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The Resort Experience Ch. 01

The Resort Experience, Chapter 1

*******************************************************

I usually put warnings at the start of my stories because I often write about subjects some find offensive. This story is likely the one that needs the strongest warning. It includes, incest, non-consent, interracial, and an overall story line that is a bit extreme. So, remember it is a work of fantasy fiction, and you have been warned!

If you like it, please let me know with a comment, mark it as a favorite, and follow me for alerts to the next chapters.

I love getting direct messages from the Literotica community. Perhaps you have an idea of how this resort experience should continue. Chapter 2 has been started, but not set in stone yet!

Cheers, and happy reading!

********************************************************

My wife and daughter were headed down to a small resort on a peninsula near some very posh and popular islands just off the coast of Florida. They had been looking for a while to find a place to have a nice relaxing vacation. After not finding a good solution that mixed beach access and affordability, my daughter, a 22 year old taking a semester off of school to prepare for her MCAT exams in her attempt to gain admittance to medical school, found what looked like a great solution.

"I found a place!" She said excitedly to her mom and me. "It looks really nice. It just popped up, not sure why it didn't show up before. It says it is a resort where people train for work for other resorts, so it is way cheaper than most. It gets great reviews, and it looks like it is on a beautiful beach."

I chimed in. "I told you both, you make the reservations, and I will join you after I wrap up at work. I will at least get a long weekend out of it." That was our plan. They go down first, relax, have some mom-daughter time, and then when my work conference wraps up in Boston, I bounce down to meet them.

"Honey, if you think it is a good deal, go ahead and book it." My wife loves vacations, but rarely wants to be the one who plans them. She tends to be ok with letting someone else lead. She is a university instructor and her semester was over and she was looking forward to unwinding and hanging with her daughter, and getting some time on a beach.

My wife loves beaches, and given her top tier body, I love seeing her in a bathing suit, so I like beaches too. Natalie is only 5'2" and 115 pounds with her weight in all the right places. She has D-cup breasts that are set high on her chest and even at 41 years old, they have not sagged a bit. She is otherwise thin and fit as yoga is her passion. Her other two sexy attributes are her wonderful butt, and a pair of eyes that are seriously intoxicating.

Every semester she has a whole set of boys taking her class simply to spend time with her hotness and her penetrating eyes. She doesn't see her beauty and thus most often wears conservative and loose fitting clothes. That is why I like the beach, I actually get to see her looking hot, and if I were honest, I like being the guy with the hot lady on the beach.

Emma, our daughter, somehow got height even though her mom is vertically challenged. She is almost 5'8" and has a lean body. That comes from my side of the family. In fact, she looks more like one of my sister's kids, then her mom's kid. She barely has b-cup breasts and has the long, fit legs of a crazy person who thinks going for a 5 mile run is a fun time (she is that crazy person!). She has a warm and inviting smile, but also a little mischievousness in her eyes.

Natalie and Emma have a great relationship and sometimes people mistake them for friends instead of mom and daughter. Natalie looks 10 years younger than she is, and Emma carries herself like someone 10 years her senior. They had been having a lot of fun planning this vacation. They were excited as I dropped them off at the airport on Sunday morning. I kissed them both and told them I should arrive by dinner time on Wednesday. A few hours later I was back at the airport on my way to my company's sales conference. I was one of the organizers, so I knew the 2.5 days was going to be busy and fly by.

I got a text on Sunday that they had arrived and were excited to find out that there was a free welcome reception and dance party that evening for the new guests. I sent a quick response with a thumbs up.

My conference hit full speed Sunday evening and it seemed a few hours later it was late Monday when I finally had a break. I realized I hadn't gotten any messages from my ladies. It seemed odd, but I knew that they knew I would be crazy busy, and I also hoped they were having a wonderful time. That second part was very true, but not in a way I could remotely imagine.

I sent a quick text asking if all was good, and within 15 minutes got a thumbs up from both. I thought it odd that my wife used a thumbs up emoji as she almost always just used the "liked" message function on her iPhone. But I shrugged it off and thought perhaps there were drinks involved, little did I know how true that was going to be.

My Tuesday didn't end until almost 11pm. I decided I would call Natalie just to check in as my flights would have me off-line most of Wednesday. I called once, and got no answer. 10 minutes later, I tried again. The phone rang a few times and then she finally answered. "Hey honey, I didn't expect a call." She sounded somewhat out of breath and distracted.

"You OK, honey. You sound out of breath."

"Oh, I am just doing some yoga. All is good"

"Kinda late for yoga isn't it?" I was a bit baffled as she was normally an early in the morning Yoga person and rarely was doing much beyond reading in bed at this time of night.

"Just keeping my training going. Can we talk tomorrow?" She seemed eager to get me off the phone.

"Yeah, I am beat, just wanted to tell you all is good and I will see both of you about 5pm tomorrow."

"OK. See you then, bye." And just like that, she hung up. This was really out of character for her, but I was so exhausted from my two days of serious conference work, that I excused her abruptness.

On her end, getting off the phone was essential, otherwise I would have heard her cum a third time and scream her lover's name. In fact, even if I had called back 60 minutes later, she still would have been in a yoga like position and in the midst of another core-shaking orgasm. It was how each of her nights at the resort played out, and even with her husband on the way the next day, she knew she would be spending tomorrow night with another large, strong cock inside of her. It made her happy. She wasn't sure how she got to this point, she just knew it was where she was supposed to be and where she wanted to be.

Simultaneously, in another room at the resort, Emma was also doing some training. She was on her knees and there were three hard cocks in front of her and she was taking turns pleasuring them. The three men were certainly enjoying her efforts, but their main job was to instruct and coach her to help her become the best cock sucking slut at the resort. They would later fill her mouth and decorate her face with their large loads of cum, but currently they were tutoring her to be a pleasure source for men. It was her new future and just like she has been in any school-setting, she was an eager and talented student.

Wednesday morning came and even though I had multiple flights to catch, I was excited for the day. The conference went well, I got to see my ladies later, and time on a beach sounded really good. I sent a couple of texts to my ladies, but got no responses. The texts were received, but the people that possessed their phones decided there was no need to respond. Experience had taught them that non-response was best. They were confident that once I arrived, they could control the situation, so the best plan was to ignore my texts and let me come to them.

There was one message they did want sent, so they retrieved Emma, who had just finished her morning hour in the training center. She didn't question the request; she took care of it and was sent back in time to not miss any of her poolside training. She was happy about that as the poolside training involved seeing, and pleasuring Jackson, who was her primary trainer and a man with a cock that could not be ignored.

As I landed, I did have one text from my daughter's phone. Hey daddo, the resort has a shuttle, call 546-908-2314 when you land. They will bring you here. This made me feel good that she had thought about me and let me know this. Of course, that was the plan. Keep me unsuspicious and under control until it was really too late.

I called and a large black SUV came to retrieve me. There was a very dark skinned young man driving who was very polite and mentioned that there were some bottles of water in the back and I should help myself. That was great because after flying, I was always dehydrated. After I finished the second one, he smiled at me and radioed to the resort. "On my way, welcome wagon is rolling." Word was sent to Mitchell and he was pleased, two bottles of compound before I even arrived was a good start.

He went over to where my wife was riding one of the training staff, and spoke slowly and clearly into her ear as she raised and lowered herself on the large hard cock she had been assigned to for this training segment. She simply nodded at Mitchell and took the device he had delivered and laid it on the ground next to the man that felt so good in her. She was struggling not to orgasm, but she was under strict orders to hold off until her training partner came. Men like it when their mate wits to cum, and her focus was on becoming the perfect mate.

I arrived at the resort and was surprised it had a big gate with two men that seemed to be guarding it. Even though no weapons were visible, they definitely had the look of guards. They smiled as they waved us through. But somehow, I didn't feel like welcoming guests was their primary job.

When we arrived at the reception area, the gentleman who drove me escorted me in and they were ready for me. They offered a rum drink and I gladly took it. They grabbed my bags and said they would deliver them and suggested I could go find my ladies poolside. I liked the service and gladly took them up on it. I drank my rum drink like it was water, as a stiff drink tasted good. I was feeling the effects almost immediately and laughed that I had become such a light weight!

I made my way to the poolside court yard, and there was music playing, and people around, but while it took a moment to register, I realized I was the only white man I saw. All the men were black, and at the same time every woman I saw was white. Even odder was that the first two women I passed were both topless and seemed not to care that I was present. The next couple I passed seemed to be in the middle of having sex as he was sitting in a chair and she was on his lap and based on their position and movement, it sure seemed like he was fucking her.

I was thinking, what the hell, and then I thought, where are Natalie and Emma? I moved quickly to the biggest poolside area and spun around searching for them. I am sure my expression was one of panic, but nobody seemed to care.

Then I saw them. It stopped me dead in my tracks. My 22 year old daughter was half submerged in a hot tub, she was topless, and her mouth was wrapped around a black man's large cock. He had his hand on her head guiding it as she went up and down his shaft. I didn't know what to make of the situation, but it did hit me that she was deep throating this large man with no sign of struggle. I was fixated on this and was about to say something, when I looked past her to an even more shocking sight.

My wife, completely naked, was straddling another black man, his massive cock going from almost out, to all the way in. She looked like she was hypnotized from the experience. She also had a look I have seen on her face before, it was a look of pleasure and satisfaction. She was fucking this man, and she was enjoying it.

Neither showed any indication they recognized me, and neither stopped what they were doing.

A voice behind me said, "You must be the husband and dad. No worries, your ladies are enjoying day three of our hospitality. It seems Emma over there has found a very tasty treat and your wife, well that woman is insatiable, I think that is her third different guy this afternoon. She does like her a big black cock! Both ladies have been very popular during this week of white slut training. They are being very good students; in fact, both just might graduate early. By week's end, I will have them ready to be resort hosts and they will be joining the other obedient white sluts at our primary resort."

I stared at him totally confused and overwhelmed. "What the fuck is going on here!" I basically yelled and the anger in my voice interrupted the fun folks were having.

The huge man continued, speaking in a relaxed voice. "This is our feeder and training resort. They are under the influence of our training program, part chemical, part auditory, part sexual, and damn effective at mind control and behavior modification. They gladly drank their first dose of our highly effective compound at the welcome reception, throw in the other stimuli we hit them with throughout those first 12 hours, and by noon the next day, both your wife and daughter were gladly getting to know my large black cock. They loved it, and neither will be going back to little white dicks anytime soon."

He continued like this was a completely normal conversation. In the background, I could hear a woman screeching that she was cumming. Her words and voice tone removed any doubt that she was loving her own condition. Mitchell chuckled and continued. "White woman do love black cock, that is such a common sound here. You know, with a pill every 4 hours, a few hours of time per day with our special headphones on, and one orgasm after another, all these ladies, including your wife and daughter, are quickly becoming the obedient sluts they were born to be."

I stared at this mountain of a man, and could not comprehend what he just told me. My blood started to boil as my initial shock wore off. I was now starting to approach him, not caring that he could break me in half, I started to yell at him.

"What the fuck have you done! I am calling the police. You fucking asshole..."

The taser shock hit me hard. I was sent sprawling to the ground convulsing. I fought to stay conscious. I started to win that battle when I looked up and saw that my wife was standing over me holding the taser.

She said, "Oh, baby, you shouldn't yell at Mitchell, he is my master. And soon he will be yours too. He is training us to be perfect sluts." She then turned to Mitchell and asked, "Again?"

Mitchell politely and calmly replied to my wife, "Please." And I watched as my wife leaned forward and hit me with a second taser shot.

I had no idea how long I was out, but I finally started to come to, just some sounds and lights at first. Then a little more.

"Oh, God Mitchell, fuck me hard baby. I am your white married slut! God, you feel so good."

Was there a porn movie on? Why did the voice sound familiar? I was really fighting to come back. I slipped away again, and next time I came to, I didn't hear any voices.

I was able to force my eyes open and it looked like I was in a hotel room. Yes, the resort, my wife, I tried to scream, but then realized I was gagged. I tried to move, but I was also tied to the chair I was in.

Something felt weird, and I realized I was naked. I looked around and finally my eyes focused, and I saw a large black man lying in the bed. He was looking at me, but with a disinterested look. Upon further review, I realized he was not alone. A white woman was naked and sleeping with her head on his chest. It was my wife.

The man just smiled. "I wore her out. Surprised her screams of pleasure a while back didn't break you out of your slumber. Your wife is a great fuck. Daughter too. One more time, I am Mitchell."

I just started at him. The raw hatred must have been easily visible on my face.

"Yeah, you want to hurt me, but shit, you got tased by your very own wife. The look on your face was priceless when she leaned in to hit you the second time."

I responded by trying to tell him to fuck himself, but it came out as mumbled sounds. The man who called himself Mitchell laughed and this started to wake Natalie. Mitchell tenderly stroked her hair. "baby, did I wear you out. You fell asleep hard."

"You always wear me out Master. Your cock is heaven. So, wear me out again Master. Fuck me again, please."

"Right in front of your pathetic husband?"

Natalie looked up and laughed, "Shit, I forgot he was there. Hi honey. Welcome. Not really. Oh, who cares, fuck me Master, I need your cock!"

"Climb on board slut, let's show hubby your newfound taste for big black cocks!"

And as I sat naked, and gagged, and bound to a chair, I watched my wife excitedly stroke Mitchell's manhood and bring it to life. She had a genuine smile on her face as her small hands worked in unison to get him hard. I wasn't certain from my view, but I was pretty sure he was fingering her as she stroked him. She let out a strong moan indicating my assessment was correct.

Then, when Mitchell had hit full size, my wife happily climbed on top of the man she called her Master, and lowered herself onto the biggest cock I had ever seen. She took it all at once, moaning in pleasure as she did.

"She couldn't do that the first day, that's for sure." Mitchell informed me. Then speaking to Natalie, "you have made great progress stretching out that tight married cunt, it is still snug in there, but you took me all at once. Good job slut."

"Practice makes perfect, sir!" she said playfully, as she started to slide her body up and down his cock, pleasuring both of them. "Fuck Master, you feel unbelievable in me. Your perfect cock touches me in places my husband's never did."

"You do realize he can hear you!" Mitchell laughed.

"Well the truth hurts. Not that it matters, because my pussy is only for black cocks now. His little white dick ain't coming anywhere near me anymore. I am a married slut that is only available for strong black men."

"That's right baby, you are a slut for black cock now. Ride my cock while I fill in your husband on your training and what comes next. Take your time baby, you are off duty for the evening, and you can enjoy my cock all night."

"You treat me so well, Master. I hope I am proving myself worthy."

"You are. You are becoming an excellent slut and earning your trip to the resort. That is what you want, don't you? You want to be a full-time slut on the resort making strong black men happy, isn't that right, my married slut."

"Yes, master, but I wish I could still come back here and be your slut too. It is going to be hard to give up your cock, master."

"No worries slut, I will find time to bounce over there and give you what you need. I have grown fond of your tight pussy. But just think, you get to dress sexy, and be a slut for rich, successful men who will enjoy you over and over again. It is a dream come true for a married slut like you, isn't it."

"It is what I want most. I will be such a good slut because I have had such a good Master."

"That's what I like to hear, how about a reward for being such a dedicated slut, I have a blue pill for you baby. You earned it."

"Thank you, Master. I am so lucky to serve you!" And she quickly took the small pill from his massive hand and swallowed it with the help of the water he handed her.

"Now, Omaha, fuck my cock and give yourself a mind-blowing orgasm while I explain to your small-dicked husband, the new life you, your slut daughter, and your sissy husband are going to have."



As he said that I watched Natalie go into a trance like state and just start riding his cock up, then back down. Her expression was both vacant and entirely focused at the same time. She cooed and moaned softly as he simply laid there as my wife fucked herself on his cock.

"She will be in the zone for about an hour. I gave her both her program word, Omaha, and a blue pill. The word makes her become completely obedient, it has been programmed into her brain via our auditory program. Hang on one minute, might as well really use this opportunity." With that, he reached over to the nightstand and retrieved a set of headphones, they looked like the expensive Bose or Beats over-the-ear headphones that are so popular. He flipped a switch on it and put them over Natalie's ears. She smiled and just continued her up and down motion on his cock.

"Between the drugs and the special auditory training she is getting, I just might be able to send her to the resort a day early, although to be honest, I really do like her and I think I will keep her till Saturday like scheduled so I can have one more night of this!" He pointed to her, as she continued to worship his cock with her body. "You have no idea how good this feels. And she will keep going for an hour easy. Last night, when you called, she was doing the same and she eventually passed out after the fourth orgasm."

Once again, I simply made angry noises, although I was finding it hard to feel as angry. I think my tasing experience and the stress was making me really tired. What I hadn't yet figured out, was the same drug that was turning my wife into a wanton slut was already starting to do its job on my system.

"How you feeling there, buddy, perhaps a bit dehydrated and tired. Let me suggest you drink some more, and if you sit quietly and listen, when your wife is done, I just might have someone find something to eat for you. But first, go ahead and drink, we don't want you passing out on us."

I realized there was a Camelback hydration bag hung and the tube and spout was just off to my right, suspended where I could reach it. I didn't want to do as he asked, but I did desperately want a drink. He just waited, and enjoyed the sexual efforts of my wife, and eventually I just took it as one more defeat and started to suck the fluid down. If I had been looking, I would have seen Mitchell smile as I drank.

"Very, good, I think you are ready to hear about what fun you and your ladies are going to have."

As he said that, Natalie burst into an obvious orgasm, moaning and grinding herself down onto his cock as hard as she could. Her eyes were practically rolling to the back of her head and she fiercely grabbed her own breasts and was squeezing them hard as she came from her Master's amazing cock. I don't think I had ever heard or seen her cum half that hard in all our years together. What a wonderful experience for her.

My thoughts startled me, why did I call him master, and what am I doing enjoying seeing my wife fuck another man. I shook my head, what was going on.

"Pretty amazing to watch your wife cum that hard. Makes you happy to see her so happy doesn't it. It's OK, once you accept that she is with better men now, you can be happy for her. She is just being the natural slut she has always longed to be. You are seeing your real wife for the first time. This is who she was meant to be. Watch how much she enjoys this. Just watch."

I did, and he was right, she was in ecstasy. I should be happy for her. As I watched I found that my dick was hard, in fact, it was painfully hard. I shouldn't be getting aroused watching this, but I couldn't help it. Natalie was completely engulfed with pleasuring herself on her Master's cock. It was hot, it was making me hot.

"Send her in." I heard my wife's master say into a 2-way radio. I just continued to watch my wife; I found it facinating. She continued to molest her own tits and I don't think I had ever seen her nipples harder. She looked so happy. I was thirsty, I took another drink. It felt good. I drank more.

Wait, there are other people here. Who is it? Oh, it's Emma. She is standing next to me also watching her mom gain so much pleasure. Emma looked at me, "Hi daddy. Mom really looks happy, doesn't she?" When she spoke, it made me notice she was naked. I shouldn't be seeing my daughter naked. But she was really beautiful. Her breasts were so nice, and her nipples, they were great.

"Emma slut, why don't you help your daddy out, he seems to have gotten very excited watching your mom. Do what you do best, slut-girl. Give him your best!"

Emma smiled, and came around the front of me. I tried looking around her so I could keep watching Natalie. I liked watching Natalie, it was so sexy to see her so completely aroused and in pleasure. I almost got annoyed, but them Emma knelt down. That was better, I could see her mom again. The gentleman who brought Emma in took a moment and put a pair of headphones on me. There was music, and other noises. I liked it.

As I appreciated the sounds, I realized that Emma was now sliding my dick into her mouth. It felt really good. I shouldn't let her do this, but wow, did her mouth feel good. She slowly sucked up and down my dick. My baby girl made it feel so good. The feeling, the music, I took another drink, I was genuinely happy. I watched as my daughter worked my dick and in a short time, I had the strongest ejaculation I think I had ever had. Oh, and my beautiful Emma, she swallowed at first, but then let me spray my cum all over her chest. It looked so good on her, and I felt so good.

She got up, my cum dripping from her face onto her chest, and she sat on my lap. She pulled my head into her tits and I sucked on them. They felt so good, and my cum tasted good, I wanted it all. I kept sucking and licking and cleaning my cum off her breasts. The music in my head continued, I thought a voice could be heard too. I liked the music. I liked my Emma's beautiful breasts. I liked my cum. O took a quick pause to take another drink, and then I went back to enjoying her nipples.

Emma then pulled my head up, leaned in, and kissed me. Her lips tasted like my cum and they felt so good. We kissed for a while. It felt dirty, but really nice to be kissing my own daughter. Then she leaned back, brought her right hand up towards my face and deposited a small blue pill onto my tongue.

"Swallow it Daddy, join mom and I. We are going to have such a great life."

I swallowed it, and she kissed me again. Then she broke her kiss, stood up and the man who brought her in, attached a leash to a collar she was wearing. I hadn't noticed it before, but now I saw it clearly. It said SLUT in big silver letters. That is nice, I mean she certainly is acting like a slut.

"Bye Daddy, I hope you enjoy your evening. I am going to spend the night learning to accept big black cocks in my tight ass. It will help me learn to be the best three hole slut that the men at the resort want. I am learning so much about being a absolute slut."

With that I watched my daughter get led off by the leash. She really was beautiful. I hoped she would enjoy her night. I hope she comes back, I would like to touch her some more, and be touched by her. I was really happy. I got to see both my ladies and they were both truly enjoying themselves.

I took another drink and sunk in my chair and as I heard my wife scream in orgasm one more time. It made me smile to hear her achieve such a high level of pleasure. I faded into a blissful state. My eyes went unfocused and my body went limp. But my brain, well it was really enjoying the music, and the voice, and the feeling of security and euphoria. I didn't even hear my wife's third orgasm, nor did it really register when her Master flipped her over and fucked her hard so he could cum in her married pussy.

All I knew was I felt good, and she was happy. It was a great start to our vacation together.






The Resort Experience Ch. 02

The Resort Experience, Chapter 2

*******************************************************

I usually put warnings at the start of my stories because I often write about subjects some find offensive. This story is likely the one that needs the strongest warning.It includes, incest, non-consent, interracial, and an overall story line that is a bit extreme. So, remember it is a work of fantasy fiction, and you have been warned!

If you like it, please let me know with a comment, mark it as a favorite, and follow me for alerts to the next chapters.

I have decided that I will bounce between the perspective of the family, and the perspective of the resort personnel. So, this chapter is the same basic time-line as the first chapter, but we learn about the resort and how they train the sluts from Mitchell's and Jackson's point of view.Chapter three will begin where Chapter 1 left off with dad waking up and having another inappropriate, yet highly satisfying interaction with his daughter, before his day of training to be a sissy slut begins.Chapter four will bring Emma's friend Rachel into the story and will include the big Friday night auction. Where the story goes from there ... still considering the options!

I love getting direct messages from the Literotica community. Perhaps you have an idea of how this resort experience should continue. There are so many delicious directions I could take the next chapter!

Cheers, and happy reading!

********************************************************

"Hey boss, I think I got us some fresh meat! Hot little thing too! And there is a sweet bonus with this one."

"That's good because we are thin right now. Walk me through it" Mitchell replied to Travon, and he was hoping the lead was a good one as right now they were at least 10 hosts short, and the peak season was about to begin.

"OK, hot chick, 22 years old, tall, lean, tight body, been searching resorts for 10 days, the algorithm highlighted her. Wants beach, not willing to pay the cost. It was promising, so I flagged it, but didn't put it on the short list. Then sweet little Emma makes a Facebook post about how her mom and her can't find a resort. Well, bingo, mom is hot, that's the bonus. This could be a two for one. I just finished scrolling through all the combined social media, guessing mom is in her 40's, but she looks 30. I sent you the report, should be in your in-box. Let me know if you want to release the offer."

"Nice work. Give me a few to look it over. I will let you know."

Mitchel started to scan the info. Their system was a well-oiled machine. It was tied to the usual search sites and then tracked promising leads. In the old days they had to troll the airports and catch their prey via taxi scams, but now, the women who would become their sex slaves booked their training vacations willingly and even paid for the privilege of becoming obedient sluts. And when they arrived in Florida and there were red flags, the team just put them into a different shuttle bus, and off they went to their twin resort that was legit and no one ever knew how close they came to being groomed for sexual slavery.

The file was interesting. One Ms. Emma Westlake; age 22, finished University. Tall, fit, and if you looked at her secondary Instagram account, the one her parents likely new nothing about, the girl liked to party. That was always a bonus. So, she was promising as Travon claimed. But it was mom that really caught Mitchell's eye. He was in his 10th year training sluts, and he had earned his boss status by having really good instincts about the targets. Mrs. Natalie Westlake was hot. Small, with very nice breasts, and a tight body. The ladies didn't even look like mom and daughter, but not all fantasies can be brought to life. Mitchell looked at some of the photos and thought, this MILF would be very popular.

The men who came to their primary resort were rich, powerful black men and they expected both young sluts to use, but also liked smart, sexy, more mature ladies. Natalie Westlake's body would be in prime demand that was for sure.

There was a wildcard, a husband. Mitchell had tamed and turned quite a few husbands, so that wasn't the problem, it was the idea that he might show up looking for his wife and daughter when they disappear off the map. He decided given their placement needs, and the fact he liked to fag out some white husband, that the risk was worth it. He yelled from his office. "Release the offer."

By the end of the day, he got the report, they had booked, and that starting on the Wednesday, the husband was joining them. That was perfect. By Wednesday the ladies would be obedient sluts in training, and Mitchell can have his fun with the husband. Mitchell poured himself a nice rum drink and leaned back in his chair. "I think I will train Mrs. Westlake myself, that sounds really good." He said to no one in particular.

The week in question was turning out to be a good one. Travon, via his very clever and wicked algorithm, was finding a very nice set of targets. It looked like they could have up to 12 ladies to consider. Mitchell even had to call in a couple extra trainers. He was still looking forward to taking a direct personal interest in the mom, there was just something about her that made that seem fun.

Arrival day rolled around and only one young lady was shuttled off to the other resort. The rest arrived and the fun began. Mitchell even drove one of the shuttles and as soon as he saw Natalie he was glad she was his to train. She was just over 5 feet tall and by his guess, a full D-cup, and the best part, she was dressed somewhat blandly. His experience had told him that under that bland exterior were the biggest, most enthusiastic sluts waiting to come out.

"Hello all, we are excited to welcome you! Before we get driving, please see that we have cold bottles of water for you. Rule #1 of post travel, hydrate ladies! We have a 30 minute drive to the resort, and I will take it personally if there are un-drank water bottles when we arrive." He was so good with this spiel. It didn't hurt that he was a seriously good looking man with a warm and engaging smile. He watched as the ladies cracked open their first dose of compound and happily drank it.

By the time they got checked in, had their welcome drink, and came down to the welcome party, they would have enough compound in their system to be very pliable. That is when the fun will start.

Things went smoothly, and he took extra care to offer Mrs. Westlake a hand as she got out of the shuttle. "Did you properly hydrate young lady?" He said with all his charm. "Of course, I always follow orders!" She flirted back to him. He had a really hard time not bursting into laughter, but instead he smiled his best smile, and jokingly said to his colleague, "We better keep an eye on this one, she is a bit dangerous!" The fun compliment made Natalie smile and she loved that she was getting the attention and not Emma. They were very close, but sometimes had a bit of a flirting competition, and Natalie was in a good mood and planned to win that competition tonight. The compound was hitting her hard and little did she know how quickly her fun flirting was going to escalate into much more.

The welcome time was critical, and Mitchell was pleased to see his team working so well together. The goal was to get the guests, soon to be the sluts in training, to their rooms and then right back to the poolside area so the chemical part of the program could take full effect. They were encouraged to wear something fun for the party. Mitchell always found it funny that even before they were under his mind control, they were obeying his suggestions and selecting sexy outfits that would later be lying on the ground as not one of them would finish the night with clothes on.

The program had begun for these ladies and it would finish with them being fully obedient sluts willingly living a life of sexual servitude. The compound they were drinking in the water bottles and in their welcome drink was odorless and tasteless, and once enough hit the system, it broke down inhibitions while making the subjects very horny. This was followed by the blue pills. These created a trance like state and made the recipients very receptive to influence. Interestingly, if you ate the entire bottle of blue pills but had no compound in your system, they would have almost zero effect. But combined with the compound and the subject became horny, wild, and easily programed.

But why stop there. In the old days, that was where it stopped, and their final success rate was only about 25%. It made for some hard decisions about what to do with the other 75% of failed subjects. Most got sold to wealthy men or into foreign brothels, although some were found hundreds of miles away, months later, wandering the streets of south Florida looking like every other once pretty junkie. They often got snatched up by the pimps and were now working girls. Families back home often never saw them again. This didn't bother Mitchell from an ethical standpoint, he long ago accepted there were wolves and there were the people wolves used to make money, the subjects fell into that second category. But the old way was a pain in the ass, lots of messes to clean up.

And then their lead science guy came up with his auditory program. Mind control 101 that would not work very well on its own, but after experimenting quite a bit, and burning through quite a number of subjects, the key was discovered. Compound, blue pill, headphones, in that order, and repeated in that order. And boom, obedient sluts came off the assembly line with 90% success. The addition that Mitchell added, and it added the final push, was to start their sexual training almost immediately. Now it had gotten so rare that a subject wasn't trained successfully, that they just arranged a few one-way boat trips to take care of these outliers. It had been almost a year since such a trip was taken.

So, the current subjects had compound in them already, their first pills would be embedded in the free appetizers they were offered, and then, they would join in the 'silent disco" party and willingly put on the specially modified headphones. After a couple of party songs, with the control package running in the background, the playlist in their head would shift to mostly the package, and the staff could sit back and watch each woman start to sway back and forth with a happy, but vacant expression. At that point, the trainers would go to their assigned subjects to initiate some touching and dirty dancing. And by 10pm, most subjects would be on their second or third orgasm and would be gladly accepting more compound, more blue pills, and would be happy to wear the headphones again while experiencing big black cock after big black cock.

See every trainer was a black man with a cock at least 9" long, and most exceeded that minimum job requirement. Every subject was a white woman, and each one of them would become an obedient slut that served BBC and only BBC. By the end of the week, the overwhelming sexual journey, combined with the very effective mind control of the program, would help each graduate to their next assignment. Most would end up as resort hosts at the company's primary resort, although a few might get sold directly.

The ladies came back to the poolside party. Both Emma and Natalie looked great. Emma was wearing a white jumper that tightly fit her tight body. It was a tube top across her breasts and then ended as a short skirt. She had on cute white sandals and her hair was loose and sexy. Mom was dressed equally as well, if sexy was how well was defined. Her daughter had convinced her to show a bit of skin and to highlight her ample chest. "If I had your tits, I would shop in the kids' section so everything I wore showed them off!" Emma teased her mother, "Plus dad isn't here, so you can make a few of the men think naughty thoughts about you!" Natalie scolded her daughter, but wore the outfit suggested anyways. She liked dressing sexy, but always felt self-conscious, but without John here, why not, she thought to herself.

There were some additional guests, although they were previously trained women and men who were always the other guests when the resort was active. The staff referred to them as the slaves, but that was not expressed to the subjects. They would stay for the first 24 hours and then be sent back to their other assignments. This also helped disguise the fact that there was a dozen well built, tall, handsome black men there to train the women. The "other" guests made the overall mix of the crowd seem normal.

Emma, who had never actually dated a black man, was seriously intrigued by the number of tall, very dark, and very handsome men at this reception. Like she knew her fate, she went over to Jackson and struck up a conversation. He was about 6'2" and had a chiseled body and conveniently enough, he was her assigned trainer. She introduced herself as Emma, although he already knew that. He had read her whole report. That made it easy for him to charm her and earn her trust. He introduced himself back as Jackson, although by the same time Monday night, she would be referring to him as Master. Each woman would bond with her master and by week's end would be trying as hard as possible to please her master and earn the coveted next assignment.

Jackson of course was ensuring that Emma drank and ate, and when the silent disco started, he was the true gentleman and went and got her headphones for her. Emma was enjoying the company. They danced flirtatiously for the first couple of songs, and then Jackson noticed Emma was showing clear signs of the program trance hitting her. It was only the third song and Jackson had Emma leaning hard against him, and more than once he noticed her moan slightly as she felt his cock against her body. His hands started to roam her ass and when the final song came on, the last one before there was only the control package playing in the subject's ears, Jackson stood behind Emma and reached around her and massaged her breasts. They weren't big, but there was something about the way they fit her fit body that made them sexy. That and her nipples were large and hard, just the way Jackson liked them.

Emma accepted the touch without protest and leaned into him and moaned. She was having such a good time and she didn't know why, but getting touched by this boy she just met, it felt so hot. Her nipples almost hurt they were so aroused, and she was glad she had a skirt on because she had definitely soaked thru her panties. She could feel Jackson's manhood as she pressed against him and all she could think of was how much she wanted to suck it. Emma loved sucking cocks. She had spent a lot of time on her knees at her university. She pressed herself against his cock and turned towards him and licked her lips. Jackson smiled, training this white slut was going to be easy, and fun, she was most of the way there already. Jackson caught Mitchell's eye and winked at him. Mitchell liked him and he knew that was Jackson's way of saying thanks for giving him this hot little piece of meat to train and enjoy.

In the meantime, Mitchel was standing back and watching the woman that would ride his massive cock every night for a week. He was holding back, waiting for her to get more with the program. One of the slaves, a white guy whose wife didn't pass her tests and as far as Mitchell knew was still working in an Eastern European owned brothel in Chicago, was assigned to soften Natalie up. Mitchel gave him a nod and he reached out and grabbed Natalie's butt. He quickly got slapped by Natalie, who somewhat enjoyed the grope, but still had enough of her natural self to reject the advance.

Mitchell smiled, grabbed the special drink he had waiting and went and "intervened" like he had planned all along. He told the slave to get lost, and given Mitchell was 6'6' and about 240 pounds, even if the scene hadn't been staged, the guy would have departed. Mitchell smiled at Natalie and said, "sorry about that, how about you dance with me for a few minutes, that tends to keep the creeps away."

"Thanks, I really appreciate it." She reached out and touched his arm. It sent chills through her. He was so big, so strong, and so black. While Emma had a curiosity about black men, Natalie had a full blown fetish. She had a secret dildo at home that she used when her husband traveled, and it was a BBC and it was her favorite way to not miss her husband! Mitchel felt the sexual tensions and smiled at her. "Here, take this drink, they just poured it for me, you could use a drink to calm down."

She was well into the program, so between the situation and her general gravitation towards obedience, she accepted it. "Just slam it baby, show me that dangerous woman from earlier!" The drink had two blue pills dissolved in it, and the staff called it the slave maker. Natalie did as commanded, and smiled as she finished and licked her lips. Mitchell grabbed her, put a set of headphones on her and held her tight. She struggled for a moment, but then the pills kicked in, and the headphones kicked in, and Mitchell's touch kicked in, and Natalie was gone. Slut Natalie was on the production line, and Mitchell was going to truly enjoy producing her.

He brought her out onto the dance floor, and started to let her sway on her own. She was wearing a white cotton top that was buttoned down the middle, with enough buttons undone to show off some of her cleavage. The top stopped short of her jean shorts, so she had a nice section of her flat tummy showing, and was just a bit shorter than a mom should be wearing. Emma had convinced her to spice things up and she had somehow agreed to an outfit more suited for a 20 year old. Mitchell reached out and with his big, but very supple hands, started to undo the buttons on her top. She made no attempt to stop him. He made no attempt to rush.

A few minutes later she was dancing in a white bra and her jean shorts. He began again, this time unbuttoning the top of the shorts. He then helped her wiggle out of them. She was dancing in just a matching bra and pantie set. He enjoyed the show. Soon she was rubbing her breasts and dancing more trance like. He pulled a small transponder from his pocket, it allowed him to speak into the headphones. In her state it would sound like the voice of god, which it really was. He started simple.

"Take off your remaining clothes, enjoy yourself Natalie." She smiled at him and as she swayed, she dropped the bra and took a moment to pull her panties off. She was barefoot already, so now Natalie Westlake, respectable mother and University instructor was dancing nude, for all to see.

"With one hand caress your breasts, with the other, finger yourself. It is time to really let loose and cum for me."

Natalie didn't hesitate. Her left hand started to play hard with her breasts while two fingers on her right hand disappeared into her pussy. She positioned the palm of her hand to press against her clit as the fingers played inside of her. She had done this before, but probably not standing in front of strangers at the opening ceremony to her week of slut training. He let her go for a while, enjoying the site of the white married woman debasing herself for his entertainment, and her training.

"Omaha. That is your word. Omaha mean obedience. Omaha means obedience. Omaha means obedience. Say it for me Natalie and after the fifth time, cum hard for me."

"Omaha means obedience" was repeated by Natalie. And as commanded she came on her own fingers after her 5th utterance of the phrase. She moaned and shuddered.



"Let it out Natalie. You are born to be a slut. Just let it flow."

Her vocal and body shaking orgasm got much attention from others. Emma was too busy on her knees with Jackson's cock in her mouth to witness her mother's descent into slut territory. As she let out a final loud, part groan, and part moan, she got a round of applause from the crowd. Mitchell swooped in and picked her up before she remembered that respectable women don't publicly masturbate, and brought her over to one of the loungers. He sat down and pulled her in and began to kiss her. His hands explored her breasts, and he was very impressed. Large, firm, and she seemed to love to have them molested. He started to suck on her nipples and slipped one of his large fingers into her still aroused pussy.

It was time to do a check to see if the control package had done its work. He pulled her headphones off her and then returned to kissing and fingering her. "Natalie, what are you?"

"I am, ah, well I am a mother, and..." She was having a hard time answering a question that was easy. She was a mother, a wife, and a teacher, that is how she always defined herself. But that self-definition had been facing a chemical and auditory assault for a couple hours now and she was having a hard time stating it.

"Natalie, what are you really. What defines you?" Mitchell knew to stay calm and push firmly.

"I am, I don't know, I am confused." A word was popping into her head, but that can't be right. She was a good wife and mother.

"You know Natalie, say what you are!" Michell didn't yell, but it was a commanding voice, and he slid a third finger into her pussy as he spoke.

Natalie let out a long breath and looked intensely at Michell. "I am a slut."

"Say it again."

"I am a slut!" This time she said it with more energy.

"Yes, you are. And who are you a slut for?"

"For you, I am a slut for you." And she was, as his fingers had her seriously aroused.

"True, but who else? You know, just let the words form. It is all you have ever wanted to be!"

Natalie squirmed on Mitchell's fingers and then with a "aha moment" expression she said, "I am a slut for black men." And then as if the "memory" she had, came flooding back, she started declaring herself a full blown slut. "I am a slut for black cocks, oh, that is all I want. I am just a white slut for black men and their big cocks."

Mitchell smiled, pulled his fingers from Natalie's cunt, stood up, and dropped his pants. He never wore underwear and thus his mostly hard cock sprang forth. It was obscenely large, both long and thick. Without hesitation, Natalie reached out and started to stroke and adore it.

"Is this what you are a slut for?" Mitchell kept it going.

"Yes, I am definitely a slut for your huge cock. It is so big and strong. And black."

"It is time to be a slut, Natalie, it is time to feel my cock in your tight, married pussy." With that, Mitchell laid down in the lounger and he commanded Natalie to become his white slut. "Straddle me Natalie. Put me in your pussy. Become what you have always wanted to be. Be my slut!"

Natalie excitedly climbed into position and then grabbed his cock and started to rub its head against her pussy. "It is so big; I don't know if it will fit?"

"It will fit, it always fits in hungry sluts like you. I want you to repeat 'I am a big black cock slut' as you lower yourself onto it. Begin slut. Fulfill your destiny!"

Natalie made an expression best described as "here goes nothing meets I have never been hornier" and she started to push her body down onto Mitchell's beast. She would get a bit more in, and then pause and start to slide in and out over that newly conquered space. She was only about ½ way in, but bouncing on his cock, when she exploded into her first true BBC orgasm. She had never felt more vaginal arousal and his girth had been putting pressure on her clit too. It was the best penetration based orgasm she had ever had.

Mitchell appreciated that she was enjoying herself, but he also was getting impatient, so as she was still in the throes of her pleasure, he reached up and grabbed her hips and pulled her slowly, but without a pause, the rest of the way onto his cock. She screamed in pain and pleasure and tried to pull back off, but Mitchell was much stronger and kept her fully impaled.

She was overwhelmed at first, but then Mitchel reached up and gave her a blue pill. Its effect happened quickly and soon she was in a trance, in this case a cock trance. He was moving her around to give his cock time to open up space inside her. One of the amazing parts of a woman's vagina is it will expand to fit, especially when aroused. Mitchell was greatly enjoying the feel of her vagina as he taught it a new size. Natalie's facial expression went from pained, to painfully aroused. She started to moan.

"What are you, Natalie?"

"I am a slut, a slut for amazing fucking cocks like yours. Oh, god I am a total slut. Fuck I have never felt something so good."

"I want you to fuck my big black cock and repeat "I am a slut for big black cock" as you do it. Keep doing it until you cum hard on my cock, my obedient slut!"

Natalie didn't hesitate and attacked her task with enthusiasm. She was sliding up and then down, and soon she was slamming herself down hard. She repeated her mantra the entire time, until finally her words were replaced with a long scream as her body convulsed as she came in a way she had never done before. It was like the center point of her pleasure was deep inside her and the orgasm came in waves. She had never experienced something so powerful and amazing.

"Keep saying it, Natalie!"

"I am a slut, a slut for big black cock! Fuck, yes, I am a slut!" She kept it going, although the word order didn't always make sense. Mitchell laughed as he had witnessed many of these mind-blowing orgasms. He was looking forward to pushing her through many of these this coming week. Technically, Natalie wasn't cumming anymore, but she was maintaining a pleasure level that was better than any pleasure peak she had ever experienced. Mitchell motioned to one of the slaves and she came over and put Natalie's headphones on. She then kissed Natalie strongly and pinched both of her nipples. Mitchell just enjoyed the show.

For close to 30 minutes Mitchell just laid there with his cock being Natalie's toy. She was devoted to feeling him touch every corner of her pussy and she cycled through another body-shaking orgasm about half-way through. Finally, Mitchell decided the headphone time was sufficient and it was time to finish his new married white slut. He rose up, with her still impaled on his cock, and then did a move that only a man of his length and strength could do. He twirled Natalie 180 degrees on his cock, it never left her pussy, and put her down on the lounge with her ready to get pounded from behind.

He was inside of a hot woman, it had been a stressful week, but the day went well, and he was in the mood to fuck. And that is what he did, he leaned in with his bulk and pressed Natalie into the lounge and then started to pound her pussy from behind. It felt good to take over after passively laying there while this white slut used his cock like a dildo. It was his job, and while this was too, he liked this part of his job better. Mitchell was a man of action and while he had developed patience and a calm demeanor via experience, the natural Mitchell was the man currently brutally fucking Natalie from behind.

She was crying and wailing as it hurt like hell, but Mitchell cared not, plus he knew, give it 5 more minutes and her true inner slut would appear. Mitchell got a hold of her hair and was pulling her head back basically growling at her. "This is what a slut gets, she gets a hard fuck. You are nothing but a fuck toy slut for my big black cock." He kept berating her and destroying her pussy and any sense of self-respect she had left. But just as he predicted, about five minutes in, he felt her start to push back. She started to moan.

He reached his hand forward and fed her a ½ of a blue pill, just enough to make her fully pliable, but without putting her in the trance. He wanted her to remember who fucked her first, and who would fuck her every and any time he wanted. "Tell me what you are!" It was time to stop using her name, she was just a fully owned asset of his employer and she had no name, no rights, and certainly no past. Her life began this evening, and he was going to pull her into her new life one hard fuck after another.

"I am a slut. I am a slut for big black cock. Oh, god, it hurts so much, but please keep fucking me, I am a slut, I am a slut, I am a slut!" Natalie was babbling now, and Mitchell's release was coming soon. He slammed into her a dozen more times, and then just before he was going to cum, he pulled out and spun her onto her back. She screamed as his cock sprayed her with an explosion of cum. Mitchell's cum just kept coming and soon Natalie was bathed in it. But she loved it. "I am your slut, and I made your big black cock cum!" As she finished yelling this she sprung forward and took Mitchell's cock into her petite mouth. She couldn't really get much of her in, but she sucked and cleaned his cock while telling him she was his slut always and begging him to keep fucking her.

Mitchell just enjoyed her attentions as he looked around. There were numerous similar scenes happening in the courtyard and he was sure the playroom was likely full. He planned to take Natalie to the playroom next and share her wealth while he found that hot little daughter of hers and fucked her too. It wasn't part of the original plan, but part of what made him a good leader is he improvised well, and even though this was mostly just a job to him, what guy doesn't want to fuck both mom and daughter when the opportunity arises.

He reached down and grabbed his slut by her hair. "You are my slut, and I am your master. Say it."

"I am your slut, and you are my master."

"You will be 100% obedient to me this week and if you are a good enough slut, if you FULLY accept all your training, you will get to go be an even bigger slut at Pearls. That is what you want, right slut?" Pearls was the name of the primary resort when men paid good money to come and do whatever they pleased with the white sluts Mitchell provided. The idea that this was an important goal for each slut had been fully implanted in Natalie's head via the auditory control package. If she did have previous life goals, they had been replaced with a complete and singular focus on earning a spot at Pearls as a slut.

"Yes, master. All I want is to be a slut at Pearls. I will be obedient. Please train me, I will do anything to make it to Pearls." Natalie said these things convinced they had been true for years. She barely even remembered who she was prior to tonight. By day three, Mitchell was amazed at how fully Natalie Westlake had disappeared and how his white slut was in complete control, if you can call being a fully submissive and obedient, three hole slut for BBC, in control.

A man came over to Mitchell and informed him that there was a problem with one of the women, and his presence was required. He told the man he would be there in a moment. He grabbed the collar he had for Natalie and put it on her, it was black leather, and it had silver letters on it that spelled out "mommy-slut" in script. He clicked it on her and locked it in back. "Wear this as your sign you are mine and fully obey whoever clips into your collar. Understood, mommy slut?"

"Yes, master."

He then clipped a lease to it and handed it to the man, "Both of you listen, and do not deviate from this plan. Slave, take her to the playroom and put her in circulation. One bottle of compound, and one blue pill every 30 minutes, headphones on the entire time. Be sure she is fully used and fucked by five men. If it takes me longer to return, just have more men fuck her, or give her back to someone who wants her a second time. Slut, be obedient to slave and all the men, and spread your slut legs wide and welcome big black cock into your slut pussy. Be sure to thank each man for fucking you. Do you both understand?

Mitchell got "yes, master" from both and a moment later Natalie was being led off by the leash attached to her. She was led into a larger room that had what were called training stations, but the reality is they were fuck stations. The slave, who never introduced himself, brought Natalie over to what looked like an exam chair from a gynecologist's office and literally strapped her in. He gave her a bottle of water, with compound in it of course, the other half of the blue pill Mitchell had given her earlier, and put her headphones on her. Then he walked away, but not before sticking his finger into her sloppy cunt and coming away with a glob of Mitchell's cum mixed with her juices. As he walked away, he stuck the finger in his mouth and his little dick leaked precum while locked in the chastity device he had been wearing for many months now.

Natalie didn't really care, in fact the finger kinda felt good. But it was the sounds in her head and the euphoric feeling that really made her happy. She could still feel the afterglow of the sex with Mitchell, and she was looking forward to being with him again.

As these thoughts filled her head, she realized a cock was filling her pussy. She was so zoned out from the drugs, the auditory stimuli, and the intensity of her evening's experiences, that she didn't notice at first. But now she looked up and a young, well-built black man was sliding his cock into her.

Jackson reached up and took off Natalie's headphones. "Hello Mrs. Westlake," he wasn't supposed to use that name, but the situation was just too delicious, he had just fucked Emma twice, and now was going to fuck her mom, Mitchell would excuse his one-time lapse in protocol. "I am Jackson, I am Emma's master. She is a hot slut, and I am hoping mom is just as enthusiastic for big black cock as her slut daughter."

Natalie's brain was conflicted. Her daughter wasn't a slut, well except she was. Was she also training for the next resort?

"Is Emma trying to become a slut like me?" That was the best she could get out. She was in such a fog, and Jackson's cock was really starting to feel amazing. She was so horny, just the way a slut should be.

"Oh yes, and in fact, she is doing quite well. She is just over there, training to take big black cock from behind like a real slut. She has a nice tight pussy and I enjoyed her greatly. You have a tight pussy too. Your husband must be a little guy."

Natalie first thought, no, he is almost 6' tall, then she giggled, she knew what he meant. "He is tiny compared to you; your cock feels so good!"

"You know, you only want big black cocks now, and you are never going to bother having sex with your tiny-dicked husband ever again. But that's OK, isn't it, you only want BBC now! Isn't that true."

"Yes, Jackson, or do I call you master too?"

"Call me Jackson, Mitchell is your master, I am just helping him out. But back to what I said, I want you to tell me you will never let any little white dick inside of you, including your husband's."

"Of course not, I am a slut for black cock, and those are always big. Yours is going to make me cum, can I cum please?"

"Not yet, you need to learn to hold off and cum when told. I am enjoying your white married pussy, and only my pleasure matters. Sluts exist to be sources of pleasure for real men. Are you a good slut?"

"Yes, but you feel so good. I will do my best, but please let your slut cum soon, mommy need to cum."

"I do love your tits," He had one in each hand as he pounded her pussy and talked to her. "They are better than slut Emma's. She must be jealous of your tits."

"I am so glad you like them; your touch makes me feel so good. They are better than Emma's, aren't they? Hers are kinda small."

"I like hers, but yours are better. I think it is time to cum, but first remind me when the next time you are going to let your tiny-dicked husband fuck you."

"Never! But you can fuck me anytime. Please let me cum."

Jackson, who had been fucking her with a slow & methodical pace, increased that pace and started to really pound her. "Cum mommy-slut. Cum to my cock and forever give up little white dicks!"

And on command, Natalie's body responded. She felt the orgasm rising and let out a shriek. She once again experienced pleasure well beyond what she used to think of as great. It was like she just found out that her 7 out of 10 orgasm that she thought was amazing, was actually a 7 out of 20, and only now did she understand that with big black cocks involved, the scale of what was great had been forever shifted. "Fuck I love big black cocks!" She declared to all, but mostly to herself.

Jackson laughed as he both felt and saw her achieve extreme pleasure, and to honor that, he unloaded into her. It felt deeply satisfying to cum in her hot body and help her recalibrate what a real fuck felt like. His experience was too bad either. She had a great pussy, and nearly perfect tits, and now he had fucked both mommy and daughter. Damn he loved his job!

A few stations away, Jackson's primary subject, Emma was being split roast by two men who were simply there doing their job. They got a back and forth rhythm going and Emma was doing her best to take both of them. The man in her pussy was the longest man yet and was well past her cervix, it hurt, and yet she was having sensations she knew she would want more of. Quite the opposite, the man in her mouth was relatively short (which meant longer than any of the little white boys she sucked at college) but was unbelievably fat. Her jaw hurt from trying to take his monster cock. After about 10 minutes, they pulled out and were in the process of switching and as fat cock entered her pussy, she just couldn't take the new feeling and started to cum. His cock stretched her in ways she had never experienced, and it just sent her over the edge. He grabbed her by the hips and hammered her through her orgasm and then calmed as his partner put his long cock through her mouth and down her slut throat. This combination was heaven to Emma who had long ago learned to deep throat, and loved the feeling.

The men once again got a back and forth going and Emma's orgasm just hung on for the next seven or eight minutes until both men started to fill her with their cum. Long dick held her head and came directly down her throat while fat cock filled her pussy. Emma would have screamed with delight, but she was furiously trying to swallow cum while a long cock was buried in her mouth. Finally, they both pulled out. She sprayed cum and saliva as long dick withdrew and immediately felt an emptiness in her cunt when fat cock withdrew. "Solid job, slut. We will be back tomorrow for further practice." Was all she got as the men walked away. One of the slaves swooped in and gave her a bottle of compound, a blue pill and put her headphones on. The goal was to have them doing 45 minutes of sex and 15 minutes of auditory training each hour, with the playroom visits being 3-4 hours. Emma had already completed three hours and would be exhausted but the drugs and especially the control package coming through her headphones had her still craving more.

Jackson came over and inserted two fingers into her sloppy cunt. Too much gunk. He waved over one of the slaves and told him to clean her. The slave buried his head between her legs and started to use his tongue to clean her, and given how hot Emma was, it was the highlight of that slave's week. Emma was so fully into the control package that she didn't even really register that a strange man was cleaning her slut pussy with his tongue.

Jackson took a rest and watched. He really loved the look of Emma. He liked athletic and he found her small breasts sexy, especially because her nipples were so pronounced. After 15-minutes, he came over and fastened Emma's hands over her head to one of the hooks and then pulled her up, so she was barely touching the ground. It was often a painful position, and one that each slave would find themselves in for at least two hours a day. He left her headphones on and just fingered her as she tried to stay on her tippy toes to relieve the pressure from being hung by her arms.



He used his voice of god device and spoke to her. "Accept the discomfort and beg me to fuck you. Tell your master that you will always accept such pain to please me. Begin, and if you convince me, I will support your weight by fucking you with the cock you so desire."

"Please Master, fuck your slut, I need your big strong cock in me. I will accept this pain all day for an opportunity to feel your perfect cock inside me."

Jackson leaned in and sucked hard and bit on one of her nipples. Emma moaned. He spoke again, "you will get my cock, but first you need to show you are worthy. You are going to be pushed over the next hour. Accept it and when I return ask me calmly to fuck you and I will. If you cannot stay calm and ask politely, I will have your discomfort extended another hour. This is your first big test Emma-slut. Good luck. Serve me and make me proud."

He waved over a slave and he brought what the staff joked was the slut-maker. It had two protrusions and a vibrator and he put lube on the ass plug and inserted it. Then the large dildo, black of course and pushed it up her cunt. He strapped the vibrator across her clit area and locked the whole device onto Emma. Jackson took the remote and showed it to Emma. He turned it on, and she immediately felt the vibration, as well as the ass plug expanded and contracted, and the dildo had a vibrating mechanism. She immediately started to squirm, which left her hanging by the arms more as she couldn't find her balance. It was going to be a long 60-minutes for Emma.

As Jackson was leaving, he did slip Emma an extra blue pill, he liked her and that was his way of making the next hour of training go faster for her. It worked up to a point, but for the next hour Emma's body was assaulted as the control package reinforced her submissive slut status. The slave who was monitoring her took advantage and enjoyed her tits with his hands and mouth. He also kissed and licked her face. She hated him touching her and tried to focus on the messages in her head and being obedient to Jackson. She liked Jackson and wanted to make him proud.

Jackson found Mitchell in his office, "You wanted to talk?" He stayed standing. It seemed Mitchell liked him and perhaps was even grooming him for a management role, but he was still intimidated. Mitchell was not just huge physically, but he was a huge presence and it kept Jackson from getting too comfortable and familiar with his boss.

"This Emma chick, I am thinking of having an auction. She might be worth more that way and we could get a lot of mileage out of having her mom and dad auctioning off their baby-girl to become the personal slave of one of our clients. Do you think you can have her full obedient and ready by Friday night?"

"I think I can, and I will know even more in about an hour. She is on a hook with the slut maker, we will see how she survives that. I wish I had the funds; I'd buy her in a heartbeat."

"That's cool, just don't get attached. I need you to push her so we can be confident our client is getting what they pay for, and they don't pay for a slut with a mind of their own."

"No problem boss, I find myself pushing her harder because I like seeing her overcoming the hurdles. My guess is she is furthest along of any of the sluts. On that note, how is mommy-slut, her pussy was excellent, and damn those breasts were perfect. Thanks for letting me do the mommy-daughter thing."

"She is deep into her slut mode. I am not sure I will even need to drug her heavily. She is a naturally born submissive and slut. It's been a while since I trained a slut directly, but I am enjoying this one. I am going to make sure she is fully ready to help me turn dear old dad starting Wednesday. Oh, by the way, I plan to use Emma as a cock slut for her dad. Nothing breaks down barriers faster than when the daughter suck and fucks her daddy. He will be so off-kilter, turning him into a sissy slut will be easy."

"Sounds like, as usual, you have this all worked out. I promise I will have Emma-slut ready for a high earning Friday night auction. Having mom and dad present her for sale will be quite the touch. I should go grab something to eat and get back to Emma-slut. I think I will take one of the other blue pills and just fuck her for two-three hours. Do you think I can get her to pass out on my cock? That always cracks me up."

"Just don't kill her. Oh, and I am having a file delivered to you tonight. Travon identified a friend of Emma's as a target. Read it over, thinking we could do the "I won a vacation week" scam and get her down here and perhaps have two auctions in two weeks. She has just about the most perfect body you have ever seen. There is a hot pink bikini photo that you will remember. Let me know if you think Emma is ready to help us enslave her friend."

"On it, boss. I really appreciate the assignments you give me. Back to work I go!"

"Keep me up-to-date and its OK to enjoy your slut, just remember she is just a source of income for us, don't get too attached."

"Roger, that."

Just as Jackson left one of the slaves popped his head into Mitchell's office, "Your slut has just finished with her fifth fuck session, I think she is pretty much done. I left her bent over the vault with her headphones on. She likely needs to be fed and to get some rest."

"Do that, and since you have done well, feel free to take some liberties with her body. Deliver her to my room exactly at 11pm. I am going to give her an evening of comfort before her first full day tomorrow.

Mitchell got to work setting up the preliminary details of having an auction on Friday and also spent a bit of time sketching out in his mind how they would handle the husband's arrival on Wednesday. He liked his job; good money, challenging problems to solve, and always a slut to fuck when he wanted one. He especially like the current one. Natalie was a very enjoyable slut to have. He laughed at himself because the advice he gave Jackson about not getting too attached had equal value in his own case.

Jackson made it back to Emma who according to the slave had experienced two orgasms already and had been babbling incoherently for the last 15 minutes. Jackson wondered if perhaps he pushed too hard. He dismissed the slave and positioned himself in front of Emma. He took off her headphones and let her adjust away from her state of delirium. He smiled at her as her removed the slut maker apparatus, he let it fall to the ground and knew one of the clean-up slaves would collect it and clean it late tonight.

Emma was softly crying. But then she looked at Jackson, and with a look of surprise, she said, "You came back! My master came back for me."

"Yes, my slut, I told you I would. How was your hour."

"It hurt, but also felt amazing. My body is exhausted, but my head so enjoyed the time with the headphones. I had a revelation, master."

"What is that revelation, my slut?"

"That I am a slut. Truly, and fully and as long as I embrace that and commit myself to it, everything will be OK. Will everything be OK, Master?"

"It will my slut. Do you remember what I asked of you when I left you?"

"Yes master, I am supposed to ask you to fuck me. But I am not sure I deserve it, Master."

"Why not, my slut?"

"You only left me for an hour, and I barely survived. I don't think I made you proud. I begged the man to let me go, to stop the machine. I was not obedient to what you asked me to do."

"Shall I put you back on the machine and leave you here longer?"

"I really don't want you to do it, so you really should. A perfect slut should be able to take more than I did. So, Master, please but it back on me, turn it up high and let me prove to you that I am a better slut."

"OK" Was all he said. Jackson, didn't really want to touch the device, so he called over a different slave and had him reinsert it into Emma. He then held the remote in front of her and turned it on. "I will be back later, much later. Embrace the experience slut. Not headphones this time, focus yourself on accepting the pain and pleasure and do not ask the slave to turn it off. Do not fight it. Make the experience yours and become the best slut you can be."

"Yes, Master."

Then Jackson turned to the slave. "Abuse her fully and take advantage of her in any twisted way you want. Keep her going for a full 2 hours and each time she asks you to stop, extend it another hour. If she passes out, use the smelling salts and revive her, and keep it going. Test this slut, because we have special plans for her, and she needs to be the perfect slut to make those plans work."

"Accept your abuse for me and for your goal of becoming the perfect slut. It is who you are Emma, you just need further training to lock it in. I will see you later. We will have this conversation again. Perhaps I will fuck you then, perhaps I will extend your time. That is up to you."

Jackson reached out with both hands and pinched each of Emma's nipples hard; painfully hard. "Remember, your true purpose in life is to be a slut. Your body is ours to use and abuse. I am your Master, and you are still just a worthless white slut in training. Enjoy your time." He pinched the nipples again and walked away coldly from her.

She was so overwhelmed. She wanted to be good for him, but he didn't care. She really was just a worthless slut. She started to cry and feel sorry for herself. But then, as the slave started to fondle her breasts and call her nasty names, she found an inner resolve and said out loud, "I am a perfect slut."

For the next two hours, her experience was one of pain and humiliation with pleasure so intense, it was more like pain. She never complained, she never asked the slave to free her, she simply said "I am the perfect slut" every time she felt like quitting.

Two hours later, Jackson was carrying her to his room. Her laid her in his bed and was going to just let her rest, but she looked at him and said, "I was the perfect slut, please fuck me Master." Jackson roughly pulled her to the edge of the bed, dropped his pants and drove his cock into her. She moaned loudly and said, "Thank you master, make me a perfect slut. Fuck me and help be the best slut you have ever trained."

Jackson took her three different times and it was 3am before he let her rest. He gave her one more bottle of compound, another blue pill and put her headphones on her. He laid next to her as the program did its thing. He knew it was his job to get her ready to be auctioned, but he had decided he really liked this one and giving her to a client will be difficult. He pushed those thoughts out of his mind as he washed her and put reviving cream on her. That was usually a slave's job, but he decided to do it himself and enjoy the feel of Emma's perfect body.

She couldn't hear him as she was basically passed out from exhaustion, and the headphones provided a nighttime control package, but when he was done, he kissed her on the forehead and said, "Goodnight sweet Emma." He then went and took a long shower to try and shake the feelings he had for her. Mitchell was right, getting too attached was not a good idea.

A few rooms away, Emma's mom, was also asleep in the bed of her trainer. She had ridden Mitchell's cock for over an hour and it had lead to the greatest orgasm of her life. His size was something she could not believe, and it gave her sensations she had never experienced. She too spent the evening with the headphones on and Mitchell decided that he he would be bad cop when he woke her and she would spend the early hours of the day hung from a hook like her daughter had been with the slut maker device purring away. He had affection for Natalie, but he knew that the best way to show that was to ensure she became the complete slut by Saturday's deadline. He realized already, that having to take her on a one-way boat ride was not something he even wanted to contemplate.

The sun came up and soon after, Natalie was suffering on a hook, and Emma was sitting strapped in a chair in the training room receiving the next level control package. She was the only slut in there and that made Jackson happy. His was the first slut to move to this next level. He was confident by day's end, his slut would be the top of the class. He had decided last night that no white slut was worth him getting attached to, so now his one goal was to have her ready for Friday's auction and to earn the praise of Mitchell and to get his financial bonus from her sale.

As he watched her look out with a glazed look, he realized that she was nothing more than his meal ticket. A hot, slut of a meal ticket, but nothing more, nothing less. He drank his coffee and opened the folder on her friend Rachel. Forty five minutes later he was excited about the possibilities of having another slut to train the following week.

The technician finished with Emma handed her off to Jackson. "She should be primed for serious abuse now." Jackson roughly took her by the hair and pushed her to her knees. He fed her his cock, and she gladly gave him an excellent blow job. As he finished pumping his cum down her throat, he pulled her up, and addressed her. "Good morning slut. Solid job with the blowjob, but you still have to work on keeping your eyes up on the man. You must remember you are worshipping his cock and submitting to his pleasure."

"I will do better next time, Master."

"Yes, you will. We will be spending numerous hours this afternoon practicing. But for now, let's go get you breakfast, and talk about your friend Rachel. I would like to meet Rachel and you are going to help make that happen."

"Yes, master. Rachel would make a great slut for you to train. Tell me what you want me to do, I am your obedient slut and will do it."

As they walked to the breakfast area, they passed her mom, hung on the hook with the slut-maker device purring away. Her eyes were shut, her mouth hung open, and she was panting heavily. There were nipple clamps on her and based on the shaking of her body, it seemed as if she was in the midst of an orgasm.

"My mom is going to be a great slut too, but I will be better. Don't you think so, Master?"

"If you are absolutely obedient and accept my training fully, I think you will be a perfect slut."

"Then that is what I will do. Right after breakfast, can I suck your perfect cock again and this time my slut eyes will never leave yours. I just want to prove to you I can be perfect."

"Right after breakfast, you are going to spend two full hours on the hook. You can prove to me that you are worthy by fully embracing that and then, and only then, will you get another chance to suck my cock."

He was leading Emma by a leash. He stopped. Grabbed her by the hair, pulled her into his face, "No more requests, no more thinking you matter, you will obey and perform and if not, I will dump you off at the slave house and let those perverts have you. Do you understand? You are a worthless slut until you learn to fully obey."

Emma held back tears, and replied, "Yes, Master"

Jackson released her and dragged her at a fast pace towards the dining room. He smiled to himself. Day two is designed to remove any and all hope and sense of dignity for the sluts, and so far, she responded as she should. Perhaps, he would take the post breakfast blowjob after all, because she could really perform in that arena.

He got his slut food, the doc came over and gave her a shot of some antibiotics and such, and after letting Emma eat for a moment, he opened the file on Rachel and said, "Tell me about your friend."

It was time to create a resort experience for her.

The story will continue soon...

Thanks for reading. If you enjoyed it, make it a favorite, follow me, send me a message.Comments are always welcome except when hateful or implying violence. I will just delete those. Otherwise comment away.
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*******************************************************



I usually put warnings at the start of my stories because I often write about subjects some find offensive. This story is likely the one that needs the strongest warning.It includes, incest, non-consent, interracial, and an overall story line that is a bit extreme. So, remember it is a work of fantasy fiction, and you have been warned!



If you like it, please let me know with a comment, mark it as a favorite, and follow me for alerts to the next chapters.



The family fun is continuing at the resort. The question is whether this will be the end of the line for the family, or can they stay together as sluts?Time will tell, and in the meantime, the three continue to train to be the best sluts each can be. Mom and daughter got a head start, but dad is doing his best to catch up and be the obedient sissy slut he is destined to become.



I love getting direct messages from the Literotica community. Perhaps you have an idea of how this resort experience should continue. There are so many delicious directions I could take the next chapter!



Cheers, and happy reading!



********************************************************

John woke up and was quite disoriented. Just about 12 hours earlier he was a dad & husband arriving at a resort to meet his wife & daughter. But that had gone in a crazy direction. He witnessed both of his ladies performing sex acts with large black men and enjoying it. He remembers watching his wife impaled on a man's enormous dick and looking like she had never been happier. His memory then encountered another thought. His daughter Emma had given him a blow job, a really good blow job, and he had liked it. That was wrong, but as he thought about it, he started to get hard. He remembered sucking on her nipples and how good that felt.

He was getting upset, he drank a bottle of water to calm himself. The compound in the water continued to do its job. His logical side was telling him to get out, find his wife and daughter and run, but his dick was aching it was so hard, and he found himself enjoying the thought of his ladies, both the sex they were having, and the sex he might get from them.

As he was lost in these thoughts, his door opened, and his daughter walked in. She looked incredible. She had on a white outfit that was a pair of very short shorts and a cropped white top. The top had a mock turtleneck top, but was sleeveless and had an opening between her breasts that showed off her cleavage. Her flat stomach was fully uncovered. Her hair was parted down the middle and brushed straight. She walked right up to him and simultaneously kissed him and grabbed the obvious bulge in his pants.

"I see you are glad to see me this morning, Daddy." She was holding a water bottle and handed it to her dad. "Drink this daddy, drink this for me." She smiled at him, a sexy smile, a smile that said she wanted him physically. He was overwhelmed and frozen. She reached out again and rubbed his dick through his shorts, "drink up, daddy, then we can have some fun!"

She took her other hand and guided his hand that was grasping the bottle to his lips. He didn't resist. He started to drink. "Drink it all, daddy, drink it for your baby!" She was doing exactly what Jackson had told her to do. The bottle was one of the slave-maker combinations that had already been part of her mom's journey to full-slut. She smiled as he finished the drink. "That is good, daddy. Now sit over here." She led him to the easy chair in the room.

"We had such fun last night. And I want to do it again. Is that you want, daddy? Do you want your little girl to suck your little cock?" She wanted to say little cock, because compared to the monsters she had been sucking since Sunday, her dad's dick was tiny. Jackson told her to be slutty and to belittle her dad, so she was obeying her Master. She now had her hands on the arm rails and was leaning in towards her father. She looked so sexy and desirable.

John was trying to fight it, but he wanted her so badly. "We shouldn't do this, it's not right."

"Oh, daddy, it is right. I am a slut and you liked how I made you feel, so let me give you that pleasure again." She started to reach in and pull his cock out of the cotton shorts he had been dressed in last night. He doesn't remember it, but he was stripped and completely shaved overnight by two of the resort slaves. So when his daughter pulled his dick out, he was fascinated by the way it looked.

"Oh, they shaved you last night. It looks so much sexier now daddy. You almost look like a sexy girl." Jackson wanted her to start pushing the idea that he was not truly a man. She was stroking his dick now, and he was not fighting it. "I can stroke you so easily daddy because you are so small. Your dick is so tiny compared to the real cocks I have been enjoying this week."

John was so zoned out by the drugs that although he realized his daughter was taunting him, her touch felt so good, and his body felt so alive, that he didn't care. She used her free hand and grabbed his headphones, "Time to put these on and just enjoy what I can do for you. Just tell me you want me to suck your cock and I will. It will be so good, daddy. Do you want me to suck your little dick and make it feel so good?"

John should have said no, he shouldn't have been thinking the thoughts he was, but the program was working on him, and he was responding to his daughter's touch and her words and his lust for her was reaching a peak. "Yes, Emma. Suck my cock baby, I love you and want to feel good again."

"OK, daddy, I will be nice and suck your little dick. It will be easy to fit in my mouth. Ask me again, daddy. But don't call your little thing a cock, real men have cocks, you have a little dick. Ask me to suck your little dick. Say those exact words, daddy, and then I will make you feel so good."

It was humiliating to hear this, but his arousal was beyond compare and he wanted her so much. "Please baby, suck my little dick! Please baby, I need you, I love you."

Emma smiled and put his headphones on, they immediately kicked in with a control package that reinforced his being a small-dicked submissive. It pushed him to accept it and to be aroused by the humiliation of it. She then leaned in and kissed her dad, and then bending at the waist, lowered herself and took his entire dick into her mouth. It was easy to deep throat him, as he barely went into her throat. She started to push him fully in and suck her way off. His hand came up and he grabbed her hair. "God, yes, Emma, you do that so well." She responded by sucking harder.

The messages in his head, combined with the drugs, and his daughter's efforts, make John lose control. He started to cry and within five minutes his balls contracted, and he blasted cum into his daughter while having one of the most powerful ejaculations of his life. Emma would have smiled, but she kept him fully in her mouth and sucked his cum out of his little dick. She knew Jackson would be proud of her, and it was easy to swallow the little bit of cum her dad produced. After three days of taking loads from real men, this was an easy assignment.

She finished him off and then she began again. She pulled his headphones off and leaned back up and started to kiss her dad, sharing his cum back to him. He did not care that these acts were wrong or taboo, he was simply overwhelmed with his lust for his beautiful daughter. His hands found her breasts and started to fondle them. Emma broke the kiss and straightened up and pulled her top off. "Oh daddy, suck my nipples for me!" She sat on his lap and pulled his head into her breasts. He didn't hesitate and started to suck on them with passion.

Although her dad was a little dicked white guy, and Emma was now a full-blown BBC slut, her dad's efforts did cause her to get wet. She let him suck her nipples and waited for the first sign of life from his little dick. She finally felt it start to come back to life, so she reached down and started rubbing it.

"It is time, daddy. It is time for you to fuck your little girl. She pulled back and removed her shorts. Her pussy was clean shaven, and he stared with deep lust for his daughter. She reached and grabbed his right hand and brought it up to her cunt. "Get me ready daddy, finger me. I am a slut and want to feel you play with my pussy." He had no resistance left and started to do just that. He had three fingers easily in her and was rubbing her clit with his thumb. It felt good for Emma, and it felt even better for her dad.

She had her hand on his dick, keeping it excited. Jackson wanted her to get him highly excited, so he blew his load quickly after he entered her. He would have double the shame then. He would have fucked his very own daughter, but also would have done so poorly with a premature ejaculation. This was all part of the plan.

She knew he was close, so she positioned herself over him and said, "Fuck me, daddy. Make your little girl your little slut." He grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto his dick. She barely felt him because he was so much smaller than Jackson and the other's that had been fucking her for four days. "Are you in, daddy, I can barely tell, you are so small. Oh daddy, mommy must be so much happier now that she has real cocks to fuck. That's it, daddy, try and fuck me."

He was thrusting up and desperately wanting her to feel him. She just kept taunting him, "Push daddy, push as hard as you can, I think I just felt something." Emma was enjoying the power she was exercising over her dad and while the idea to taunt him was Jackson's, her taunts were coming from her directly now. "Oh, daddy, I have seen you lust after me, you have always wanted to fuck your little girl. You are such a dirty daddy. Oh, I wish I could feel you, push harder daddy with your little dick, I can barely feel it."

John was beyond hope at this point. He was holding her hips as hard as he could trying to get deeper into her. Her taunts were going right through his brain to his dick and after she leaned in and whispered, "Maybe if you make it last this can become a regular thing, we can start every day with a daddy-daughter fuck!," he lost control and started furiously cumming in his daughter's pussy. He was moaning and grunting and she put the full press on with her taunts.

"Oh, daddy, is that all you can do, last a few minutes? No wonder mom is now a big black cock slut. Oh daddy, this is so disappointing, you will never make me cum finishing that quickly. In fact, you will never make any woman cum. Your little dick squirting out cum after a few minutes is just so pathetic. I didn't really feel anything. You are a complete failure. You are not a real man. Jackson was right, you must be a sissy if that is what you think good sex is."

John tried to defend himself, but each time he started to talk, Emma put her finger on his lips and told him to be quiet. "Little dicked boys only get to talk when real men or real women say so." After his third try, she let him talk. She knew he was completely humiliated and beaten, and she was right.

"I am sorry baby, give me another try, I want you so bad."

"Daddy, would you do something for me, something that would make me happy enough to let you try again?"

"Anything baby, I want you more than anything!"

"Because what I am going to ask you for is not something small, tell me you will say yes and then maybe I will think about letting you touch me some more." With that she brought his hand up to her breast and pressed it against her.

"I will do anything, just tell me. You feel so good baby."

"Admit you are a small-dicked, weak man. Admit you are a sissy. Say that exact word. Declare yourself a sissy! Be honest with me and with yourself."

"Please baby, don't make me say that."

"But that is what you are! You lust over your very own daughter, and then when I give you the chance you can't satisfy me. That is a weak man, with a little dick. So, say it daddy, admit what you are!"

As she said that she put his other hand on her other breast. "They feel good, don't they sissy. Girls like other girl's tits. Say what you are daddy!"

John was gone. The compound, the blue pills, and evening of headphones had him primed, his evening last night watching his wife and experiencing his daughter was still fresh, and this morning full of lust and humiliation had left him completely off-kilter, he had nothing left.

"I am weak. I want my daughter, but I can't have her because I have a small dick. Forgive me Emma, I am not a real man. I am a sissy. What do I do, I am worthless?"

Emma almost felt sorry for her dad, but given he was a total pervert, not really. "You are not worthless, daddy. There is a future for you, a sissy future. A future where your little dick won't matter. A future of obedience. Here sissy-daddy, drink this." She handed him a bottle, it was specially spiked and included estrogen and some other chemicals that should start John on a path towards sissy-hood.

John obeyed her daughter and drank the mixture. She then picked up his headphones and put them back on his head. As she did this she whispered in his ear, "Make me proud sissy dad!"

She left her dad sitting in the chair, naked with his cum still dripping down him. She kissed him on the forehead and went into his shower to clean off her father's cum and her father's shame. She took her time and found herself playing with her pussy and rubbing her own tits. Her thoughts were for Jackson and how good he made her feel.

As if her thoughts were read, Jackson slipped into the shower. He held her and told her she had done well. Then he lifted her up, and without any effort, placed her down on his cock. "You were a good slut, don't worry, your dad will make a good sissy and he will be happy. This is your reward."

"Oh Jackson, I love being your slut, you make me feel so good." And Emma cared not for her dad, she only cared that the man she was falling in love with was inside of her bringing her intense pleasure. Jackson continued to fuck Emma; he was also falling in love with Emma even though he had already convinced himself once before not to. Watching her work her dad so perfectly, he admired her and laughed that he hoped he was never her mark.

Jackson brought Emma to a profound and powerful orgasm, and as he did, he came himself deep in her womb. He held her tight. Then in a moment of harsh truth, he looked at her and said, "You are late for your time on the hook today, and while you might have just helped us turn your dad, you are still just a slut in training, so stay naked, head directly to the playpen, and get your hot body on the hook and accept your training."

"Anything for you Jackson." She came very close to saying "I love you" and he was relieved she didn't because he would have said the words back. He did, in a moment of affection, slap her ass as she left and said, "walk slowly slut, let all the others get a good look at the hottest slut of them all."

Emma strutted across the resort and offered herself up on the hook. She looked at the slave who was there to set her up, it was the same slimeball who had abused her the last time. She leaned in and kissed him and said, "Make it three hours, hit me as hard as you can, and enjoy yourself all you want. I am the hottest slut here and I am going to own this hook and show everyone that I am the most obedient slut here!"

The slave did as he was told and got the slut-maker apparatus installed onto Emma. He pumped up the ass plug as large as it would go. He watched the pain show on her face, but did as she told him to do. He slid the dildo into her and then put the vibrator on her clit, but only after he sucked on it to get it engorged and out from its protective folds. He was both enjoying his task and admiring this goddess of a woman who was taking all of this head on. He turned both vibrators on high, gave her the compound, a double dose of blue pills and put the training headphones on her. When he turned to adjust the hook height Emma spit out both blue pills. She wanted to feel her time on the hook. She wanted Emma to experience the pain, the pleasure, the humiliation, and the obedience.

As he hung her on the hook, he moved it up 2 notches so she really couldn't balance herself. It was going to be a painful three hours. Emma focused as hard as she could and hit full determination mode. She felt his hands and lips as they enjoyed her tits, but she ignored it and accepted it as part of the price to pay to please Jackson. The slave enjoyed her body as she was consumed with pain and pleasure and obedience oriented messages in her head. Jackson walked by a bit later and marveled at his slut and how she was taking her training with vim and vigor. She saw him walk by and unless she was mistaken he had a look of pride on his face as he saw her accepting time on the hook. After that, she found even more strength and was able to ignore the pain and fully concentrate on the pleasure as her body was assaulted by the device and the slave.

Jackson was not walking alone, he had Emma's dad on a leash. He had a collar on that said SISSY and he was completely naked. He still had his headphones on as Jackson was trying to get as much time with the headphones as possible. They basically had 36 hours to fully break John, and while they were off to a good start, that was a tight timeline. The next 12 hours would be the most critical and Mitchell had asked Jackson to help him handle this task and Jackson wanted to impress his boss.

Jackson took John to the training room and commanded him to kneel. He then fastened him to the floor so he couldn't get up even if he wanted to. There was a metal pole that came up between his legs and tight against his back. It had a head rest on it and Jackson clamped John's head into it. He then left him there with the headphones playing. The message in his head was entirely focused on developing a desire to suck cock. And it was working.

The first man came to him and started to bounce his cock off John's face. It was the first time John had ever had a cock this close to his face and he was struggling still with his natural hetero self, and the new sissy self emerging from the mind control efforts of the program. Finally, the man placed his cock against John's lips and pushed. John opened his mouth and the cock slid in. At first, he didn't know what to do, but then a voice in his head told him to suck the cock, enjoy the cock, make the cock cum.

The voice was Mitchell's although it was a recording that the headphone technician was inserting into John's control package. He was halfway across the resort in a nicely air conditioned computer room, controlling the headphones that John wore. He was watching the video feed and executing the planned approach. He also had just won $20 bucks from his co-worker because John had opened his mouth the first time as he had predicted. The white husbands never survived the day with their manhood intact, but after watching John the previous evening and this morning with Emma, he had been confident that he would submit immediately.

John began to suck, and began to enjoy it, and after about seven minutes, he tasted his first mouth of cum. And thus began his morning of training. He was offered another bottle of water (with compound of course) to wash the cum down, he was told he could not spit any cum or water out. He was given another blue pill, and the track in his brain congratulated him on being a good cock sucker. The next cock appeared at the edge of his lips, and this time he leaned forward to start the process.



By 11 am he had sucked eight cocks and was even getting them to the edge of his throat. Mitchell had decided not to try and push deep throat training, as he needed him fully submissive right away, not fully skilled. Finally, after that eighth load hit his mouth and was washed down with more compound, he was unattached and taken to another spot in the training center. Here he was strapped to a table and a device was put over his head. It would add visual stimuli to his training.

As images of both woman and cocks flashed on the screen, his auditory track pushed him to find the cocks sexy and to admit his lust for the cocks. The images slowly transitioned to only cocks, and eventually they included only black cocks. While this was happening, a male slave was stroking John's dick and since they had overloaded his body with compound, he was seriously aroused. They kept him at this for over an hour, and during that time he came three times from the underlying arousal, and the expert hand jobs the slave gave him.

By the end, he was enjoying seeing the big strong, black cocks and the auditory package was reinforcing that such cocks were his ultimate turn-on and that he wanted to suck every black cock he could.

He was being closely monitored by the medical personnel because they were giving him the highest doses of compound and blue pills, and they wanted to make sure he didn't crash. They had turned a guy into a vegetable about six months ago when his brain just shut down from the intensity of the program. They preferred this wouldn't be the outcome as they had big plans for sissy-daddy.

John was taken to the poolside area and told to sit. He was naked, and was still being bombarded with sissy making messages through his headphones. A crowd was gathering, Masters and their sluts. Mitchell came with Natalie on her leash. She had been instructed to ignore her husband, and the reality is she was fine with those instructions. He seemed like an old, not that interesting memory, and all she cared about now was being a perfect slut and earning her spot at Pearl's Resort.

John saw Natalie being led in. He still recognized her, but saw that she was with the strong man that had fucked her the night before. He immediately felt inferior to that man. That man handed off his wife to another man and approached John. Natalie never even made eye contact with her husband. Mitchell walked directly up to John, who was still sitting on a chair, and calmly removed his headphones. Now Mitchell was standing over John, and he remained silent and waited until John looked up. Then he began.

"Welcome sissy-daddy. We are excited about you joining us for your training. We expect you to be as devoted to the task as your slut wife and slut daughter. I heard you tried, but couldn't please your poor daughter this morning. Luckily, as a sissy, you won't have to fail like that again. I also heard you were an obedient little cock sucker this morning in the training room. I am guessing your sissy mouth still tastes like cum."

John did not answer or respond, partially because he was too overwhelmed, and partially because he just kept staring at Mitchell's crotch as this hulk of a man towered over him. As if sensing this, Mitchell reached down and undid his pants and let them drop to the ground. He stepped out of them and now John was face-to-cock with Mitchell's enormous penis. "Sissy-daddy, it is time to show everyone here, what a sissy you are, suck my cock sissy, and taste my cum."

John got off the chair and onto his knees, and without hesitation he leaned up and without using his hands, opened his mouth and slid his lips over Mitchell's cock. He wasn't fastened to a training pole, he wasn't being threatened, he was sucking the cock in front of him because it felt like the right thing to do. That was the power of the program, in less than 24 hours, between the chemical, auditory, visual, and sexual stimuli John faced, he was now willingly on his knees sucking a cock in front of an audience. Mitchell smiled at how good the program had gotten, and because John's mouth felt good, and Mitchell looked forward to cumming in it soon.

John began to suck Mitchell's enormous cock. His practice in the morning had him feeling more confident and he found himself enthusiastic about pleasing Mitchell. After his failure to please his daughter, he was finding that pleasing a man was easier. There was an obvious finish and both parties are fully aware when that occurs. He didn't really like the taste of the cum he consumed that morning, but he liked that it indicated he had done his job well. He was sucking Mitchell looking forward to having his mouth filled. It was odd to crave something you find unsavory, but that is exactly what he was doing, craving!

Mitchell was speaking to him as he sucked. "That's it cock sucker, pleasure a real man's cock. This is who you are now. No more pussy, you don't know how to please pussy, but you are pleasing cock. It feels good, doesn't it sissy. You want my cum, you need my cum because you are a sissy cock-sucker now." Mitchell knew where John was mentally and was pushing all the right buttons. As he spoke, he used his hand to dominate John, pushing his head onto his cock. He was avoiding forcing him to deep throat, but he was actually impressed how far in the sissy could get his cock.

As John was bobbing on Mitchell's cock, his wife came up to him and started to taunt him in his ear. "I am so glad you are accepting your sissy-self, because that worthless little white dick is no longer welcome in my BBC owned-pussy. Not that you ever really gave me satisfaction, so no loss on my end. Suck for all your worth sissy boy, my only complaint while watching you is we didn't discover this fifteen years ago." Natalie struggled a little bit berating her husband, but ultimately, she was told to do it by her Master and nothing trumped her obedience to her Master, not even 25 years of marriage.

John should have been shocked and hurt by his wife's words, but the reality was he couldn't imagine giving up his new role as a cock sucker. It felt so right, and he was working hard to draw Mitchell's cum from his cock. He totally understood why his wife was worshipping this cock as he was absolutely in love with its size and strength. He realized that what now bonded his wife and him was their lust and devotion related to big strong black cocks, especially Mitchell's.

Mitchell was impressed with John's work and decided it was time to finish him. "Suck hard sissy, and you will get your reward. Once you taste and swallow my cum, you will officially be our sissy slut. Answer by sucking hard and welcoming my cum. Declare yourself our sissy slut!"

And that is exactly what John did. He sucked and bobbed furiously. Yes, he was drugged heavily and had been conditioned with the headphones, but the reality is he wanted to make Mitchell cum. He wanted to become a sissy. He was seriously aroused by his situation and that made him highly motivated. His jaw hurt and he was getting tired, but he pushed on.

Mitchell was about to cum. He turned to the crowd, "Welcome to our newest sissy!" Mitchell then grabbed John by the hair and started to cum in his mouth and then he pulled out and decorated John's face with cum.

The crowd loved it, but so did John. He had made this incredible man cum, and that made him proud. He reached and pulled Mitchell's cock back into his mouth to suck any remaining cum from this magnificent phallus he had the privilege to suck. Mitchell laughed and grabbed the sissy by the hair and pulled his head up towards him. "I see you like my cock as much as your slut wife." He almost cringed calling Natalie a slut as the reality is he found her to be more than that. But it was his job to train both the slut and the sissy, so he kept his personal feelings hidden.

On cue, Natalie approached Mitchell. She felt real jealousy that her husband had gotten to experience Mitchell's cock and not her. She went right up to him and kissed him and spoke directly to him. This was a bold move for a slut in training, but she felt bold, she felt confident, she felt alive. "When you are done with my sissy husband, I would like to discuss my training with you. I understand that my daughter is going to get auctioned off and I wanted to offer a different option. And I would like to make my suggestions while I ride that perfect cock of yours."

Mitchell smiled, he was intrigued by her boldness and what her suggestion might be. He pulled John's mouth off his cock and spoke to the new sissy, "for the rest of the day, you are to be fully obedient to every man here, including any of the slaves. Do you understand sissy?"

"Yes, sir, I will be obedient." Mitchell simply nodded to accept John's commitment.

"Ladies and gentlemen, we have a new sissy at the resort. Please use him for your amusement and satisfaction. Help him understand that sissies are only here to serve their masters. And please join us again at 8pm tonight right her as this sissy offers his ass as his final act of commitment. For now, grab him and use him all you want, just be nice and share him with others. Enjoy!"

And just like that John's journey as a piece of property began. He spent the afternoon servicing many men and being abused by some of the women. At 7pm he was taken by one of the slaves to be prepared for his deflowering that evening.

Mitchell grabbed Natalie and ushered her to his room. He pushed her to the floor. "How dare a slut speak to me like an equal." He wasn't really mad, but wanted to see how she reacted.

"I am sorry master, but I needed to speak my mind. My real mind, not the mind that you have so expertly altered. If this is inappropriate, I suggest you punish me and re-drug me. I want to be your slut and your slave, more than I want anything else. So, that decision is absolutely yours to make." Natalie looked at Mitchell as she spoke these words, and both the words and her expression indicted that the sentiment was authentic.

"Get up Natalie, sit with me. I do want to hear you. Especially if your mind is clear. Which I find interesting in its own right. Speak to me, and if I like what I hear I will let you ride my cock. An experience I just might find appealing also. But I want the whole story."

"Thank you master, and I still am proud to call you my master and please understand what I am about to tell you is a sign of my complete devotion to you. I am not a slut in training, I am your slut. I watched you turn my husband and cared not. And that was not the drugs, because after Tuesday night, I realized it was the blue pills that were really hitting me and making the experience less pleasurable, so I stopped taking them. I was able to end up not swallowing any except for the one when I was on the hook, and I still feel disappointed in myself because I didn't have the courage to face the hook without the help of the pill. I have been creatively not taking them for two days and while whatever you put in the water is still making me horny as hell, which by the way I love, I have been obedient to you since that evening because I want to be your loyal slut. Does this make you mad?"

Mitchell wasn't mad at all. "Natalie, when I first encountered you, I knew there was something about you. This indicates that my instincts were correct. But you realize as the head of training, my reaction should be to scoop you up and take you to the doctor for multiple days of a blue pill haze until you wouldn't even remember your name."

"And if that is what you think is necessary, then simply tell me to report and I will take myself there. My name is Natalie, and I am Mitchell's slut. That is my only name, and it is what defines me."

"You are impressing me, or you are tricking me. Either way, keep talking, I want the rest of the story."

"As my head cleared, I realized I could learn a lot about what was happening. I fully participated in my training, which I hope you realize I have been diligent and obedient to. But I also heard a lot. You and your staff say things that you assume we sluts do not hear. But I started to hear those things. One of the things I heard was that Emma was to be sold at auction tomorrow evening. If I cannot change your mind, then I will present her to the buyer as I have heard I am supposed to."

"You really have learned much. But you say you have a better plan, what is it."

"Well, with my head clear, I could see some things. One of those is that Jackson and Emma have developed a real connection and I clearly heard him say he wouldn't be able to watch Emma get sold. In addition, I suspect you and I are somewhere close to where Jackson and Emma are. I don't know that I can say I love you Mitchell, but I do know being your slave is not a burden to me. Take away the drugs and the headphones and I am still entirely yours. Although as I said, I like the constantly horny part of the water bottles." Natalie smiled as she said that, and Mitchell returned her smile.

"So, what is your plan, my clear-headed Natalie?"

"I also learned that Pearl's has full vacation house rentals, like a VRBO, but with live in sluts and slaves. I want one of those houses to be mine. I will be the hostess, Emma and another will be the other sluts, and my sissy husband will also serve. The house will become the most popular as the family element will be so appealing. Fuck the whole family on your vacation, watch the family fuck each other! Mitchell, I love my daughter, and I know she will become a fully-owned slut one way or the other, I would just like to be a slut with her. Same with my husband. It will be outrageously humiliating for him to be the house sissy while his wife and daughter are the house sluts, but it will still give us a chance to live our new lives as a family."

Natalie came over and sat on Mitchell's lap. "The last part of this is Emma and I can remain close to Jackson and you, even becoming part of the training crew. We would still be sluts for use by the guests of Pearls, but perhaps sometimes we could also just return to our masters and feel the passion of being sluts for the men we worship."

Mitchel was now caressing Natalie's breasts. She moaned, then continued.

"This plan might sound selfish, and I suppose much of it is. But it is also the more profitable route for you. Imagine the demand for the house where you have a family of slaves and sluts to use. We will command the highest rental price and not a single renter would go home unsatisfied. Mother-daughter, wife-husband, daddy-daughter, every fantasy will be available to them."

"You have really given it thought. Do you fully understand what going to Pearls really means? What have you learned?"

"We sign over all our assets, you sell them and take the money. All of our accounts get cashed out and we give it to you. We commit to our new life for at least five years, 10 for Emma as she is younger. At the end we either recommit to our resort life or get sold. We will never go back to our old lives. I will never teach another class. Emma will not be going to med school, and John will never go back to his job. I actually read the contract while everyone thought I was just in a trance from a blue pill I didn't actually swallow. If you want to get that contract, I will sign it right now and show you this is not an attempt to get away from here, but instead a way to make this our new home."

"You are fascinating Natalie. You are ready to commit your whole family to a life of sexual slavery?"

"Yes, Master. Yes Mitchell. Especially if we can stay a family and especially if I can stay connected to you."

"it is not my decision; you must remember I am still only an employee. A decision such as this would come from the owners of the resort."

"Yes, but they would listen to you if you made the suggestion. I could go with you and show them I was serious and committed to the plan."

"I need to think about this, and you need to not say a word to anyone else. I could get fired for simply discussing this with you, especially knowing you are off program right now."

"I am not off program, Master. I am training to be an obedient slut and I am reaching every milestone. Perhaps you could think clearly if you were fucking your slut right now."

Mitchell laughed, "You are a special one and while a good hard fuck sounds great, I am in the mood for a seriously hard fuck. You sure you are up to it?"

"Master, I would be devastated if you chose anyone else. Of course, I am up for it, I am your obedient slut, and I am nothing but thankful for any chance I get to experience your perfect cock. Use me as you wish, nothing would make me happier than to walk funny the next few days!" Natalie smiled and then added, "And that is me talking, not some blue pill version of me. I. Am. Your. Slut. Please fuck me Master!"

Mitchell stood up while holding her and brought her to the bed. Natalie sighed like the slut she was so proud of being. "Fuck your slut, Master. Enjoy yourself fully!" And that is exactly what Mitchell did. He entered her from behind and fucked Natalie like an animal, slamming into her with all his energy. He smacked her ass, pinched her nipples, and treated her like a worthless slut. Ironically, neither of them felt that way. Natalie was experiencing "hurts so good" and didn't stop moaning, and encouraging her master. And Mitchell, while using this as a physical release, also felt himself enjoying Natalie at a level that made him uneasy.

Mitchell continued to fuck Natalie through multiple orgasms. She kept telling him that it was her that was orgasming, not her on blue pills. "I am yours, I am yours, I am yours." She cried out as the third orgasm hit her. Mitchell liked the sound of her declarations and it led him to a powerful climax. He drove his massive cock as deep as he could go and unloaded into Natalie. As they both wound down, Natalie looked back at him, "I love what you do to me. I am your slut to fuck anytime, anywhere. You are my drug Master. I am completed addicted to you!"

Mitchell pulled out and pulled her up against his body. He cupped both of her breasts from behind. "Go, get cleaned up. Wear a slutty outfit, be a slut, and join me for your husband's final submission at 8pm. I will go make your suggestion Natalie. It is a good one, and there just might be some truth to the idea that I would like you around." He spun her around and kissed her. She was crying, and they were tears of joy and hope. "I will have an answer for you tonight. Don't get your hopes up, the owners are cautious people and like to go with what they know works, but I will make the case because your idea is a good one."

"Thank you Master, that is all I can ask for. If the answer is yes, I guarantee we will have the most popular and profitable house on the island. And if the answer is no, I will serve as you command and so will my daughter and husband. I will help you auction off Emma knowing that some man will become the lucky owner of an amazing young lady. I will continue to play the game, but recognize, the pills and the headphones are not necessary, your slut is fully trained and fully obedient already."

Mitchell released Natalie. "You are welcome to clean up here before you leave."

"No Master, I want everyone to see that my Master just used me the way a slut should be used. I will head to my room and clean up there. I will stop and serve any man who requests, and I will proudly be at your side when you completely turn my husband into a full-blown sissy."

Mitchell laughed and then slapped Natalie's naked ass and said, "then get your freshly fucked ass moving, I have to figure out how to keep your family together and make it sound like my idea."

Natalie left and was stopped for one blowjob on her trip across the resort. She gave one of the young bulls a porn-star experience and swallowed every drop. They both felt highly satisfied as they continued on their way. Natalie got back to the room and as she entered, she saw Jackson fucking Emma missionary style and it wasn't rough and base, it was passionate and gentle. Natalie walked by them and they really didn't care. If Natalie were asked what she saw, she would have said that two young people were making love. She got into the shower and started to cry. She wanted to keep her family together, she wanted Emma to be happy. She leaned against the shower wall and cried as the water rejuvenated her.



About ten minutes later, Emma came in and joined her in the shower. She snuggled up behind her mom and asked, "what did he say?" Emma too was no longer under the spell of the blue pills, she was instead completely in love with Jackson and willing to do anything to remain near him. "He will ask. We will know tonight when dad takes his final step." The two ladies then took turns cleaning each other and washing their hair. 30 minutes later they were both in slutty outfits that showed off their best traits. Natalie's highlighted her breasts and tight ass, while Emma's showed off her taut body. Mom kissed her daughter on the head and said, "Regardless of what happens, this is who we are now, be obedient and let's put our faith in Mitchell to keep us together."

They left the room, hand in hand, clear-headed sluts, waiting to find out their fate. They would witness their husband/father get pushed into full sissy as multiple men would take his ass, and they would find out if that event were the last time the family would be together. The two sluts, mother and daughter, walked confidently to the poolside area to face their future.

To be continued...
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