah and I locked eyes, smiling with one another. We both could not wait until later, when we were allowed to lick one another wordlessly in our shared cell. Over the last few months, I had grown to adore her pussy, her breasts, the soft nape of her neck, the way her hips locked so sexily when she came. Before I was enslaved, before the process started, I did not think very much of women or even men in a sexual way. 

Now, though, my need for cock was overwhelming at times, and the only thing that could sate me when I was not allowed to gorge on Trainer Cochran’s masterful meat was the pussy of Silah, or any other woman who I was so blessedly allowed to adore.

As our chant and exercise finally stopped, the words of Kana began to process, and I made sure that my response was precise and polite, like a good girl.

“The estate?” My voice was soft and supplicating, though I was puzzled. “Is there something wrong, Madam?”

“I did not question. You know that. Now, come along.”

I nodded, trying to show my eager and quick acquiescence. It wouldn’t do at this stage to suddenly develop a streak of stubbornness. Then, I’d never be sold, and never fulfill the one function in life that any good indoctrinate knows—to provide a profit for her Trainer.

It was mere days from the Fall Auction, and I had been fully trained for weeks now. I eagerly obeyed every order my Master gave me, and I knew that my appearance was in more than proper order.

Trainer Cochran was my Master, at least for the time being. I was to refer to him, while speaking, as nothing else. As such, he was also my Owner. He had been delegated the duty of processing me for the Guild of Service, of which he was a member. Every member of the Guild of Service (a great many Masters and Mistresses) were required every year to process a certain number of slaves to allow for certain privileges in society. Many of the Masters and Mistresses simply enjoyed training slaves, full stop, and so were happy to process as many as possible. Others enjoyed the abilities their status as Guild Members gave them in transactions of trade or political power. 

Trainer Cochran was one of those Masters who found plenty of enjoyment in simply training and owning slaves. He had dedicated his life to it, and it showed in the results with me, a normal Talneshan eighteen year-old transformed into a veritable sexpot in just about a quarter of a year.

It was a delight to be found pretty enough to be a slave. I had enjoyed enough of the process to know that for true. My hair, a deep red-tinged chestnut color, had lengthened out past my shoulders, flowing in lovely locks. My eyes, which always had been a bright and inviting dark brown, now were somewhat more sultry and sparkling even as they were full of unquestioning obedience.

My body, which under Trainer Cochran’s care was often not covered with much at all—unless you happen to count very tall heels as a manner of covering (I do not, though they are wonderful decorations)—was in better shape than it had ever been. Our diet was quite restricted, and we were given just enough calories to sustain the activities that we needed to do for the day. 

It has been my experience that it is the diet, much more than any exercise, that determines the nature of someone’s fit appearance. And so, even though our days were full of exercise—afternoon-long sessions of yoga, hour-long squats, days full of crunches and push-ups, and of course, all the furious fucking that Trainer Cochran gifted us with—I still feel it was our diet that enabled my body to be as slender and toned as it had become. 

She led me up out of the training house and through the estate of Trainer Cochran. Trainer Cochran believed his slaves ought to be the image of civility—they should be elegant, eager, and happy, fully-educated in the finer manners of noble life. When you bought a slave from Cochran, you knew that you were gaining a companion who could easily discourse with you on matters of philosophy and history, even as she lovingly stroked your cock and called you a King among men.

His estate was rather small, considering the large amount of slaves he held. Mostly, we slaves were partitioned off to a guest house behind his own house. His own house was actually rather small in comparison. He had room enough for hosting small get-togethers, and to have rooms for his three favored slaves, along with bathrooms for all and a kitchen. The rather large guest house had a double-sized kitchen to provide all the food necessary for the slaves and also several layers of housing for the different layers of training each slave needed. There were levels in the house for diplomatic training, intellectual training, and sexual training. All were equally important, according to Cochran. 

For me, though, only the sexual training was most important in the end.

We passed through the small garden between the guest house and Master Cochran's home. The azaleas bloomed, sprinkling their soft petals down all across the small stone path leading to the house.

“I love that slip on you, Madam,” I said. 

I did, in point of fact. Her lithe, nimble young body was gorgeous, and the soft violet of her slip contrasted incredibly with the deep ebony of her remarkably smooth skin.

It was a slave’s duty to admire other slaves—particularly when that slave was higher up on the hierarchy. Though Trainer Cochran had many slaves in his house at any one time, the amount of slaves he actually owned were only three: Kana, Keelah, and Sidone. Kana was his most recent acquisition, but still he had owned her for more than a year. Even if he had owned her for only a matter of hours, however, she still would have had rank over me, an indoctrinate.

“Thank you, Leandra. You’re very kind. Sister Keelah honored me with it. She sews, you know.”

“I have heard, Madam”

Sister Keelah, like many of a Master’s favorite slaves, did not dally around with the inductees very often. Instead, she spent her days crafting all manner of methods to please her Master—be it sewing beautiful clothing for his other servants, planning banquets, or arranging special visitors who might heighten his pleasure. 

As we approached the upper entrance to the house, walking up stone stairs leading to a balcony there, a girl walked by us, a helplessly blank look on her lovely face. There was nothing in her eyes—nothing of personality or spark. Just simple, blind obedience. She was utterly defeated, utterly broken. In the pale light of the day, she seemed almost like a ghost. 

“Par-don-me-Mis-tress,” she said, stepping past Kana. “So-ve-ry-sor-ry-to-step-here.”

Her voice was robotic, almost, completely void of emotion or care. I watched her walk past us. She was clearly not of Master Cochran’s favored slaves, and yet she walked around completely unaccompanied, which was unheard of, in my experience.

“What’s wrong with her?” I asked.

“Regina? They used the device on her,” said Kana.

“The device?”

“Yes. Don’t you know?”

I shook my head, luscious silken locks sliding gracefully around my face. 

“When a slave is disobedient, it’s what they use to guarantee she’s compliant. She’ll never have a single thought again outside of serving her Master. She won't be very creative when it comes to her service, of course, but that's hardly important.”

“They can do that?”

“Of course. We are property. It is our responsibility to be good property.”

“I...o-of course.” I gulped slowly. “It must be so nice for her, to never have to quell a disobedient thought.”

“Indeed.”

Kana’s indulgent smile let me know I had replied in the correct manner. And yet all the same, I worried about Regina and the implications she held. I rather liked my ability to be creative in my obedience to my Master.

More reason than ever to be as obedient as possible, I decided firmly. 

Kana led me in his house into the dining room, where he sat at one edge of the table, reviewing a series of very serious-looking papers. Papers and reading were such hard, difficult things to understand for a slave like me. It was better not to even try.

Trainer Cochran was a tall, black man; as a former member of Imperial Hundret, it was somewhat unusual how he resided now in Talnesha. Talneshan politics and society were notoriously xenophobic—almost every year there was some nature of societal scare regarding Brickhill immigrants or Berokian spies. 

Kana had told me stories of how he had to train slaves for the Talneshan Parliament for more than a dozen years before they allowed him his citizenship and the ability to own his own slaves for him to keep. In that time, he had managed to make a science out of his methods, and my perfect obedience now was a result of that science.

“Hello, Slave Leandra.”

He gestured toward Kana, indicating that she leave. I knelt down, letting my forehead touch the floor before him.

“Greetings, Honored Master. I am so very lucky to have been brought into your presence.”

As my eyes were focused, obediently, on the floor, I could not see him smile. But, I did hear him laugh.

“Yes, I suppose you are. Assume second position.”

Obediently as ever, I retreated backward, my thighs sliding back onto my calves and my ass onto my heels. Still, my eyes remained deferent, looking closer to his chest than his face. 

“You may witness, slave.”

Gulping briefly, I let out a happy sigh, admiring his handsome face as he had allowed me. 

“Your service here has been brief, but valuable, I should say. You have learned quickly.”

I smiled brightly. “Thank you, Master. I am glad to have pleased you.”

I was glad to be complimented. Hearing my Owner praise me was like feeling the tongue of a lover upon my clit, sliding gently over the nub and sending thrills of bliss through my body.

“Do you enjoy your service thus far?”

It was a puzzling question. My many days of subjection to the process meant that I could have no answer but “yes,” but it wasn’t as if that fact was lost on Cochran. 

“Of course, Master.” 

“That is good. You should know, you’ve been rather a pleasure to interact with. Your submission was much more natural and well-inclined than most. You know your place.”

Another thrill ran through my lithe body. It felt so good to be complimented. I smiled even more brightly, like a good girl. 

“Thank you, Master. If I may, it makes me very happy to hear that.”

“Good. Now,” He clapped his hands. “I have news for you. The auction is coming up.”

My heart started racing. That's what all this was about! He was going to present me as his best prize. I would be the special auction that he reserved for last. That’s what I deserved! That’s what I had earned!

I might even have an owner who would get me pregnant...the thought was better than almost any other. A slave was not allowed many dreams, but one that I held on to was getting filled to the brim by my Master and presenting him with the fruit of our labors.

“But, you will not be there. In matter of fact, you are to be shipped out tomorrow, little Leandra.”

All my hopes suddenly came crashing down. 

“I’m sorry, Sir?”

“You have been sold. The buyer is in waiting.”

“I...but...the auction, Sir?”

“The auction is canceled.” He sniffed. “For you, anyway. The other girls will still go, but you needn’t worry about them.”

I tried very hard not to let my disappointment show. 

“I see, Sir.”

“Your owner is to be a man named Philip Tower.”

That sunk in for a moment. Surely, he didn’t mean...

“From the town of Prute, Sir?”

“That’s right. You know him?”

“I...”

I didn’t want to answer, but I couldn’t suddenly become disobedient. Not after so long. Not when I was about to be sold. I coughed, trying to allow myself time to recover.

“Yes, Sir. He is...was...is my stepfather, Sir. He sold me into the Service Trade.”

Of course, Trainer Cochran already knew this. He had wished only to see my reaction. “He must have used his proceeds to invest in something quite lucrative. It takes a lot of capital to buy a slave before she even goes to auction.”

“So...” I was still trying to process what was happening. “Am I to be freed, then, Sir?”

I cannot deny that the prospect somewhat terrified me. Who was to say what a good little fuckslave like myself would do if she suddenly had a taste of freedom? Though it had its drawbacks, I had become quite accustomed to being a slave. I enjoyed it, even. It was a relief to obey, to feel that perfect pleasure that only exists when you know you are carrying out the will of someone better than you.

That was the process at work, of course. There probably was some part of me screaming for freedom, and jumping for joy at the chance of being independent. But the indoctrination process soothed over these thoughts, filling them with better thoughts—thoughts of sucking cock, of being ridden and bred, of taking in as many dicks as my little hot body could. The process had showed me how I could have any thoughts I liked, and I simply had grown to like those particularly dirty and filthy thoughts, thoughts of obedience and cock-filled service, much better than any others.

“No,” said Trainer Cochran. “That would be a different kind of contract. He bought you for Service. It’s all very clear.” He tapped the papers at the table.

Relief, and a strange confusion, swept over me. The process made me glad to continue to be a slave, but I was so confused—why would the man who raised me want me as a slave?

“You seem upset, slave.”

“It’s nothing, Sir. Nothing I cannot banish.”

“Good.” He took me by the cheeks, holding there firmly. “If you have any objections, you would be best to swallow them and forget about them.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Trainer Cochran continued. “Because you will obey him. You will obey everything he tells you. I don’t care who he is. You are a slave, and you will not ruin my good name be becoming disobedient. Do you understand me?”

Of course I did. No matter what, no matter my reluctance, I would be the best slave I could be.

A slave for the man I called Daddy.

* * * * *

Late the next day, a young Yoron slave drove me to my new owner’s house. He was a quiet sort, the Yoron, owned by some other Mistress on the other side of the city. This was the normal method of transfer; slaves of one owner were not permitted to transport that same owner’s slaves to a new owner or trainer. 

Yorons in my experience were rather quiet overall, usually to hide how dull their minds were. In Talnesha, and especially in my small town of Prute, we had little experience with the outside world, but I feel as though getting plenty of reports from the news and magazines filled us in fairly well. 

Some might say—about a thickly built Yoron fellow like the one who transported me—that he was quiet to prevent anyone from thinking he was stupid. But if he was that worried about it, didn’t that mean he was stupid to begin with?

Perhaps that thought was unworthy of me. I was upset as I traveled through town after town in that car, alone for the first time in I couldn't remember how long, a bit terrified at the prospect of seeing the man who had raised me once more. All this after feeling as though I had left that man's life forever. As a result, I took out my terror on the poor Yoron as I sat in the leather-lined seats of the small automobile that carried me to the new home, though I expressed my frustration in thought only. I was far too well trained to actually lash out at anyone, let alone another slave.

At any rate, it wasn’t long before I arrived at the house of my new Owner, at the house where I had been raised.

To the house of the man I had called Daddy.

The day was bright, sunny. For some reason, I wanted at least one cloud. Most preferably a dark cloud, one that loomed ominously above the house I was to stay at, threatening thunderstorms with every slight movement of the wind. But there was nothing but clear blue sky—there was not even the courtesy of strips of weakly sliding cumulus clouds, which might somehow congeal over time to create the clean-washing storm I so desperately wanted. 

Blue skies, bright sun. A clean slate, perhaps. 

The house, as I said, was the same one I had grown up in. It had a small cobblestone walkway up the lawn, which was square and faced the street. The house itself had two stories and a basement; the upstairs was tiny, sporting two small bedrooms and bathroom, though it had lots of closet space for storage. The kitchen, living room, and laundry were down in the basement, while the master bedroom, dining room, and study were on the first floor. 

When I last left him, my father (I have known him my whole life, since nearly I was born, and calling him my stepfather seems wrong to me somehow) was dead broke.

I knew him, overall, to be a kind and generous man. Despite what Trainer Cochran had told me, I thought that by buying me back, he hoped to give me my freedom. Maybe there was less paperwork in the way he had gone about it, or maybe there was less of a cost somehow. I would easily be able to forgive him that.

Truth be told, at that point, I still wasn’t sure very much that I wanted freedom. I enjoyed my service; I enjoyed my lack of freedom. I know very well that is the process talking, the same process that all slaves are subjected to, the same process that makes all slaves love to obey and become hot and bothered from the thought of carrying out their Master’s will. 

But even with as little certainty as I had when it came to being free, I had even less certainty about being the sexual property of my Daddy. That gave me a cold, righteous chill. It was so incredibly wrong!

The car stopped and I exited, never saying a word to the Yoron who I had judged for so long. I felt I owed him an apology, but then I felt again that would only confuse him. The door shut, and he drove off, leaving me alone on the lawn of my father's house.

I wore the traditional garb of a new slave—a thin white gown and a metal collar the color of gunmetal gray. As I stepped up onto the lawn, the front door of the house opened and my stepfather stepped out.

It surprised me that he would meet me at the door. It surprised me even more that a gorgeous young blond woman was at his side, hanging lustily on his arm. I thought for a moment that he had gotten married—good for him, I thought! He deserved a loyal, happy woman doting on him. My own mother had died when I was quite young, and so it was him who had done almost the entirety of raising me up. 

But then I noticed the gold collar around her neck, matching the fair color of her hair, and I understood. She wore a tiny pink sheer nightgown, even though it was the middle of the day, and tall black heels that elongated the lovely shape of her legs. He had come into more money than I had realized, apparently. One slave was, at one point, something like a fortune for a man of his stature. Two slaves were beyond belief.

My father was rich, and yet somehow, I was not. 

The thought crossed my mind, briefly, that somehow had we managed to hold out on his debts, if somehow there had been a way to dig in and ensure that we had remained together and that the Guild of Service had not snatched me up...if all that had happened, then maybe I would be rich. With a slave of my own, even.

But worldly possessions were beyond me now. Part of the process was the building of a resistance to any ideas of property or ownership of almost any kind. All the property I would ever have possession of was what my Master allotted for me, and even then, it wasn’t ever truly mine, simply allowed for my use. All I possessed in truth was my obedience and my service, and I guarded these most jealousy. It is easier to guard more savagely when you have less. 

I approached the pair and curtsied before him, as I would have any Master.

“This one is named Leandra, Master, and I am yours to do with as you will.”

“Yes,” he said, a depraved grin on his face. “I’m quite aware of that. You needn’t explain. Why, Diane here only arrived a month ago, and she taught me everything there is to know about owning a slave. Didn’t you, Diane?”

The blond slave nodded, somehow seeming both haughty and eager. “Yes, Master. It was my pleasure to show you all the ways I could obey. Do you think she’ll be as good as me?”

“Time will tell.” He ran his hand down Diane’s body, squeezing her ass hard. 

Then, he held out a hand, entreating me to grab it. I did so, of course, and was surprised at how tightly he took my arm. His pull into the house was not rough, but it was not gentle either. He placed me in the middle of the entry. 

The house was different than I had left it. Everything had received an upgrade. Gone was the stained carpet, now replaced with hardwood floors. Gone were the ducts hanging from the ceiling, now replaced with a new ceiling perhaps a few inches lower than the last. Gone was the old green paint on the walls coming off in strips from the heat of the summers, replaced now with a pleasant cream.

My new Master circled me, eyeing me up and down.

“You’ve grown into quite the woman, Leandra.”

His hand slipped over my ass, much as he had done to Diane only moments before. Thick fingers slipped under my bare lace panties and slid across the toned, tight cheeks into the warm crack resting between. Slowly, his fingers ran across the surface of my asshole and then up and under my cunt, gripping me there harshly.

My mind cried out in alarm, even as I physically trembled with desire. When we had been living under the same roof, before, he had never been untoward before me. Of course, there had been glances from time to time, but nothing so extreme as to suddenly justify this enormous shift in his actions. 

Unless, of course, he had been hiding his lust that whole time.

“Oh-hhh-ohhh!” My knees buckled. “T-thank you, Master.”

“’Thank you, Daddy,’” he corrected. “Say it.”

Already, this was becoming rather kinky. It became certain to me that he had bought me with full knowledge of what he wanted me to be. And he knew I could not disobey, no matter how filthy or extreme his requests. Why, he could order me to fuck a whole room full of strangers, and I would do it; if he ordered me to think only of his cock the entire time that I pleasured others, I would do that too. I was fully processed, and I wished no shame to be brought on the house of my Trainer, who still held a special place in my heart.

“T-thank y-you, D-Daddy,” I said, clearly troubled.

“That will do,” he conceded. “For now.”

With his hand still gripping the underside of my pussy, his other thick paw came around to one plump, tender young breast. His thumb and index finger gripped my nipple. Slowly, the small eraser shape grew erect, fully hard under his touch. I couldn’t help but be excited by what he was doing.

I knew it was wrong—deeply wrong—but all my training and all my desire had built me for this exact moment of meeting my new owner. It was all I could do to keep from cumming from my Daddy’s touch.

“You have some hesitation, I see,” he said. “Did they not train you well enough?”

“They trained me perfectly, Daddy,” said Diane. Her haughty attitude made my pussy warm with arousal. The delight she took in her place under him...I could only aspire to such devotion at that moment. “I wanted your cock right away.”

“Shush, Diane. No one is asking if you are a good slave or not.”

She nodded intently, but quietly. Even if she did have an attitude, it was clear that it was just for his benefit—and so her silence would be as well. 

Daddy turned to me, then, twisting my nipples hard, almost to the point of pain. My pussy began to leak softly, and I could feel juices of hot lust running down my thigh.

“I will allow you to get somewhat accustomed. I am not without my sympathies, my dear girl. My baby, baby, perfect little baby girl. But you will serve me as Diane serves me. And you will enjoy yourself as you do. Is that clear?”

I nodded. “Y-yes, Daddy. That’s all I want!”

There was no mistake; he did not believe me. But I believed what I said. I knew that I would have to prove myself to him, to prove my devotion. Otherwise, there would never be any happiness in our little house again.

* * * * *

He had given Diane my old room. I wondered if that meant that he never meant to bring me back at all, or if he didn’t want me to think about the house as something of my own anymore. Without him telling me, I would not ever know. It was imprudent and impolite for a slave to ask questions about her Master’s preferences, unless it was to clarify the best way she might be able to act for him.

When a slave is sold, the Trainer often gives her a bag full of supplies to take to the new Master. A sort of dowry, though every gift is really for the girl, in some ways. Kana favored me, and had ensured that my bag was full of steamy story books depicting slaves adoring their Masters (ostensibly, I could read them aloud to Daddy while I stroked his cock), sexy clothing and lingerie to wear, and small sweet treats to feed him so that I may earn his favor.

As I unpacked these items, I recalled a conversation I had with my father, shortly before I began my indoctrination into the Service Trade. He had just sold me a day or two before, overwhelmed with guilt at the time, and we were in the market looking for fresh fruit and vegetables with which to make our final meals together. The market was a collection of stalls not far from the City Council Hall, each stall supplied with some different version of good or service. My father and I were examining apples. He always liked the pink ones best.

A few stalls down from where we stood, we saw a beefy Talneshan with a lovely redheaded Yoron girl. She had a leash around her neck, following her Master around with a loving, obedient look in her eyes. 

My father pointed at the pair. “Can a slave like that ever be truly obedient?”

“I don’t know.” I stepped away from the rows of apples to get a better look. “They seem to think so.” 

“I just don’t understand it. How could they possibly think to eliminate all traces of independence? All the elements of the human spirit? It seems...unnatural.”

“You’ve seen them. They look perfectly natural to me.”

He frowned, then. “I would have expected you to take my side. It’s not as if...you understand, don’t you? What they’ll do to you?”

“I think I do. They keep the process a secret. But I...I don’t see the point in fighting. They have all the power, don’t they? You did what you could. And now they’re going to do what they can. There’s no surprises here, Father.”

That calmed him. He always liked it when I called him Father. Daddy. He did not like to think that our relationship was not strictly natural.

Making up my room, setting down my suitcase with all my things, I thought hard about how he had changed in just the short time since I had last seen him. What had altered his opinion so thoroughly that he would not only be in support of slavery, but own two of his own? 

The look in his eyes when he had grabbed me...was his lust for me that great? Had it always been so? Was my Daddy just some natural pervert, wanting to enact his dirty desires on his daughter, and even more so now that she was a slave?

With no further orders after arranging the room designated to me, I knelt down in front of my small mattress. It was a neutral pose, easy on my knees and back, and allowed me to breath in deep and meditate on my situation. I repeated the same chant that I always did when waiting for new instructions to arrive:

“Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service...”

All the while, my fingers softly attended my clit. I remained aroused, but not to the point of cumming. In this new life, I would have to receive permission to cum at will, and I had not earned that yet.

So, that was how I spent my day. Never once did I wonder why my Daddy did not fuck me immediately, or push me down and forcefully push his cock through lush mouth and down my tiny, tight little throat. His will was his alone, and I had no right to question it. I did not even think about how, perhaps, he had some doubt in his new possession, and Diane was in his ear all the while, stroking him and telling him how wonderfully right it was to own his own daughter, how perfect it would be once I recognized him as my DaddyMaster and Diane as my SlaveSister, and how, together, we would be able to help him break in all the slaves he wanted. 

No, of course, I did not think about any of that. It would have been unseemly.

Later in the day, after I had been fingering my cunt and chanting for several hours, he called me into his study. Or, rather, Diane opened the door and reported that he desired my presence there. 

Of course, I obeyed. Diane was still dressed in her pink gown from earlier, though it was slightly disheveled, as was her hair, and she smelled faintly of sex and cum. Desire rose in me immediately. It didn’t matter where it came from, the smell of sex was hard-wired into my brain as something good. 

She looped her arm in mine as she led me to his study, our high heels clicking in time, even though I knew perfectly well where it was. 

“I do hope you’ll obey nicely,” she said, pushing her soft, gorgeous body against mine. “It would be so very nice to have a confidant, here. Someone I could trust and rely upon.”

“Of course, Sister,” I said meekly. “I will defer to your judgment for these first many months, I should imagine, so that I can draw on your expertise in pleasing our Master.”

This seemed to satisfy her somewhat. My initial reading of her as haughty and desirous of praise seemed rather correct. 

“Yes,” she said. “That will be for the best. Don’t forget it.”

Her voice had taken a slightly icy tone, but I had no time to ask of it—she led me straight into the study, presenting her and myself before our Master. We bowed elaborately and then knelt down on the floor, assuming the submissive position.

“Good evening, my lovely girl,” said Daddy. “Diane, you may leave us. Attend to dinner.”

“Of course, Daddy.” She stood up slowly, letting her ass slide high in the air first, and then left to obey as instructed. 

Now, I was alone with him—my Daddy—and compelled beyond all possible compulsions to obey every last whim that he had.

“Now, I want you to come here, Leandra.” He waved a finger. “Like a good girl. Like a slave. Like they trained you. Let me see my obedient little girl come toward me.”

Obediently, from my position already on my hands and knees, I began to crawl toward him. Soon, I was right between his legs. My Master's thick, muscular legs.

“Take out my cock.”

I gulped. “Y-yes, Daddy.”

Slowly, my fingers drifted up over the zipper to his pants and pulled it down. Then the buttons, slowly again. I was taking my time. This all felt so very wrong. 

The feeling of wrongness only intensified when I saw his cock in the flesh, already half-hard. It was enormous! My mouth watered at the sight of it, just as I had been trained. I knew he was my Master, now, and I knew that when I saw my Master’s cock, it was only right and proper for me to drool. That was a slave’s duty—to let her Master know that his cock was worth salivating for. 

“I’m not hard all the way,” he noticed.

“Y-yes, Daddy.”

“Fix that, would you?”

Trembling, my fingers wrapped around his shaft. 

“Ah-ah.” He said, slapping at my wrist playfully. “Ask me how.”

I looked up at him with my big green eyes, open for instruction. 

“H-how would you like me to get you hard, Daddy?”

“I want you to lick my cock. But don’t take it in your mouth. Not yet.”

“Y-yes, Daddy. Of course, Daddy.”

Slowly, I dragged my tongue across the top of his shaft, just like how I had been taught. My mouth slipped up and down the shaft again and again, and I made sure to moan. Men liked it when women moaned as they pleasured a cock. 

Daddies liked it when daughters moaned as they pleasured a cock. I knew this, because I could tell how much he loved seeing his own little girl’s mouth on his hardened dick. My tiny face must have made his cock seem so big in comparison.

I could hear his breath becoming ragged with lust as he watched me slip my trained mouth over his meat. 

“That’s very good, my dear. Very good. Do you like that?”

His voice was very intense as he asked me that question. It was important to him that I was enjoying myself, I realized suddenly. He needed to know that I wanted this. 

As such, I tried to answer with all the enthusiasm I could muster. “Yes, Daddy. I like it very much.”

I hoped to mirror Diane’s voice and cadence, so as to give him the sort of submission that he was no doubt used to by this point. But he didn’t seem to buy it. Disappointment flashed on his face, and because he was disappointed, I was disappointed—only reinforcing his belief in return, no doubt, that I didn’t want this as much as I said.

But still, he knew that I would obey no matter what. And clearly, this was too much of a temptation for him to resist now that his cock was so hard.

“Take me, now. Into your mouth.”

“Yes, Master,” I said quietly, discouraged still.

Slowly, I let my lips envelop the thick, turgid head of his cock. With beautifully trained suction, I pushed forward, letting the entirety of his meat know my worshipful, longing mouth as I took him inside my body for the first time. My Daddy’s cock was so hard in my mouth. Lashing and licking, my tongue slipped over the thick surface of his shaft as he sank deeper and deeper down into my throat.

“Yes, just like that. Take me into your mouth. Yesss...that’s so good, Leandra. My good little girl.”

Despite all my misgivings, I still felt several waves of pleasure from the praise from my Master, my Daddy. A deep, purring heat exhaled from my mouth, pushing on his meat, as I moved him forward further down my tight throat. I wanted my esophagus to be his cock’s home. I wanted him to fuck my face like it was his own personal cunt. 

That’s what I had been trained for. In that perfect moment of sucking his cock, it didn’t matter that he was my Daddy—and if it did matter, it only mattered in the way that made it even hotter that that’s what was happening. 

I sucked harder and harder, losing myself in the action for what felt like hours. There was no way for me to tell the time. All I knew was that I had to keep sucking as if my life depended on it. 

Suddenly, just as I thought he might have been getting close to cumming, there was a knock on the door.

“Dinner is prepared, Daddy,” said Diane. “May I be of any help?”

“Yes,” he said, breaths hot now. “Assist your sister. Like we discussed.”

I could not see her approach, as I was busy obeying and sucking. But I heard her tall heels click on the floor as she came closer and closer.

She slipped up against Daddy's firm, muscular body, and then wrapped her hand in my thick hair. She was guiding me as I sucked, pushing me up and down. And as she did, she began to cheer me on. 

“Oh yeah, Leandra, suck him,” she said hotly. “Suck your Daddy. He’s so good. He deserves your mouth on him, yeah. He deserves his dirty little slavedaughter’s mouth riding up and down his cock!” 

Master turned toward her then, pleased, and began to make out with her hotly. As he did, her hand pushed through my hair and then over my face, wrapping around Daddy's massive cock. Soon, she was stroking his slick cock in tune with my sucks, pushing back toward the head as my lips slid back, and stroking in as my mouth took in more of his enormous meat. It wasn't long before her hand came out of tune with my mouth, and as she stroked him, she began to hit my face with the back of her hand. Showing her superiority to me. Displaying her arrogance. This only seemed to excite my Daddy, so even though it was plain that Diane didn't like me, I couldn't help but get excited as well.

Within moments of this hot abuse starting, Daddy started to groan and buck on the chair. His orgasm piled down my throat, hot jizz sliding perfectly and piling up in my young barely legal tummy.

Diane, smiling eagerly, licked her hand with a soft, pink tongue. Daddy looked down at me, tussling my hair slightly.

“Very good, girl. Very good. I may decide to keep you around, after all.”

The idea that he wouldn’t hadn’t even entered my mind. Even as I felt warmth from his Daddy load inside my good little girl body, I felt fear strike my heart.

I would have to serve as well as possible to keep his attention and good favor.

* * * * * 

Our duties were not entirely sexual, of course. Daddy had a small household—just myself, Diane, and him. As a result, it was necessary for his two slaves to accomplish the entirety of the menial tasks like laundry, cooking, and cleaning. 

So, the next day, I found myself on the floor, in my tiny cleavage-baring uniform, next to Diane. We were bent over on the floor, scrubbing away with thick, head-sized yellow sponges. Both of us were in high heels and on our knees. The hems of our tiny uniforms just barely slipped past the delicious curves of our asses. As we worked, the edges of the uniform slid up our legs slowly. I self-consciously tugged mine down from time to time. Diane seemed content to let hers slide up to around her waist. Her ass was absolutely amazing. If mine were as good, I think I wouldn’t have thought twice about revealing it either. 

I had thought, at first, that Diane was a Yoron girl. Her golden hair was one of their trademarks as a race, after all, as was her seemingly naturally submissive nature. But later on, I noticed the pale violet color of her eyes—a trademark exclusively to Nator girls. This would explain, also, her eagerness for subservience. Nators were notoriously hard to break, but once they broke, they stayed broken, and often became some of the harshest taskmasters around for new indoctrinates. Diane's incredibly bust and wide, ready-for-pregnancy hips also testified to the fact of her heritage: Nators were known for their womanly ability in the area of fertility.

After an hour of dedicated work, we were allowed a five minute break. We slumped next to one another against the wall. Already we had become friendly with one another’s touch. This was quite normal. Slaves loved touching, to be touched. It gave us sublime comfort in our souls, and eased our tired bodies.

It didn't matter to me, very much, how vicious she had been when pleasing Daddy the night before. I knew she had done so purely out of a desire to please him. And, as my only true desire was to do the same, how could I be angry with her? If I wanted to be treated more nicely, I would have to earn that treatment day by day, service by service. 

Very quickly, our hands had interlaced. For slaves, this was not quite as intimate a gesture as it was for others. It was, as I said, a way to transfer comfort and well-being. The way that you might smile at a stranger on a train and let them know you were having a harried day, too. 

In our hour of work, we had covered only half the floor. It was layered with stains from cooking oils and strange residue from spices.

“I have let Master’s house become in quite the disarray in your absence,” Diane joked.

I laughed softly. “Soon, it will all be clean. And then we will start again.”

After a minute or more of silence and touching, she asked what seemed to have been on her mind this whole time.

“Do you like this? Do you like serving your Daddy?”

I have to admit I had not been expecting this question. She knew the answer was yes, of course—it would have to be, otherwise I wouldn't have been sold as a slave at all.

“O-of course I do. Serving Daddy is all I could aspire to as a woman.”

“Don’t feed me that nonsense. I know you know it’s sick, it’s wrong. You don’t have to lie to me.”

I gulped. This was a surprise. I wondered only briefly how she was able to ask the question in that manner at all. I wanted to be honest, but also, I knew that sometimes slaves could try to manipulate others—would try to gain favor by doing so.

“I-I want to obey,” I said again. “I love my Daddy.”

She slid in and pushed a hand up over my thigh. “Come on, sweetie. You can tell me the truth. I mean, like, as far as I’m concerned? You’re my big sister. You belonged to Daddy first. I just want us to be on the same page. If that’s really, truly how you feel, that’s great. I’ll make sure it’s how I feel too. But if it’s not...I mean...”

I wavered. She was so pretty, and I had so much stress built up in my body from all the work from the day and the sale to my father.

“I...I don’t know,” I admitted finally. “I’m with him, and it’s great. It’s so, so good. His cock is so delicious, and I love to take him into my body. But...you're right. It does feel sick. It feels so wrong. I didn’t think I would ever have to sleep with my father, Diane. I just...if I could be with a different Master, if that was a choice of mine, I would take it. But...it's wonderful that it's not. I am happy to serve.”

I leaned into her body for support. She slipped her arms around me, hugging me tight. 

“It’s okay,” she whispered in my ear. “It’s all okay. I won’t tell. I’m here for you. I’m here.”

Fool that I was, I believed her.

* * * * *

As the day went on, I found my trust in Diane rising and rising. More than once, she corrected my form on orders of straightening and cleaning. While what I had done was technically correct, for example—like picking up Master’s coat and replacing it into the hallway closet—it was not always actually correct. Master preferred some things out for ease of access and use, and some things in a stately order of disarray to make himself feel more at home, and not living in some museum. 

Dinner was prepared by Diane and I, both. We made roast with whipped potatoes and a small side of cranberry salad. A simple meal, but one that Daddy enjoyed thoroughly. 

When six in the evening arrived, we were fully ready to serve dinner to Daddy. Of course, we were dressed in our evening outfits—Diane in gorgeous soft pink lingerie with a tight g-string, and myself in a lacy white teddy with soft elbow-length gloves. So arranged, we served dinner to Daddy, kneeling at his feet after delivering his food to him at the dining room table. Or rather, I stayed kneeling, and quickly Diane was called into his lap to stroke his cock and serve him his dinner, bite by bite, with the use of a fork. I looked on, fingering my cunt slowly as Daddy had ordered me.

“Daddy,” said Diane, in between serving bites, about halfway through the meal. “I’ve got some troubling news for you.”

Daddy seemed amused by this. Right away, I heard alarms ringing in my head—what was she talking about? What news could she have gotten? I was with her all day.

“It’s Leandra, Daddy. She’s been...well. I hate to say it, but Daddy? She’s been really naughty lately.”

Daddy appeared puzzled. His hand slipped up into Diane’s cunt, and she started to moan gently, clearly cumming already.

She was so incredibly well-trained. Even I didn't know if I could cum right away from my Daddy's touch. But god, I wanted to. As she shuddered, calming down, her hand still stroked up and down his huge cock in obedient fashion.

“Whatever do you mean, Diane? How could Leandra have been bad? I haven’t seen her be anything but a very good girl for Daddy.”

“That’s right, Master,” said Diane, eagerly stroking Daddy’s cock, leaning hard against his body. “She told me so many filthy, awful things about being your slave. She clearly doesn’t deserve it. She said she would serve another man if she got the chance.”

He sighed slowly, half in pleasure from her consistent stroking, but also half in obvious disappointment. Right away, he would know that Diane was telling the truth. She—just like myself—could not lie to him.

“That’s very distressing news,” said Daddy, turning to me. “Very distressing. You know, I was very eager to have you here.”

“I...” I struggled with the sudden tears in my eyes, not knowing how to protest. I had said those things, but I thought it was safe, I thought it was just to vent. I didn’t have any notion of truly disobeying my Daddy—not at all! I would die first! How could I make him understand? How could I make this right, so that he would love me with his perfect MasterDaddy cock once more?

“How...” Daddy moaned, Diane continuing her hot work on his cock. “H-how do you think we ought to proceed, Diane? You seem to have some ideas.”

“I don’t think you should fuck her pussy at all until she agrees to be a good girl for real, Daddy.” Diane kissed his chin, still casting me superior, haughty looks. “I think you should make her suffer a little, for making you suffer.”

“Yes. That’s a good idea. I like that.”

He stood up then, carelessly letting Diane fall down to the ground. His long, hard meat wagged before my face.

“We have to teach you that your will doesn’t matter,” he said to me. “I didn’t want to be so harsh with my baby girl, but you leave me no choice.”

He was not gentle. In short order, he stood me up and stripped the tiny white panties off my tight young bottom. Pushing my head down on the table with one hand, he slapped my ass hard with the other. Pain exploded through my bottom—pain, and pleasure too. I was trained to like whatever my Master gave me, even strikes. Even if that Master was my Daddy.

“I’m sorry, Daddy!” I moaned.

He slapped my ass again, and then again. 

“I’m s-so sorry, Daddy!”

“Not good enough,” he grunted, spanking me even harder still. I could hear his heavy breathing, the way he exerted himself as he spent his energy on my punishment.

“I’m so, so s-sorry, Daddy! Please, hit me again!”

Turning my head, I could see his cock leaking precum all over the floor. Next to him, Diane looked on with fierce eagerness in her eyes.

“You should fuck her in the ass, Sir,” she suggested calmly. “She’s a virgin there. They didn’t train her for it at all.”

This interested him a great deal. “Is that right, baby girl? Have you not been fucked in the ass the entire time you were trained?”

I gulped, nodding. “She’s right. They didn’t even use a dildo on me. Th-they said that most new Masters don’t even want to do it, so there wasn’t a point.”

Diane must have known that too, of course. Probably she wasn't trained in the ass either, at least not at first.

“Well, I want to do it. How about that?”

“That...th-that’s wonderful, Daddy.” I spread my legs out, trying to show my complete compliance. “Please, fuck my ass?”

“Let me get you all wet for her, Daddy,” Diane moaned. “I want to do it so you’ll have everything you want. I want you to go into her virgin asshole easy, Daddy. It’s what you deserve.”

Her eyes were full of zeal, so obviously in love with our Daddy. In some ways, I felt jealous of her inherent understanding of everything that was right and true when it came to servicing him. I don’t know that I had the same feelings at all, but her life seemed rather uncomplicated in that area. 

Smiling, he pushed Diane down to her knees slid his already quite hard cock down his blonde slave's throat. 

“Touch yourself,” he commanded me. “Get yourself wet while I fuck this slave's mouth.”

“Y-yes, Daddy.”

I watched as Diane pushed her thick lips over the thick, hard shaft of Daddy’s cock expertly. She was very good at this. 

It shames me to say it, but I was turned on as I watched them, and would have been even if I hadn't been touching myself. Diane’s body was so tiny and sexy, so perfectly muscled in all the right places, and her tits were so very large as they crushed against Daddy’s hairy, manly legs. Very soon, my pussy was dripping wet.

If Daddy wanted to fuck my cunt, he would have found an easy entrance.

But he didn’t want my cunt...he wanted my asshole. His cock fully wet now with Diane's slobber and love, he exited her mouth and began to push into my tight rear hole.

“N-no, wait,” I moaned, feeling his thick, turgid head spread into my most sacred entrance. “P-please, Daddy, go slow, you’re s-so big, and I-I...ohhhh!”

No willing to wait in the slightest, he slid his lubricated cock deep down into my virgin asshole.

“Oh god, Daddy! Dadddeeeeee!”

Broken in half. That’s how I felt. The enormity of his cock was too much for my tiny entrance, even with as lubricated as Diane had made him. I screamed in pain from his rushed, quick entrance, but the pain wasn’t because I didn’t want it. Pain is just pain—I just wasn’t used to such a perfectly huge mass of flesh being pushed so hard into my tight teenage asshole.

I wanted it, though, make no mistake. I wanted my Daddy’s cock in my ass. Even though I still felt it was terribly wrong, and even though huge sections of my brain were positively scandalized by what he did to me, I could not stop wanting what my Daddy was pushing into me. I wanted more. He drove into me harder, harder, harder. 

As he fucked my fragile asshole, he continued to slap my ass, spanking me more powerfully than ever. Or if he didn't spank me, he grabbed my thick tits, grinding his rough hands into their soft surface, just like he had earned.

His load was already warmed up by Diane's work, and so it wasn't long before I felt his pistoning movements speed up, becoming almost automatic as he completely lost himself in fuck the ass of his daughter. 

“Oh god, Daddy!” I moaned. “Oh god, yes! Get it! Take my ass, please!”

“Do it, Daddy!” Diane begged. “Please do it! Please unload in her! I want to see it, Master!”

Finally, with Diane cheering him on all the while, he came into my asshole. Even while he still spasmed inside of me, thick gobs of cum leaked out from my tiny, violated asshole, running in streaks down my legs. His rough hands ran over my tiny, tight body, letting me know how strong he was even after completely emptied.

Slowly, he exited me, pulling me up by the hair as he did. His mouth pressed against my ear.

“What do you have to say, Leandra? Will you be good?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned eagerly. So desperate to prove that I wanted him. “I’ll be so good for you. Only for you. I belong to you, Daddy.”

I could only hope somehow to prove that to him once and for all.

* * * * *

The next morning, after I had recovered and eaten breakfast, Daddy called me into his study. Diane tried to follow me in, but she was quickly rebuffed by Daddy. 

“No, Diane. You wait outside.”

She pouted, but complied. In a few moments, I was sitting down in front of his desk, on my knees, ass on my heels. I wore a tiny violet corset and a pair of black, frilly-laced panties. Black patent leather pump heels adorned my feet, and my long thick hair tumbled down my back in luscious fashion. Despite all her manipulations, Diane had actually helped me get dressed and to do my hair—as if she knew that making me look hot for Daddy was what was best for all of us.

“How may I serve you, Daddy?”

For several moments, he just looked at me. I tried to be as presentable as possible, wanting to show him that I enjoyed his eyes on me. I did, despite all my reservations. 

Eventually, though, he stood up and walked over to his bookshelf. In the middle of the shelf was an ornate box with a gold lock. After unlocking it, he beckoned that I attend him and look inside. 

The interior of the box was a red velvet shell. Inside was a small helmet and a remote. Slowly, fear entered my stomach. My breasts, so proud and round, pushed tightly against my tiny corset as I breathed harder and harder.

“This is the Device. Are you familiar with it?”

I gulped, nodding. He waited for a proper response.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“I’m very disappointed in your lack of enthusiasm, Leandra. I want you to be enjoying yourself. I want you to be the properly good slave I was promised. And yet, you continue to disobey. You act sullen.”

“I-I’m so sorry, Daddy. I’ll try better. I’ll do better, please? I’m s-so sorry—”

With a gesture, he silenced me.

“That is the whole problem. All this talk of “sorry” and “trying.” What good is that to me? What good is your trying? I bought a slave, Leandra. Not a trier. I bought obedience, not apologies. And yet which do you provide me with? I thought you were supposed to pride yourself in your true service.”
That stung. He knew it would sting—he wanted to hurt my feelings. He wanted to goad me into a little bit of anger, I think. If I was angry at him, then I wouldn’t be so full of self-pity. 
My Daddy is such a smart man.

He tapped the helmet with one finger. “If I turn this on, all those disobedient thoughts will melt away. Of course, you’ll also be a shell of your former self. Is that what you want?”

“No, Daddy! I want to be good, I do.”

“It would be so very easy to turn it on...” He ran his finger along the edge of the helmet. “I think I might like you as a mindless little whore. A fuckpet for me to do with whatever I desire. There wouldn’t be all this indecision all the time. All this resistance.”

I could see his bulge coming forward in his pants. The idea did excite him...and so, naturally, it excited me. I was obedient in every way.

“Stroke me,” he said. “Stroke me while I think about you as a mindless little fuckpet.”

Much as the thought disturbed me, it also turned me on. The notion of him wiping me completely clean did have a certain appeal for someone as hard-wired to serve as I was. And more than that, the thought of making him hard, of stroking him until he came, was even hotter. To make him want that, even if I wasn’t sure that I wanted it...to encourage the man in charge of my life to completely fuck me over...god, my cunt was dripping!

Quickly I had his pants unbuttoned. Soon, my hand slid over his cock. Once again I was struck by how big his meat looked when compared to my tiny hands. 

An idea occurred to me suddenly. A way that I could prove my devotion. I pushed forward onto his body, snuggling close. 

“D-do it, Daddy,” I said slowly. “Please?”

He shifted, somewhat surprised. “What?”

“Do it. Use the device on me.” I stroked harder now, faster. His precum covered his shaft. “I want you to, please? Please, Daddy?”

“Why?”

“I don’t want you to ever worry about me disobeying ever again. Put it on my head.”

He didn't need much convincing. As I stroked him still, making him ever harder, he slipped the helmet over my head. It fit securely, the interior soft. Right away he powered on the remote. The helmet vibrated around my skull; sort of like how it feels to press your head against a car door during a long trip. 

“Yesss,” I moaned, stroking him harder. “You can do it, Daddy. You can do anything. You’ve already made your little girl into your daughterslave. You’ve already made me want to be mindless for you, Daddy. You’re so strong. You could do anything to me. Anything at all.”

“Anything,” he repeated dumbly, stroking the remote. 

“Please?” I closed my free hand on his on the remote, perfectly serious. If he wanted to wipe my mind, I wanted him to. “I’m so sorry I wasn’t good before. I want to be good for you. I want to do what you want, Daddy, I do! I just needed some adjustment, and it was so scary getting here because I knew you and I was so terrified I would disappoint you. But I know that’s not good enough. I know you’ll just have to wipe my mind totally, so that you can be totally sure.”

His face finally seemed to relent. He knew what I was doing, trying to convince him to keep me whole by trying to convince him to wipe my mind. And he liked that effort—he appreciated it. 

Softly, staring deep into my loving, gleeful eyes, he came all over my legs, his perfect seed spreading down my thighs. I could not help but want it to have spilled higher up, and inside of me. Then, he’d know that my loyalty was beyond question. Then he’d know I was such a good girl for him that I wanted to get pregnant by his seed alone.

“Come here,” he said, pulling me close. “My good little girl. My good girl. Come here. I’ve got you now.”

* * * * *

The following Sunday was a game day. In the Colosseum in the middle of Talnesha, a troupe of armed warriors fought a collection of bears and wolves with tempered steel maces and swords. These warriors were like rock stars to Talneshan culture. If they did well enough in these little displays of force, eventually they would be moved up to fight one-on-one with other fighters in non-lethal combat. And if they did well in those tournaments, then they would eventually move up to games where mortality was on the line.

Daddy had invited over four of his closest friends. He wanted to show me off to them. 

So far, he still hadn't fucked my cunt. I knew he was waiting to do it on a day that was sure to be special. Still, I couldn't help but continue to drop hints about how eager I was to get pregnant from his seed, to feel his throbbing cock fill me up with his virile womb-blessing seed.

Diane had told me already that she was dead-certain they were going to want to fuck me. Probably all as a group, too. They had done it every last week to Diane since she had been bought.

Ever since that day with the helmet, Diane and I had gotten along better and better. She was almost cordial to me at that point.

I knew all of them, of course. I had grown up with them almost as much as I had with my Daddy. There was Bryant, his best friend and our neighbor. He was a tall, single man who worked as a butcher not far from where we lived. 

There was Dr. Jarvis, our family practitioner. He and Daddy had become close after my mother died; Dr. Jarvis made many regular calls to the house after that. It’s possible, like Daddy, that he had been harboring a crush on me for some time. That was possible for all of the men, actually. He was a skinny man of average height, with his balding hair kept cut close to his head.

Then, finally, there were Hurrain and Harrell, the step-brothers who worked at the local steel mill. Hurrain was a supervisor now, and Harrell was a safety specialist, but both had worked for dozens of long years with their hands, building up stack after stack of muscle on their burly, hairy frames. 

“Good to see you boys,” said Daddy. “Come right in! There’s enough for everyone. Enough of everything.”

They knew my father as Cal, the once-poor tradesman who had struck it rich with his recent dealings with the nation of Imperial Hundret. Each of them were true friends—having offered my father money when he was down. He had turned down all of it, of course, not wanting the interplay of commerce, loaning, and lending to get in between their friendships. It had turned out to be a good decision.

All of his friends arrived shortly before noon, right as the pre-show was playing on the television. Apparently, all of them already knew Diane, greeting her with either a kiss or a slap on the ass. For me, they showed more restraint, not quite sure how Daddy wanted them to react to the presence of his daughter as a slave. 

That he held such control over these men excited me. Truly, he was an alpha stud in every respect.

Shortly, they were all seated in front of the television. Diane and I were dressed in identical maid outfits—tiny dresses that flared out around our thighs, complete with frilly white aprons and low-dipping cleavage-baring necklines. Our collars could be seen easily on the lines of our elegant, sexy necks, and our hair was arranged in matching, flowing styles. The only difference was the color—mine so thick and dark, and Diane’s so luxurious and golden. Otherwise, both of us had our hair pinned up in an ornate assembly atop our heads with long thick tails of hair sliding down our finely muscled backs. Little locks of hair framed our sexy faces, perfectly made-up just to serve these men.

And serve them we did. As the game began, we each came out with a tray of drinks and food, giving these males what they had earned after working so hard all week. They stared openly down our dresses, and we made sure to bend over for extra-long amounts of time to let them know we had no problem with that. They could look at our cleavage, or stare at our barely covered pussies and asses. We loved it all.

Eventually, half-time arrived. The games of the day included four fights, and so now two of them were done. Diane and I came out to refresh everyone’s drinks with new beers straight from the fridge. 

All five men were now properly tipsy on the long couch in the middle of the living room. I could feel their eyes on me—even more than they were on Diane, I noticed with no small amount of arrogance.

“She’s a beauty, Cal,” said Hurrain, stroking his beard. “I can hardly believe that’s Leandra all grown up.”

“Me neither,” said Harrell. “I used to bounce her on my knee. Now, look at her. Trained like that.”

“I’d like to give her another kind of bouncing altogether,” said Hurrain, slapping me on the ass and then letting his hand stay there, toying with the slender lace of my panties. His steel mill hands were rough on my smooth skin.

Bryant leaned forward. “Say, can we take a turn with you?”

“I offer no objections,” I said. My manner was serene, but my pussy pulsed with need at the thought. “But the decision is for my Master to make, not I.”

Daddy had ordered me to call him Master in front of others; there was some notion of decorum left in him, after all. Perhaps he didn’t want them to think about how he was my Daddy, and how close all of them were to being the same thing. They had all helped to raise me with my Mother gone. Now, they leered at me openly, drunk, wanting to ride my body and give me the fucking that I had so justifiably earned from being such a good slave.

“Sure, boys,” said Daddy. “You all have a turn with her.”

No one moved, however.

“What are you, shy?” Daddy smiled, standing up. “Fine, then.”

He took me by the hair and dragged me over to the table, pushing me down on table. My tits smashed on the crackers and cheese I had laid only only a half-hour before. 

His cock was already hard. I heard the other four gasp when they saw it. Before, when they all took a turn with Diane, Daddy had stayed out of it. He had kept his special cock hidden from them, waiting for me. And now, all his friends, all these men I grew up with, they knew for certain now that he was bigger than them, better. He was my Daddy. 

And now, the moment I had been waiting for. My Daddy's huge meat pushed deep inside my sopping wet cunt. I gasped with sudden, complete orgasm, my mind blissing out from feeling him inside of me so completely. I was a perfect fit for his huge cock. My tight, red hot cunt wrapped around him perfectly, clenching down, coaxing him to fuck me more and more. 

“Aren’t any of you going to fill her mouth, boys?” asked Diane. “She needs it so bad.”

She slipped next to Dr. Jarvis, cooing and smiling. “Look at her, Sir. Doesn’t she need your cock in your mouth? I bet she’d only protest a little bit...”

That excited him, all right. He stood up then, dropped his pants, and slid his cock around my lips.

“You like that?” he asked. “You want my cock?”

“O-oh, Sir!” I moaned, playing up my resistance just a bit. “I...I’m not sure, Sir...perhaps you shall have to teach me to enjoy it? My mouth is so delicate and unlearned, Sir, and—”

Apparently, that was all he needed to hear. His hardening rod pushed past my plush lips and right away his hands were deep in my hair. He fucked my mouth hard, driving his hips into the action. As he did, my Daddy continued to fuck my unprotected pussy. 

“Come on,” said Diane, now on Bryant’s arm. “You could fuck her ass. All they’d have to do is move her over a little bit, and you could slip right in...fucking that hot, barely legal slave ass. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Apparently, he very much would. In seconds, he was up, slapping Daddy and Dr. Jarvis on the arms. Nodding, they readjusted me, just with the power of their big, strong, man arms. I was twisted around so that I was face up, and lowered down toward the floor and onto Bryant’s big veiny cock. It somehow felt even deeper than Daddy fucking me before. The extra weight of gravity, and my greater ability to take a cock in my asshole now that Daddy had done it so often, made me that much better of a fuckpet slave for him.

“Oh, Sirs!” I moaned, playing it up. I wanted them to feel like I was surprised, like I was resisting just a bit...but they could tell easily by my juicing cunt, my spasming orgasmic body, that I was desperate for their cock.

Just as I got used to the feeling of his thick rod spreading up into that most forbidden entrance, Daddy pushed into my cunt, and right after that, Dr. Jarvis plunged his hard, saliva-soaked cock back into my mouth again. 

All three of my holes were full now, full entirely of the cocks of these men I had known my whole life. I could barely do anything—I was just a vessel for their cocks, an entrance to all of them. Completely dehumanized and objectified. I loved it. This was what a slave was meant to do. Hurrain and Harrell slid up next to me and I wrapped my hands around their thick, hard cocks, stroking as hard as I could. It was hard to breath with Dr. Jarvis's cock stuffing into my mouth so strongly. Sometimes the other three men fucked me so hard that I forgot where I was, and my hands only kept stroking on the step-brothers’ cocks by the force of the fucking that I was under.

My mouth slid over loosely the hardened knob of Dr. Jarvis. He had administered medicine to me when I was very young; gave me my first flu shot. Now, the cock of my old doctor was driving my mouth up his shaft. I moaned, hoping to coax hot, fresh precum down my throat. 

It worked. In fact, it worked for all of them. They all wanted to cum. I could feel their precum sliding over my hands, into my cunt, my asshole, from all five men. They were all so fucking turned on, and just for me. Out of the corner of my eye, past the seeming forest of manflesh and cocks that surrounded me, I saw Diane obediently fingering her cunt as she watched.

“Fuck,” said Dr. Jarvis. “I can’t hold out. Are we cumming together?”

“Just go whenever,” grunted Bryant, on the bottom of the pile. “I can’t hold out either, and—oh, f-fuck!”

Just like that, he started to cum up my asshole. It was so thick, so warm, so potent and good. Not as hot as my Daddy's cum, but still, it was absolutely perfect. The rest soon followed his actions, unloading like he did. When I felt the first wave of cum, I orgasmed immediately, like an obedient slave, and this must have only excited the other men.

Hurrain and Harrell sprayed all over my tits. Dr. Jarvis seemed content for a moment to shove his spasming cock down my throat further, but then he decided to pull out and spray all over my tits as well, mixing his cum with that of the other two men. It was so hot, so perfect to have my tiny young body slathered in their seed.

But best of all was when Daddy came, finally he came! Right inside my pussy, my slavecunt, my babymaking womb. It was just for him—made just for him.

There was no protection. He came into me knowing full well how fertile I was, how perfectly capable I was of getting pregnant from any load inside of my cunt.

For a moment, everyone just breathed hard, looking at the cum-covered angel they had before them. I swallowed for several moments, trying to take down all of Dr. Jarvis’s cum.

“Thank you, Sirs,” I breathed, grinning. “Thank you for letting me serve you.”

* * * * *

They fucked me all day long—through the rest of the games. I was much more entertaining than anything at the Colosseum When they tired of me, they fucked Diane, and she screamed like a siren for them; just for them. 

But only my Daddy fucked my cunt. He wanted to be the one to get me pregnant. He wanted to be sure it was his baby inside me.

Now, it's some time later, and Daddy can be absolutely sure of what he's accomplished. Both Diane and I have big, thick baby bumps now. Being a slave is so very good. We want this life for anyone, even those closest to us. My Daddy never doubts me anymore, and I never doubt myself either. I serve him and love him with all my heart.

Diane and I both love to serve our Daddy.

# # #

Sold! Property of the Taboo Princes

I was ready.

I knelt, bound, before my two dark-skinned princes. They would have me. The two imperial brothers, so perfectly muscular and handsome, would do whatever they wanted with me in this opulent palace bedroom.

And I would welcome every last, dirty, deviant act that they could dream of. My limbs bound with thick, soft ropes. My tightly toned ass desperate to be spanked with the crop I had given them. My entire lusciously curved body ached for their manhood, their princehood, to fill my needy holes. 

I was ready...

* * * * *

I saw it first, like you would see anything in a helicopter, from a distance. Even from far away, it was a gleaming white mountain of luxury shining out to the heavens. My heart caught in my throat, and I struggled to maintain my composure. 

There. There would be my new home.

It would be understatement to say that I was adequately prepared for the opulence of the Palace Imperial. The majestic structure was home to the entire upper echelon of society in Bande, capital of Imperial Hundret. 

Normally, the trip to the fifteenth level of the Palace Imperial was a process that could take individuals their entire lifetimes, never once earning the right to step foot inside the most sacred level of imperial privilege. I, a slave from Talnesha, arrived straight at the top on my first visit there, and all thanks to the Guild of Service.

The small helicopter I traveled in set down slow and steady. When we touched the ground, it was as smooth a landing as any could have been. 

I was dressed simply—my lithe, toned form covered in a slight wine-colored gown with a scooping neckline went out of its way to enhance the swell of my already substantial breasts. My hair, pure Talneshan brown, but braided in the Imperial Hundret style, dangled down to nearly my waistline. 

When I stepped out from the helicopter, I was greeted by a small, thin Hundret woman with dark brown skin and a gorgeously arranged curly hair. The day outside was a little windy, but only just, and the flowers arranged on her business suit waved slightly as she approached. The helipad we landed on was above a large series of apartments, all featuring with the white marble pillars and arches of the Hundret style. I could see satellite dishes and antennae on some of the roofs. Bordering the helipad were thick rosebushes, their red flowers apparently quite sturdy to stand up to the whipping winds conjured up by the landing helicopter. 

The woman held out a hand to greet me. Immediately, I knelt and kissed it.

Being taller than her, with longer legs and considerably higher-heeled shoes on my feet, no doubt she saw it as something of an erotic gesture. As I had no idea who she might be—even my new owner, possibly—I very much wanted to leave the potential of my eroticism available to her. That was what I had been trained for, after all.

“Welcome to the Palace Imperial, Francesca,” she said, voice as smooth as silk. “We’ve been anticipating your arrival highly.”

“Thank you, Madam,” I said. These were the first words I had spoken in my new service, and I thought them good enough. “You are very kind to meet me here.”

“Madam, is it?” she laughed. “I’ll take it, though my name is Margot. Stand, please. We’ve arranged a suite for you at the other end of the Palace.”

I followed her through the large arches at the end of the helipad, and right away we entered a long hallway full of mirrors and portraits of Emperors past. To my pleasure, I recognized many of them; my extra efforts toward my education of their culture had paid off.

The Palace Imperial, as it was called, was built on top of a large hill in the middle of the Imperial capital, Bande. The walls of Bande had stood in place for nearly a thousand years, never giving way to any intruder nor insurrection. Even in the past century, with the advent of air power and artillery fire and all manner of immense bombs, Bande had remained unscathed. 

As such, so had the Palace Imperial and its fifteen levels. Each level stood on top of the last in a sort of long, gigantic staircase, with the bottom level being the widest and longest. Every step, except for the top, featured two sections, equally divided. Half of the level was open to the air above, and the other half—falling beneath the “step” of the level above it—was underground. The underground workers were largely menial or utilitarian—butchers, janitors, handymen, electricians, grocers. Anything and anyone who kept the Imperial Capital running. The outside levels, on the other hand, renowned for their beautiful gardens, opulent water fountains, and spectacular views of the river and mountains just beyond the city’s limits, were reserved entirely for people of “status.” Dignitaries, ambassadors, lobbyists, bankers, visiting royalty and the like all made their homes there. 

In this way, it was easy to discover what a person’s social standing was just by asking them where they lived. The fifteenth level underground (or “in step,” as it was known), for example, gave a person a higher status than the first level in step, but a lower status than the first level outside, or “out of step.”

The Palace Imperial was an immense building, built over a period of hundreds of years by thousands of laborers. Some freemen, some indentured, some outright slaves such as myself—though of course, not processed like myself. That sort of slavery—for labor—had long ago been outlawed in every state of Aurona.

The process was reserved more for engendering feelings of obedience and love of service in concubines and other such pleasure slaves. There was no real requirement for slaves of labor to feel love for their Masters, and with their lifespan so short (and often, tragically, shortened) no practical use for it either. And so, even though the process that had trained me to be so perfectly loving and obedient had been borne out from taskmasters trying to find the perfect manner in which to break the mind of a laboring slave, it was now reserved only for slaves such as I—made entirely for the pleasure of the men or women who owned us. 

From what I had understood of my many lessons of Hundret culture, more than twenty percent of their economy for nearly a century had been devoted to building this enormous palace. Considering that, during that entire time, Imperial Hundret had spread its arms farther and longer than almost any other nation, and had managed to remain a strong player on the international stage for that entire time—putting down the Brickhill Rebellions (or two of them, at any rate) and fielding the largest land army in the second Eastern War—this was no small feat.

At the end of the long open hall of mirrors, Margot stepped into a portrait and roughly pushed it aside. We stepped together into a much smaller hallway, painted blue, which I assume Margot thought was more private, as she only then began to speak to me. 

“I assume you have been told of your situation? You are now to be owned by royalty.”

“Yes, Madam. Or rather, I had inferred as such.”

“What were you told, exactly?”

“It was a silent auction. I had merely been informed, as was no more than my right, that a member of the highest station of Imperial Hundret had purchased me for his use.”

“I see. Then you don’t know quite everything. Your situation...” she stopped briefly, putting a hand to her head, “it is rather...unique.”

“I wouldn’t know, Madam. Politics are not my realm.”

“Neither are they mine. But I do pay attention, these days.” She paused, peering at me curiously. “So, you are perfectly prepared to serve two men at once?”

“I have been trained in all manner of lovemaking and pleasure, including service to two men at once. A slave has many holes, after all.”

She raised an eyebrow at this. Perhaps I had been too crude. My Trainer, Cochran, liked for us to talk dirty. To admit that we were nothing without cock in us, that we were made only for our three holes and to make babies. I had assumed, initially, that he liked this because all men liked this.

“That is not precisely what I meant,” said Margot. “By serving two men at once, I mean, specifically, that you will have two Masters at once. This is something they trained you for, also?”

The idea was rather foreign to me. “Do you mean I will have one Master and then quickly one after that?”

Margot had been perfectly clear. I think I said this only to try and negotiate with the notion in my head for a moment. 

“Not at all. I mean it as I said. Two masters at once.” She gripped my arm. “At the same time, two Masters.”

“...I see.”

“So, they did not train you for that?”

“No, Madam.”

We finally arrived at my quarters. Across from the door was a small entry out into a balcony, beyond which were the Hule Mountains. Their wide, sweeping expanse was evident even through the small vantage I had through the door. 

Inside, the room I had was small, but lusciously furnished. There was a wide bed at one end. Across from that was a velvet lined couch, the top of which was brocaded with some manner of gold cord. Thick black buttons the size of thumbnails dotted over the top of the back. On the opposite wall stood a tall chest-of-drawers, made from oak, I think, though it could have been cherry or walnut. I am not all that educated in the realms of that particular manner of wood. It would have held all the clothes I had easily in just one small corner of one of its drawers. I had no idea what to do with the rest of all that storage space. 

Indeed, I had little idea what to do with the entire room. I had forgotten that so much personal space could be allotted for anyone, let alone a slave. 

“...extravagant,” I said softly.

Margot raised an eyebrow. “What was that?”

“Nothing, Madam. Nothing important.”

“Very well.” She straightened. “As you are not familiar with the nature of your service, would you like for me to fill you in?”

“If it please you, Madam.”

Somehow, if it were possible, she straightened further. I got the impression that she was going to help me understand not because she particularly cared for me or my presence, but because the notion of someone not understanding some central role of theirs arrived to her as offensive. 

“Well. There are two Imperial Princes here, as you must know, both technically the sons of Emperor Horace. Prince Cullen, he’s the elder, and Prince Frederik. They have been feuding for some time, mostly over who is the rightful heir to the Imperial Throne. Are you aware of this?”

“No, Madam.”

“It’s required information in these quarters. No doubt you will be asked to take a side. I suggest you do your best not to.”

“How is there a dispute? I thought...”

I trailed off, realizing that really, I shouldn’t think about it at all. A slave’s place was to obey, not to think.

“Go on,” said Margot.

“Well. Doesn’t it just go to whoever’s oldest?”

“Normally, yes. Prince Cullen is the offspring from Emperor Horace’s first marriage to the Baroness of Elstuary in the south. When the Baroness died, Gods rest her, the Emperor married the Duchess of Forinsworth, who already had a son, Frederik, who was older than Cullen. There are those who argue that the Duchess’s line is more noble in lineage than that of the Baroness, and besides which, Frederik is the elder of the two available heirs. So, does the line of succession go to the first natural son of the Emperor, or his eldest step-son?”

I took a minute to think that over.

“This is all rather confusing.”

“Yes. Don’t let it bother you too much. I simply didn’t want you to say anything too...off-color. Both princes are quite bristly when it comes to this matter, and being that you are the olive branch that his Imperial Majesty has decided to use to bring the two young men closer together...”

“I see. I will be shared so that they will learn to share. The Emperor bought me to give to them.”

Such arrangements were not entirely uncommon. I had heard of them more with rich estates. Even in those arrangements, however, one man was given primary ownership, and instructed to lend out his new property. 

“Yes. You can see why, then, we spent as much money as you as we did.”

“’We,’ Madam?”

“The Emperor is known to take advice from all comers.” She blushed, just slightly.  “One last thing.”

“Yes, Madam?”

“Two weeks from today, there is to be a ceremony displaying the unification of purpose between the two heirs. Directly after that time, the Emperor will have to choose one or the other of the princes as his heir apparent, but as he would like a stable empire, he wants one of the two to abdicate their position publicly, and swear allegiance to the other.”

“I see...?”

Clearly, I did not see. On a nearby table was a drawing of a small meadow, probably somewhere deep in the mountains. For some reason, I felt a desire—quite short-lived—to flee there. Quickly, I staunched the feeling. I would do my duty, and obey, no matter what.

“We have tried everything to get the two princes to work with one another. Declarations by the Emperor. Trust workshops deep in the Hule Mountains. Pitting them against one another in fight training to let out their aggressions. All of it only served to heighten their desire to destroy the other. Perhaps, if we had another year and an expert psychologist, there would be much we could do, but right now, we are out of time and options.”

“That sounds difficult, Madam. I am sorry.”

Clearly, I still wasn't getting it.

“We have been told you are well-versed in the arts of...persuasion, shall we say?”

“I suppose so, Madam.” It dawned on me suddenly. “You want me to choose which one of the princes to become the Imperial Heir?”

“I did not say that. I merely mean to insinuate that part of your duties are to ensure that someone steps down. They would both be good rulers, and no doubt the threat of the other would be enough to keep them in line. It is up to you to convince one or the other to cooperate.” She walked over to the nearby closet, throwing it open. Inside were an incredible arrangement of shoes, lingerie, and clothing. “Now, let’s get you ready to meet your new owners.”

* * * * *

The quarters given to me were rather larger than what I was used to from training—all I had known during that time was the small four-cornered rooms for learning new skills and disciplines. A slave did not need much space, for example, to kneel in a corner, finger her hot pussy, and repeat the chant of service for hours.

And so, that was how I occupied my time until late afternoon, after unpacking my meager possessions and picking an outfit with Margot for my date that evening with Cullen. 

At the designated time, I slipped into a violet gown with a draping v-neck, revealing all of my bountiful cleavage and considerably toned, soft torso, and had one of the palatial servants guide me to the left out from my room and toward Prince Cullen’s quarters. My tall heels clicked on the marble floors. I noticed, with more than a little satisfaction, that I caught the eye of several of the armed guards and puffed-up dignitaries wandering the halls.

Although in the past month—since I had learned I was to be sold to a person of some importance in Imperial Hundret—I had taken it upon myself to learn quite a bit about their culture and history, I still knew next to nothing about the individual who would own me. Or individuals, as I had found out.

I was a slave, sold as part of the Service Trade, and therefore registered in the Guild of Service. My Trainer, Cochran, was responsible for the finest slaves in the entire continent of Aurona, and known for his ability to create concubines who could easily keep up with the financial arrangements of wealthy businessmen or the deeply complex affairs of highest royalty. 

My own training had enabled me to become a veritable expert in all manners sexual and passionate, and I was excited—after nearly six months of exclusively pleasuring fellow indoctrinate women and Trainer Cochran alone—to finally wrap my mouth around the cock of the stud rich enough to buy me. Trainer Cochran was especially proud of the way I had turned out: my absolute obedience, my attention to every detail, and my efforts in my outward appearance. I caught the highest price he had ever heard of, apparently—and to the most prestigious buyer, back from his home country. 

Prince Cullen's quarters were guarded by large uniformed men with heavy automatic rifles in their hands. Beyond the front door was a short hallway lined with crisply attended-to ferns, fed sunlight from a series of windows overhead. Through the door at the end of the hall, I entered his study, where he was documenting figures off some log sheet.

“Right,” he said, without looking up. “Just a moment. Armies don’t feed themselves, you know. Or, well, they can, but nobody would much like...that...”

He looked up, slowly, eyes widening at my appearance. Warmth spread over me as I felt his approval of my appearance. It was so good to be wanted by your Master.

I was shocked, at first, at how young he was. I had been told he was eighteen, but there are all kinds of eighteen year-olds. I was eighteen, for example. He was the sort who wears his youth as an identity; the kind of athletic young male who you imagine when you think of the prototypical young man. Clean cut, square jawed, broad shoulders, cut from stone. He wore a tight military uniform with red trim, the collars of his shirt dipped in gold. His skin was, rather than the almost onyx, midnight color I had seen so frequently in the halls, a shade of dark brown, with hair that was dark and cut close to his skull.

“Francesca?” he ventured.

Very polite. Most often, an owner simply called a slave what she was—or more nastily-formed names.

“If you wish it, your Highness. I am to be called whatever you desire.”

“I desire to call you by your name, in that case.”

“Then you have it. Francesca, as you said.”

He stood up slowly, walking up to me stiffly. I could see, even with my head tilted down, that he was trying to discern the proper introduction. 

“We need be only as formal as you like, your Highness,” I said, trying to calm him. “There is no real ceremony to owning a slave. Only pleasure, at your discretion.”

From the way he bristled at this, I could tell that I had mis-stepped. 

“Formality is what keeps us from the animals,” he said, his voice as imperious as his office. “Without it, we are nothing more than savages burning to the ground every last beautiful thing we come across.”

“As you say, your Highness. My apologies.”

He seemed to relax slightly. “It’s quite all right. We shall learn one another, I expect.” His hands came out, and then retracted just as quickly. “I very much look forward to learning about you, Francesca.”

“You may touch me, if you wish it, Master. You may do anything at all.”

His hands slid over my shoulders, and then brushed my hair. He tilted my chin upward so that I looked him in the eyes. 

“You are very beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you, your Highness.”

“Do you know that?”

“That I am beautiful?”

“Yes. I’m always curious if women know it about themselves.”

The window nearby was open, and a bird—and then two more—dropped down onto the balcony leading out from it. There was bird seed scattered there. I had to imagine that Cullen enjoyed watching the birds come down to feed as he worked.

“Your average free woman does not, I don’t think,” I said. “She is subjected to a great many ordeals, all of which are in some way based on her pleasant appearance or lack of. But it all boils down to sex, and whether she is any good at it. Rightly or wrongly, this is the basis of much of the interactions of the free world.

“For me, for any slave, it is different. We don’t have to try to be above sex. We are what we were born to be. So yes, I’m very aware that I’m beautiful. But it doesn’t matter to me all that much outside of a way to make you aroused, my Prince.”

“So you don’t care if I call you beautiful?”

“I enjoy your compliments more than almost anything else, my Prince. Feel me, here.” I took his hands to my soft, full breasts. They swelled at his touch, so rough and strong. “Can’t you feel how warm I am? How my heart flutters from your words?”

Touching me so intimately, so soon, clearly bothered him. He pulled his hands away—but slowly. I could not tell whether to be disappointed at his lack of enthusiasm or not. The strings of civility seemed tightly wound around him.

“But you said it doesn’t matter to you.”

“It doesn’t in the way that, perhaps, being royal doesn’t matter to you. But you still enjoy it when I call you my Prince, do you not?”

“I do,” he admitted. “Very much. You say it differently than others do.”

“Others do not carry the affection I do, my Prince. I say it with heat, with arousal, with need, with lust. My Prince. I say it with luster and with the knowledge that finally, at long last, after being trained for so long, I know the vehicle of my obedience. I say it with everything I have...my Prince.”

This had an effect on him. I could see him attending to his bulge in his tight pants. My soft lips made a small “o” shape. I wanted so much to suck his cock, to make him know what perfect service I could provide him.

“I should like to kiss you, young Francesca.”

Nodding eagerly, I stepped forward. My breasts pressed hard against his strong chest. “I would like that very much, your Highness.”

His lips passed over mine, firm and unyielding. Luckily for him, I was designed to yield. My body gave in to his immediately, sliding forward onto his firm man-body. Tenderly, he looped one hand around my waist, curious and probing. I guided it against me harder, urging him to press me into him. I wanted him to smother me with his weight. 

Soon, he led me to the couch, sliding me onto his lap. I could feel the thickness of his manhood, the hardness of it, rubbing into my bottom. I ground harder, but he slowed my motions with a hand on my hips. I pushed my hand into his shirt, hoping to touch his skin, but again he slid me back down, making me wait. From these denials, my desire only became stronger. He was a much more patient person than I, Prince Cullen.

And so we passed many hours then, kissing on his couch, safely and sedately. In truth, I wanted more, so much more, but a slave is patient; and more important, a slave obeys.

* * * * *

The next day, I was scheduled to meet Prince Frederik.

I wore a tight violet dress that generously scooped underneath my breasts, pushing them up toward the air in a fetching manner. The dress was strapless, revealing large portions of my back and all of my shoulders, and to look somewhat dignified as I walked, I draped a long white shawl over my naked shoulders.

When I exited my quarters, Frederik’s own rooms were all the way on the opposite side of that step of the tower, on my right. If you will recall, this was the opposite of where Cullen’s were—to my left. I was, before the time was done, to be in the middle of these two hunks in many more ways than just that one.

The entrance to Frederik's room was covered in long scrolls and giant piles of books. It was hard even to make out where the different doors were. He was not even taking especially good care of his reading materials—old plates littered with half-eaten meals and unfinished bowls of soup were everywhere. I saw bottle after bottle of whiskey and wine filling the floor—one corner was entirely stacked with absolutely licked-clean tumblers. 

A man who enjoyed his drink more than his food or duties, I expected. That was quite all right. I expected, as well, that he would have passions to match his appetites.

When I entered his sitting room, I found him laying upside down on a long couch, sipping acrobatically at a tall glass of whiskey. It was not quite the evening, though outside through the window,  the sun (which I saw only just barely over several large piles of historical books) was setting beautifully. Long purples streaks ruled the sky, cutting through fields of orange. 

He was older than Cullen, nearly twenty-eight, and rather more gruff in his manner and appearance. His hair was shaggy and long, and a thick beard coated his jaw. He was broader, too, with much more man-muscle on him. The sort of thick, dense muscle that was used regularly, like you might see on a warehouse worker or a teamster. His skin was also of a darker color, more of the sort that I had seen more regularly in the empire thus far from my dealings with imperial servants and so forth.

In my studies, I had found that at one point, the color of skin had been almost a symbol of status in Imperial Hundret, much akin to where one lived in-step or out-of-step. Those with darker skin had not ever dared for higher office, and the browner-skinned individuals held most positions of authority, despite never being numerically superior to those with darker skin. This sort of barbarity had been phased out many hundreds of years before, but still some remnants of its ideology remained with the more stubborn and biased individuals. At any rate, it was just one more way to differentiate between the two Princes for me.

“Greetings, your Highness.”

He unrolled himself from his “seat” on the couch, stumbling through a series of books and knocking over several dishes. Miraculously, he kept his glass upright and took another long sip.

“Don’t start with me with all of that nonsense. You’ll call me Frederik, or nothing at all.”

I stayed quiet.

He looked just a bit puzzled. “You do know that means to call me Frederik, right? The second option isn’t really intended to be an option.”

“I...yes, your...Frederick.”

“Is it that hard for you?”

“I am trained to respect those with authority, Si—Frederick. My natural inclination is to bestow upon you a great many titles, so that your complete authority over my every desire, whim, action, and thought is more transparent. And, at the same time, more pleasurable.”

He walked around me, perhaps seeing me for the first time. His hands fluttered through the transparent material of my gown, and he pushed my shawl down. I let him, of course—it was his privilege to touch me as he wished.

“It does make you uncomfortable, doesn’t it? To not call me something.”

“Yes, Ma—Frederick.”

“Very well. You can call me...I don’t know. Sir. Or Sire. How’s that?”

“That would be wonderful, Sire.” My hands came up underneath my breasts, pushing them up fetchingly. “My Sir is so very kind to me.”

“You’re quick.” One hand slid over the twin tops of my cleavage, and I purred with appreciation. “I like that.”

“Thank you, Sire.”

Of course, having seen one now, and then the other, I had to start drawing comparisons.

Frederik was the man; Cullen was the station. Both could use a bit more of either. For Cullen, power was simply the structure of the world, and he existed at the upper echelon of the structure. Strangely, though, with the formality of his training, he was less inclined to use that power. He knew it too well as simply movements and forces, the way I understood an arch in a building as a shape more than I did as something that hands had made.

But for Frederik, power was people. With less of a station, and less formal training in his home country, he had learned that the way to owning others was not by arranging them in this system or structure, but by owning their souls, their hearts. By commanding them with the authority he found in his very presence rather than his birthright. 

Cullen, a natural administrator. Frederik, a natural general. 

“So you’ll just do...whatever and ever?” His fingers pinched down on one nipple. “I could do anything to you. Is that right, slave?”

I nodded, biting my lip just slightly. “Anything at all, Sir.”

He slapped my ass, then.

“Thank you, Sire.”

He slapped harder, no doubt marking my flesh beneath the thin fabric of my tight dress. 

“Thank you, Sire,” I said again.

This seemed to please him greatly. He put his drink down on a bookshelf, ensuring that it wouldn’t spill. 

“Take off your dress.”

I nodded. “Of course, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

Right away, I moved to do as he asked, and then remembered the zipper in the back. I turned to face him. 

“Would you assist me with this, Sir?”

“Certainly.”

His rough hands grasped the back of my dress. He let the zipper down halfway, and then, holding it firmly, ripped it off my body.

“How’s that?”

My heart was rushing. It was so incredibly hot to feel a man do that to your clothes. Of course, you have thoughts about replacing the clothes—how much it will cost, how much this or that is worth, and so on. But none of that really, actually matters. What matters most in the world is that a man you find desperately attractive has just gone out of his way to bare your body to him. And you want, no matter what, to show him that you appreciate what he’s done.

“Thank you, Sire,” I said softly. I shimmied slightly and let the ripped dress fall to the ground. “My Sir is very kind to show me his strength.”

He seemed not to notice the compliment, looking instead critically at the display I had created for him. 

“You have very large breasts,” he noted.

I breathed in deeply. “Yes, Sir.”

“How is they stay in the air like that? It's not just that bra. It's barely there. You must be very young. How young are you?”

“I am eighteen years of age, Sire.”

“That explains it, then.”

He grabbed one tit, lifting it up and then smiling as it bounced back down into place. His touch sent electric current through my body.

“If I may further explicate, Sire?”

He shrugged, continuing to bounce and play with my thick titties. “Go ahead.”

“All slaves are subjected to a thorough process which alters everything about us, from our thought-patterns to our desired behaviors. A-ah!” He squeezed a nipple roughly. “Thank you, Sire. Our entire body chemistry is rewired for aesthetically pleasing service. So, if, for example, even if I was much older, my breasts would still be this firm and bouncy. Though, it must be said, older slaves do not indoctrinate with as much ease as I did.”

This revelation, or series of revelations, seemed to give him pause.

“They’ve really done a number on your brain, haven’t they?”

“I am thankful for it, Sire. My thoughts are filled with obedience to you. You are the only source of possible stress in my life. How much stresses you out on a given day?”

I wanted to continue on, to explain how no matter his stress, I would gleefully attend his body. There are a great many schools of massage from all around the continent, and my Trainer ensured that I was well-versed in them. But a great cloud suddenly loomed on his face, and, recognizing his displeasure, I ceased all speech and movement.

“And my brother, you mean. My brother,” he spat. “And Cullen, you mean.”

“Sire?”

“Do not fence with me, slave. You are obedient to Cullen as well. Not just me.”

Suddenly, he slapped me. I fell to one knee from the blow, crying out just slightly. The pain licked all of my pleasure circuits, making my cunt wet with need.

“Thank you for the honor of your touch, Sire,” I said, meaning it completely. No slave was complete in his or her process without a severe masochistic streak. “And, may I mention, that should you desire to fuck me...you will have done so before Prince Cullen.”

When the sweet, blissful pain of his slap had left me, I noticed that he had taken his pants all the way down. His cock, proud and hard, stood out in front of him. Right away, instinctively, I began to drool. I wanted him inside me in any way that I could have it.

“Turn around,” he said. His voice was thick with whiskey and with lust.

“Yes, Sire.”

I turned and placed myself on my hands and knees, head arched up, belly drawn into my stomach. His entrance into me was shocking and wonderful. He wasn’t just big—he was enormous. His big black cock filled the entirety of my tight, needy canal, and I could feel my walls tightening down on his throbbing meat with perfect, aching need as he began to thrust in and out of my body. 

Harsh and swift, his hands started to come down on my ass.

“Thank you, Sire!” I moaned with each strike. “Thank you, Sir!”

He struck my ass harder and harder, no doubt bruising my skin. I didn't care. I wanted it. I loved his attention. I wanted the pain. It only fueled my pleasure, fueled my desire to feel his obedience. I knew that to give pain like that, he must have been full of stress. Full of anger and heat. I wanted to be his outlet.

As he spanked me, his thrusts into my tight body only increased. My heavy tits shook harder and harder as his frequency cranked up. The sound of his flesh powering into mine, the sound of my big titties slapping against my body as he took me over completely, filled the air of the study.

Grunting, his slaps began to taper off, and his hands swallowed my waist, pulling me close. With hot, heavy spurts, his cock spasmed inside my cunt and filled me with his seed. 

He would have known I was a fertile slut, made for breeding as much as I was for fucking. Very easily, he could have made me pregnant that very night. I would have welcomed it. I would have thanked him for it with days of blowjobs.

“That’s all,” he said, pulling off and out of me. “That’s all for tonight. No more.”

I could have been mistaken, but it’s possible that in his eyes I saw great terror at what he had done to me. The marks he left on my pristine polished ass. But that could not be—for I had enjoyed every last blow he had given me greater than the one before it. Cried out my thanks every time. For me, the night had gone perfectly, up until the point he told me to leave.

Of course, I obeyed, and left as soon as I had gathered myself and the remains of my tattered clothes around me. I took them up not because I felt shame at my nakedness in the halls, but because I did not wish to dirty his area further.

This Prince would need something of a gentle hand, I decided, to let him know that he was well within his rights to abuse my ass, and any parts of my body, as he wished.

* * * * *

My days in the Palace Imperial, at that time, were not especially interesting. Both of the Princes were busy during the day taking care of their Princely duties. I never met the Emperor, and nor did I expect to, consumed as he was with running the entire Empire. As such, I spent most of my time in my quarters, performing my chant and waiting to be called upon. 

The night after Frederik took his privileges with me, Prince Cullen decided that I was to be honored by being called into his quarters. As the dress I had worn with Frederik had such lovely results, I wore a similar outfit this time—though red instead of violet. I hoped the turn of my long legs and display of my proud, large breasts would be enough to encourage Cullen to be more forward with me this time.

When I got there, right away I could tell the tone was to be much harsher than the last time I was there. Perhaps it was the lateness of the hour, or the way in which the windows were shut and the only light came from the small lamp on his desk, but in any case, I knew straight off that Cullen was upset.

“I understand you recently spent time with my rival, Frederik.”

He sat on the front of his desk, one hand covering his face. 

“That is correct, your Highness.”

“Tell me what the two of you engaged in. Spare me no detail.”

I gulped. I did not want to disobey, and knew that I would tell him, but at the same time, I was fairly certain that what I would say would upset him.

Over the next few minutes, I revealed it all. The slapping, the spanking, the brilliantly furious sex.

When I finished, I found that I was wrong. He was not upset. He was furious.

“Show me,” he demanded. “Show me right now.”

Knowing what he meant, I turned around and lifted up the tight hem of my dress, showing him the marks on my ass.

“I cannot believe this! He has harmed you. You! Who could not harm him back! What sort of monster is he?”

I turned back around, stepping closer to Cullen.

“No, please, my Prince, do not be angry.”

“Do not be angry?” His face flamed. “Do not be angry? After how he treated you? I must fight him. I must harm him, now, to show him what happens when he takes advantage of innocents. I must...must...”

As he paced and built up his fury, I had followed him, sliding my hands down his pants and around his cock. Within moments, I had him entirely unbuckled, stroking him soft and sure.

“Shh, my Prince,” I cooed in his ear, stroking his cock. “It is all right. It is all quite all right.”

He seemed stunned by my forwardness. Had no one taken him in such a passionate embrace before? 

You could easily imagine such a thing happening. A prince like him, who had been trained and educated to operate exclusively with impeccable etiquette. Not a single woman taken advantage of, nor any fetching suitor cornered at a ball to fill with tall tales about all the honors he would bestow upon her should she favor him with a quick blowjob behind the curtains where no one would see.

Romance was a thing of abstracts for him—strange whispered signals that had no basis in reality, men and women operating in a series of satellite movements for one another on some esoteric gravitational path that had no pull on the planet he stood on. If he were to have a wife, it would be arranged for him by someone else, and no doubt she would have been in the same boat as he. Perhaps they would have discovered what passion was only years into their union, maybe even only after discovering that their only true passion was a dislike for one another. 

Not so for a slave, such as I. I knew that passion was a created constant—that it had to be worked at and manufactured regularly, even among the people who love one another. I knew that despite all my obedience, unless my princely Master knew the thrill of my touch on a regular, erotic basis, he would never know all the unique and varied ways I could serve him and him alone. 

And so I stroked his beastly, huge brown cock, smiling and moaning softly. I wanted him to know how badly I loved to touch him, how great my desire was for his cock and his cock alone in that moment.

“Please let me keep stroking, my Prince? My Master Prince?” I asked. “Won’t you please? I need to stroke your cock...I need to feel it. I want to know what your cock feels like as you pulse in my hands...yes, like that!” I gasped, happy at his response. “I want to feel what your cock does when you explode, when you cum like only you can cum. I want to know it intimately, Sire. I want to feel it so deeply that it is etched into the palms of my hands, please Master...

“Oh...my god. Francesca...I...”

He bucked in my hands, his body first tense, then relaxed, then tense again. 

“Do you like it when I call you my Master, my Prince? Does that please you?”

“Y-yes. Very much so.”

Soon, I was kneeling before his majestic cock, stroking it still. Every few strokes I would push forward, sliding my tongue along its surface, licking up the delicious salty product of his precum spasms.

“Please, cum on me, Master? Cum on my face? Cum on your slave, please?”

“Oh, Francesca...” he moaned, his body trembling with pleasure. “You have me so close.”

Encouraged by this, I stroked all the harder. My gentle, soft hand slid up and down his thick, magnificent rod, urging him still.

“Please cum? Please cum, Master? Please cum, Master? Please cum, my Master?”

Hips thrashing, he came, finally, all over my face. I eagerly lapped it all up, staring up at him with obedient, servile eyes.

“That’s enough,” he said suddenly, pulling away from me. “Enough for today. Leave me now.”

Still a bit blissed out from just feeling the cum of my Master on my face, his words—and command—didn’t quite register with me. 

“I can stay if you’d like, Master...”

“Did I mince my words? Leave, slave!”

Of course, I obeyed, some cum still on my face as I exited out into the hall. As I left, I made a careful note of his sudden embarrassment. 

Was he ashamed of his desire to be called Master?

* * * * *

A week passed, with my days split between Frederik and Cullen. The date of the ceremony was fast approaching. I still had yet to convince either to talk with the other; all they really wanted to do was use me sexually.

Which, of course, I was all for. I am, after all, terrific at sex. 

Neither mentioned their previous embarrassment with me. In fact, both had begun to not speak to me at all. Cullen would pull me into his quarters, and expected right away for me to say nothing and to give him a silent, obedient handjob. 

Frederik, on the other hand, ordered me to get on my hands and knees and stay silent as he drove his cock into my waiting, fertile cunt. 

Both men apparently abandoned what they enjoyed the most—what embarrassed them the most. The spanking and slapping for Frederik, and any hints of calling Cullen my Master.

This was quite all right. These sorts of things took time for anyone to accept. Everyone thought their kinks deeply forbidden when, most of the time, they were as natural and wonderful as could be.

But, in my role as concubine, I was also expected to facilitate some agreement between the two. 

Typically, a concubine was used primarily for sexual purposes for the first several weeks of her tenure. Over time, she would be able to reveal to her mated lover that she was capable of vast discourse on all manner of subjects. 

But, I had only been given two weeks time with which to formulate some meaningful dialogue between myself and two princes, not just one. If I’d had a month, it perhaps would have been doable, but with just a week left, it seemed hopeless.

I said as much to Margot, who rejected my protestations out of hand after she called me into her small steward's office to discuss the matter.

“This is what we bought you for,” she said, reviewing several documents for the upcoming ball. “And you tell us now that is not achievable?”

“I am doing my very best, Madam, I assure you—”

“I’m well aware. You can do no less, can you?”

I nodded firmly. “That’s correct.”

“And you were the very best we could buy. And yet here we are, with a goal that cannot be reached in the time it needs.” She sighed, setting her documents aside. “I need not tell you again the gravity of the situation, Francesca.”

“No, Madam.”

She stood up and began to rifle through a nearby cabinet. It, like her desk, was layered with documents and letters and a great many manila folders. Continuing to search, her entire body seemed swallowed up by the cabinet, until she was in almost more than halfway. Finally, she pulled out with a large bottle in hand.

“I happen to know that this particular vintage of whiskey,” she placed the oblong bottle in my hands, “is Prince Frederik’s favorite vintage. It is more than possible that he will view this gift with some gratitude. Tell him you got it from, oh, I don’t know. Say it was a gift from some visiting noble’s slave, perhaps, congratulating you on your high station. It’s not so very unusual to happen.”

“Thank you, Madam.” I held the bottle up. The liquid inside was thick and brown, almost red, and had a luster akin to polished cherry wood. “I shall put this to good use, I assure you.”

“Our very kingdom is on the line, my dear. Please be sure that you do.”

* * * * *

Later that evening, I met with Prince Frederik, as had become custom. 

He’d had rather a bad day, as it turned out. 

You would think that a Prince might have his days free and his nights freer. Not so for Imperial Hundret, whose pragmatic people, willing as they were to shower their royalty in opulence, quite expected their leaders to work for their high station and luxuries. 

Frederik’s division of responsibilities consisted of a great many executive branches in the government—including economics, military, infrastructure, and more—but on that particular day, what was giving him the most headaches was the price of grain.

“These damned Berokians!”

I heard him yell this, followed shortly by several thuds and a crash, right as I approached his door for the evening. After I entered, I saw him in a state, with his computer overturned to the floor and his phone smashed against the wall. Apparently, the Berokians and their network of spies had further delayed a shipment of grain to the capital, exacerbating the problem of feeding the many inhabitants and citizens of Bande.

In short order, I revealed to him the gift of the whiskey. For many hours beforehand, I had practiced and perfected my cover story for holding the gift, as Margot had instructed. I even found out the name of the sub-slave who would have been at work for the slave Tatiana, belonging to the Count of Heraten, whom I had picked as my “benefactor.” Through careful inquisition, I discovered their exact date of arrival in the palace, when they would leave, and the stops they had made on the way, should I need to talk about the particulars of the conversations we “had” with one another.

None of this was necessary. 

Frederik took one look at the bottle I presented him with, and with the pressures of the day weighing heavily on his mind, he immediately popped it open, becoming rather drunk in less than half an hour. As he drank, he bid me to sit on his lap, occasionally taking my own sips of the very strong, and very bitter liquid. I do not particularly care for the taste of alcohol or the effects it has on my performance as a lovemaker—like with most activities, alcohol seems to improve the sensations but in fact only dulls your mind to the real pleasures that wait therein—but like most men who drank heavily, Frederik did not like to drink alone. His pleasure was paramount to me, and so I took my sips dutifully, gaining a slight buzz as he got somewhat sloshy.

“I am very sorry you are upset, Sire,” I said finally, after his muscles started to relax.

“It’s not your fault.”

My hands slid down to his crotch, grasping there for his meat. He did not object.

“It’s not the Berokians fault either, damn them.”

“May I ask what is bothering you, Sir?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Yes. Sure. Why not. It’s this ceremony. You know about it, I have no doubt. I have no doubt, indeed, that that’s why you were given to both of us. Father’s political instruments are about as blunt as my cock.”

“Then might I assume they could easily be equally as effective, Sir?”

“Ha!” He squeezed my tight, encouraging me to massage his cock all the more. “They might, at that.”

The time had come, with him so drunk, to take a risk. 

“Might I ask what is, according to you, the real source of the problem between you and your brother?”

The whiskey had a strong smell to it. Over time, it had clung to his mouth. He took me forward and bid that I kiss him, and I did, gladly. The taste of the whiskey suited him; he was a whiskey sort of man, so broad of shoulders and muscular. Eventually, he pushed me back, and I thought that was all the answer I would receive. 

But then, he said, “He did not come to my mother’s funeral. I won’t forgive him for that.”

“Did he have any reason?”

“Oh, certainly. Cullen always has his reasons. Haven’t you listened to him? He as reasons for all the shitty manners in which he acts. 'Formality' this and 'tradition' that. It's all a cover for him wanting to be an ass.”

“That certainly sounds frustrating, Sire. But still, it seems as though the empire needs some sort of leadership.”

Briefly, he laughed. “True enough.”

“Do you think it would be possible at all for you two to talk?”

His drunk thoughts processed this over a great length of time as I stroked his cock through his pants—so great, in fact, that I had started to think he had forgotten I asked.

“Sure,” he said finally. “Sure. Put it down for tomorrow’s schedule.” He tapped one thick finger down on his date book. “Put it down! I’ll talk to him. If only to tell him what an ass he is.”

That would have to do. As long as the parties were talking, for whatever reason, then diplomacy was possible.

* * * * *

As I had expected, Prince Frederik passed out before we were able to make much headway with lovemaking. He was too fond of that particular whiskey and had suffered through too poor of a day to do otherwise. Still, in the future, I would try and entreat him to drink a little less, so that I might ease his pain in other, more effective manners. Manners, of course, that involved his preciously hot load piling into my needy, servile pussy.

The grain issues with the Berokians actually caught the attention of Cullen as well, as he was charged with feeding the military. He’d had to jump through a great many hoops to arrange some new influx of steady food for them, keeping him completely occupied while Frederik remained busy with trying to solve the initial problem. Meanwhile, I spent my time learning the castle, reviewing the names and duties of the various servants on the fifteenth step, and exploring the in-step as much as I dared with my armed escort. 

Before I knew it, the ceremony was just two days away, and Margot still breathed down my neck at least twice a day asking for what progress I had made. All I could admit to was all that happened—that Frederik had agreed to meet, and that I waited to speak with Cullen for any forward movement.

My chance came quite late in the evening, nearing my normal bed time. I was dressed in little more than a night gown and tight, smoky black stockings (which I wore always when going to sleep, just in case of such an event as this) when I arrived at Cullen’s quarters at his behest. 

He invited me to his bedroom, which was odd for him, and sat me down across from him at a small table. I imagined he took his breakfasts there, and perhaps some lunches and dinners as well. I could see the ring marks from his cups, the marks where his knife has missed their mark on the plate.

Very shortly, unusual for him, he got straight to the matter at hand. “I must admit to some jealousy, slave.”

“Oh yes, my Prince?”

“Yes. I...when I heard what Frederik had done to you, I was envious. I wanted that, from you. I thought to warm you up to such lengths, to let you slide in to the depths of my depravity.”

I tried not to laugh. Instead, I smiled as warmly as I could. “My Prince, let me assure you that no matter how low you may consider your depravity, should you simply order me to celebrate it, I will do so, and sincerely. This is the extent of my obedience to your honor.”

He stood up now, hands clasped behind his back. Clearly, no matter what I said, he expected to shock me. I tried to imbue my voice, accordingly, with some manner of awe—I thought it would please him to have his expectations fulfilled in this manner. 

“I am a fan of bondage, slave. Does that surprise you?”

I smiled warmly. “Nothing at all would surprise me when it comes to you, my Prince.”

“I have materials. May I show them to you?”

“Please, my Prince. I would adore to see what you have for me.’

He brought out his ropes, then, from a small cabinet near his bed.

I was surprised by the quality of the material he had chosen. Even without touching them, I knew they were soft and strong, the cords springy and full of give, even though they would hold me firm. Often in training, I would hear of Masters who wanted to play with ropes, but would fail to use the correct kind. They might grab bungee cords or the sort of rope you use for sailing, cutting off circulation or leaving unsightly marks on a slave’s hands. Not the sort of thing you wanted to subject an object of beauty and subservience. When he first mentioned ropes, I had some apprehensions, but I knew it would be a simple thing to guide him through the process of tying me safely, and perhaps even to send a girl to my room to retrieve the ropes I possessed for this very purpose. 

But that was unnecessary, as he clearly knew what he was doing. No doubt any knots he tied around my wrists would be completed with the utmost care and precision. I wonder who taught him such things, or if anyone even had to. There was an abundance of videos on the internet available.

“I would be delighted beyond measure to have you tie me up, my Prince. I would love it. If it please you, I will beg for it. In fact, I might beg for it anyway, unless you order me not to...Master.”

At the small inclusion of the title, I could see him stiffen and then relax. His bulge pressed forward in his pants just slightly. 

“Does that really give you pleasure? To call me Master?”

“Very much, Master. That is what you are to me.”

“I like it also. I think I like it better than you calling me your Prince.”

“Then, Master, so long as we are alone, and you feel safe, that is what I shall call you. Does that please you, Master?”

Taking my hand, he guided me up from my seat and pulled me against him. For a long while, we kissed, our tongues searching fruitfully for one another. I could feel his thick brown cock hardening against my legs, and I wanted so very badly to do every last thing he wanted.

Finally, he ended the kiss, cradling my delicate face in his big, strong hands.

“I shall tell you, my dear, that I have a great many desires when it comes to you. But I am not without my gentlemanly qualities. Whatever you want in return, I shall strive to give it to you.”

“Speak with Frederik,” I said right away.

He balked slightly, his hands dropping from my face. “I supposed I should have told you whatever you want within reason.”

“You asked me. That is the request. If you do not wish to fill it, that is your business. I am still happy to comply with whatever you want.”

He and I both knew, however, that his own formality required that he honor the request. He stepped away, shaking his head slowly.

“Why is that you want us to speak so badly?” 

“Frederik has mentioned his unhappiness, at several points, with the state of affairs between you.” This was a lie, but only sort of one, so I let it slip. “As his happiness is paramount to me, as is yours, I assumed that you might feel the same way.”

He frowned. “Perhaps. He truly said that he was unhappy about the manner of our relationship?”

I shrugged softly. The strap of my gown fell down, and I watched Cullen’s eyes follow it to the curve of my breasts. “In so many words.”

“Very well,” he said. “But this shall have to come at another time,” he tossed the ropes aside to his bed. “The prospect of speaking with that boor has ruined my mood.”

“Perhaps, then, it might expedite things to speak with him as soon as possible? After all...the quicker you tell him off, the quicker you shall be able to be here, with me.”

This seemed agreeable to him, and right away we began to make arrangements.

* * * * *

I bid for Cullen to meet me at my quarters in precisely one hour’s time. Then, moving swiftly, I sent a servant to Frederik’s quarters to request his presence for fifty-five minutes time. I assumed—correctly, it turned out—that Frederik would arrive five minutes late, as he often did around court. Thus, the two arrived at my door at exactly the same moment. I wanted this, if only to encourage them, via structure, to begin to do some activities with one another. 

Perhaps you may have guessed already that I had quite the group activity planned for the three of us. Being a slave designed for pleasure, I knew only of one surefire way to ensure cooperation between two gorgeous, headstrong, big-cocked men. 

Before opening the door to receive them, I heard them bickering with one another. I heard tones more than voices—Cullen’s naturally imperious voice rising to even higher authoritative tones, and Frederik’s disgruntled grumble quick avalanching down to a rocky cavern of disapproval.

Smiling as prettily as I possible could, I opened the door, and immediately their talking ceased.

My outfit was, clearly, beyond what they had expected—either of them. As I knew this day would come (or very much hoped it would, at any rate), I had prepared accordingly. 

My two-sizes-too-small corset was inlaid with the finest jewels available, shining diamonds and rubies glittering all around my breasts. A thin trail of jewels led down my cleavage, making it glitter. A body chain wrapped around my neck in a thin collar and back around my hips. The same was true of my panties, purest silk, but the edges lined with more jewels. Stockings adorned my legs, as before, though I had traded them out for a shade of deep blue, the better to match the material of my panties. Tall, sexy heels decorated my feet, towering six-inch platforms that wrapped over my ankles and toes with slender, delicate straps. Long gloves, silk with flames embroidered around the edges, slipped up my arms just past my elbows.

“Please, Sirs,” I said, standing aside, “do come in.”

They each passed me, mouths hanging open, staring down my open and inviting cleavage and wide, fertile hips. Soon, I led them into the bedroom, and drew them both next to the bed.

“I thought this the easiest place to talk. It is where I am most comfortable, after all.”
Each nodded slowly, still staring at what my spectacular outfit did for the display of my body. 
“My princes...my dearest princes.” My hands went up to their faces, and I pressed my body against theirs. “You both make me so very, very happy. Can’t you see that?”

Frederick shifted his collar. “I can see that what I’m doing for you is clearly spilling over into whatever paltry efforts he’s giving out.”

“Hey,” said Cullen. “If anyone is creating a surplus of desire, it is me.”

I hate to be firm. I hate to be insistent, to be heard. But these two were going to tear one another apart, and in the process, my will to live. And I could not allow that...not when my will was so entirely based on their pleasure. I wouldn’t let them ruin the perfect pleasure I could give them. 

I stamped my foot down twice, breaking the heel of my shoe. “Your Highnesses.”

They both turned back to me, stunned. 

“Please be civil, Sirs. Please? Listen to me, just for a moment?”

Both were so taken aback at my insistence that I believe they complied more out of curiosity and general startlement than any sort of desire to do what I asked. Truth be told, that’s how I would like it. 

“You are both incredible, incredible men. I wish you each would believe me when I tell you this. If only you believed me, Cullen, when I tell you how amazing you are. How gentle, how furiously passionate, how handsome, how generous and how lovely. And you, my dear, perfect Frederik. So righteous, such conviction, with such desires that you need enacted and from a body so strong and brutal. If you believe me when I tell you that, Cullen, how wonderful you are, oughtn’t you to consider that perhaps when I tell you that Frederik is lovely, I am speaking the truth?”

Logic is a stupid tool in an argument. It is often used poorly, and more often misused for manipulation. You can logic your way into almost any sort of conviction, which is the problem with it in the first place. But, men respond to it. Isn’t that silly? In matters of emotion, where feeling is king, they want to break everything down to cause and effect, to logical chains of events and correlations. Luckily for me, I was trained by a man who knew this exact truth. 

Slowly, Cullen nodded. He looked even slightly sheepish.

“Frederik. You see he will listen to reason. Will you? You know what I say to him could be applied the same way to you.”

Frowning a bit, he had to nod. He would not like it—that would come in just a moment, when I made my next suggestion—but he could see the sense in it. 

Men! All they want is a good reason to do what they want to do anyway. Once you give it to them, the rest is quite easy.

“Thank you. Now, I have a proposal for you.”

“We know,” said Cullen. “You want one of us to abdicate before the ceremony.”

“Not at all. That is something to discuss later though, you are correct. Rather, Sirs, I would like to propose that you both fuck me.”

“We are fucking you, Francesca.”

I smiled adroitly. “Oh yes, Sir. And incredibly well. Both of you. But I would like for you both to do it...at the same time.”

At first, both shook their heads. 

Then, I reached forward began to stroke their cock through the fabric of their hands. With their thoughts thus dulled, I drew Frederik in for a long kiss, guiding Cullen in to my cleavage. And then I switched over, still tasting of Frederik no doubt, and began to kiss Cullen, pulling Frederik down to the same breasts where Cullen’s saliva still sat. 

“Please fuck me, my Princes?” I moaned, pushing my tits into their faces, their bodies. “I need your brother cocks both inside me. Both at the same time, please?”

Their desire was too great now. I had them.

“Okay,” said Cullen. “Yes. Let’s do this.”

“Yes,” said Frederik. “I want you. I don’t care.”

“Wonderful, Sirs. Thank you so much.” I stepped away just briefly, smiling as they stepped after me in time. “If it is all right with you, I have some gifts?”

Neither had an objection. I bent over at the waist, letting them admire my tight, perfectly shaped ass, and searched through the trunk at the foot of my bed for their gifts. Very soon, I had them.

With a bit of a flourish, I handed the crop to Frederik. “For you, Sire.”

It was a long device, a thick leather band at one end tinged with red. He grinned, slapping the thick leather down on his hand.

Then, I bent over—making myself an available target for a playful slap from Frederik's new crop, which I moaned at—and took the gift for Cullen.

“For you, my Prince.”

He took the ropes with a grin, smiling broadly. They were of a kind like what he had used, though wine red as opposed to black.

The two took a moment to look at one another's gifts. 

“I didn’t know you were so kinky, Cullen.”

“I didn’t know you were so kinky, Frederik.”

They both laughed—perhaps the first laugh they had ever shared together.

Biting one lip, I presented my wrists to Cullen. “I think if my Sire is fucking my cunt from behind and slapping my ass, my hands shall be flailing all about the place, causing quite the problem. Won’t you please tie them up?”

Cullen smiled. 

Within minutes, he had my hands bound behind my back, wrists completely encased in rope. But, building on my suggestion, he actually wrapped my breasts and neck as well, tying the cord around my hands to the harness built around my torso. Now, either man could grab me at will without risk of injuring me. A smart and devious man, my Prince Cullen. 

Soon, both brothers were naked, with me on the ground between them. Cullen took the front, and Frederik my fertile cunt.

“I've fucked her here so many times,” said Frederik, “I'm sure to get her pregnant soon.”

“Not if I do it first, brother.” 

Thus challenged, Frederik entered his dense black cock into me roughly, holding me in place with the harness around my back. With my head pulled backward, it was easy for Cullen to slide his hard brown member straight into my mouth. And thus held, they began to piston me back and forth between them. Frederik pushed me forward onto Cullen's cock, and Cullen back over into Frederik's furious pumping, and then back again.

My luscious, curvy body was completely full of their immense meat, all of my service-made body crying out with the need for more, more! I loved having the rods of these brothers meeting inside my slave body. These twin Masters used me just how I was made for, showing no mercy. Cullen pistoned into my mouth, fucking my throat furiously with a firm grip on the ropes. In fact, his hands came up over Frederik's at times, holding his brother close as he drove his manhood into my eager body.

As the same time, Frederik unleashed into me from behind, slapping my ass and back with the crop, beating me as he liked. As he had earned, as he deserved, as far I was concerned. I loved the pain from the sharp strikes of the crop as much as I loved the feel of Frederik's dark cock pulsing through my tiny, tight pussy, and as much as I loved the hot sensation of Cullen's member pushing through my soft lips.

The moment of their orgasm was pure magic to me. They did it together, just as they had been fucking together this entire time. I could tell, even before they did it, how special this moment was—how the two brothers were finally getting along. Their hands gripped together on top of my back, and as they exhaled and leaned forward, emptying themselves into me, their heads nuzzled together.

Their hot spunk filled me to my fertile core. Frederik's huge load flooded out from my unprotected cunt, and Cullen gave me more than I could handle, his hot seed sliding forward from my mouth even though I swallowed as much as I could.

Slowly, they exited from me. I could tell both wanted another go ‘round...and I was very willing to provide them with it. After a few minutes of dazed, sleepy sliding against one another's bodies, Cullen slid upward, touching his brother's chest and arms as he did.

“If we can do this together,” said Cullen, “I suppose we can do quite a lot. Couldn’t we?”

Frederik grinned and nodded in response. 

* * * * *

After a very long, pleasure-filled night, the ceremony arrived the next day.

The two decided that they would rule jointly, each supporting the other. And I had little doubt that later in the year when Horace finally abdicated the throne, I would be the first slave to be fucked by two emperors at once. And, not only that, but if they kept fucking me in such an unprotected manner, I would soon be giving them an heir of their own. 

It is such a joy to serve. 

# # #

* * * * *
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