{ASSM} Training Jill {Animal} (M+F FF Mdom tort rape fist scat)

This was previously published as “You Are Cunt” on RPP.com. It is the saga of a vain and haughty young beauty who is trained to be a sexual plaything.

As always, and especially with stories involving non-consensual sexual activities, please bear in mind that this fantasy is fiction, and should always remain so!

 TRAINING, by Animal

CHAPTER ONE

“YOU ARE CUNT!”

He was in his late forties, athletically fit, lean, muscular and agile, and dressed in military-style camouflage fatigues.

Jill Anderson wore only a serape-like drape of thin red rayon, that hung from her shoulders almost to mid-thigh in front and back, but completely open at the sides. She couldn't try to hold it closed, because that would pull the thin fabric tighter over her breasts and make her nipples even more obvious. She also had on a pair of impossibly high stiletto heels that made her unsteady on her feet. She was frightened, but determined not to show it.

Two other men stood behind her, on either side. They were bare-chested, wearing fatigue pants and military boots. One was bald, well over six feet and a good two hundred twenty pounds. The other was lean, athletic, and black. The redheaded woman who had brought the shoes and the revealing garment to her barren cell stood to one side.

“Who are you?” Jill demanded to know, “and why am I here?” She was surprised that her voice didn't waver in fear.

He slapped her across the face. She lost her balance, and nearly stumbled on the high heels.

“I ask the questions!” he said harshly.

Jill had never been slapped before. She stared at him, shocked, her hand over her face. She could feel the heat of his handprint.

“You will address me as 'Master',” he told her patiently. “You will obey my orders without question or hesitation, and you will not speak out of turn.”

She put her hands on her hips, trying to look defiant, but when she felt her own bare skin, she was reminded that she was nearly naked, and very vulnerable. “Alright . . . Master,” she sneered, “This has gone far enough! I want out of here!”

His eyes left hers for the briefest of glances over her shoulder, and she almost missed the slight nod. Suddenly one of the men grabbed her arms from behind and pulled them behind her back. The other man looped a rope around her elbows and tightened it to draw them together.

“No,” she protested with a soft groan.

“That's better,” said the Master with a chuckle. “It makes your tits stick out. The high heels,” he added, “lengthen your legs and make you push your ass out. We know you're vain about your appearance, and you always try to look as sexy and desireable as possible.”

“I don't!” she argued.

His eyes did not move. He slapped her again, the other cheek.

“You son of a bitch!” she cried. She couldn't put her hand to her hot cheek this time.

He put a hand over her left breast and squeezed it, as if testing, and then he fondled the right.

Jill tried to pull away, but they still held her from behind. She didn't like hands on her breasts, except on her own terms. Her nipples were hard, and she knew he could feel them under the thin rayon. 

“The right one is larger,” he said with a grin.

“It is nots not!” she argued. That had worried her when she was a developing teenager, but she was now sure that there was no noticeable difference in size.

He slapped her again, preventing her from falling by his grip on her breast.

“You are cunt!” he growled, his face just an inch from hers. “You are a self-centered, selfish bitch! You are useless pussy! You think . . .” he swept the red covering to one side, baring the front of her body. “ . . . You think a pretty face and a sexy body makes you superior, gives you special rights over everyone else!” He let go the material and it fell again over her nakedness.

For a moment, Jill thought he'd gone over the edge, into some sort of psychotic compulsion, but his pale blue eyes had not changed. “No,” she said softly, “That's not true. I, uh, I know I'm attractive, and I usually do try to look my best, but I don't think . . being pretty makes me better than anyone else.”

“No?” he laughed. “You don't flaunt your body in front of guys? You don't lead them on and then laugh at them?”

“No,” she protested.

“You don't tease?”

“No!”

“You've never taken another girl's boyfriend or date away?”

“No, not on purpose.”

“And you don't grant or withhold your favors to control men? . . . or boys?”

“Never.”

He chuckled. “You lying cunt! You're a stuck-up cock teaser. But, you're also a lucky cunt. As self-centered, egotistical, bitchy and demanding as you are, someone loves you enough to send you here to be trained.”

Jill gulped. “Trained?”

He nodded. “Like a dog.”

She hesitated, waiting for someone to laugh and tell her this was all a joke. “You're . . . you're crazy,” she said softly.

“How many, Dolly?” he asked.

The woman was older than Jill by a few years, a creamy-skinned redhead with big breasts, wearing a black leather vest and skirt. She had said she was taking Jill to be interviewed by the Master. “Ten, Master.”

“That's ten times you have disobeyed my rules,” he told Jill. “Ten times you spoke to me without addressing me as Master.”

“I was answering your fucking questions!” Jill snapped.

He slapped her face harder than before, then backhanded her so hard that she fell to the floor, wrenching her shoulder. She cried out in pain. 

The drape was tangled under her, so she was exposed again. She felt the eyes of the other two men on her, on her smooth tanned skin, on the blonde hairs of her loins, and on her firm young breasts.

“That's eleven,” he told her. “Now get up.”

Jill tried to roll, to get her legs beneath her, but she wasn't fast enough. He kicked her in the side.

“No, don't!” she begged.

He kicked her again, in the ribs just below a breast.

“No!” she sobbed.

She managed to get her knees under her but when she tried to rise, the drape held her. He was standing on it. “You're standing on my . . “

She saw his other foot coming at her face and jerked away, ripping the drape.

He let her get up, now completely naked.

“You're going to learn that your body is useful for two things,” he told her, “giving pleasure and receiving pain. But the very first lesson you must learn is your place, and my relationship to you. Do you understand that?”

Jill glared at him. “I know you're a . . . a kidnapper and a molester and some sort of deviate!”

He smiled. “You're up to fifteen, I believe . . .?” he looked at Dolly, who nodded. “Dolly, show her what she will receive fifteen of.”

“Yes, Master.” Dolly showed Jill a whip of some sort, with a thick handle and a number of leather thongs.

“The cat,” he said. “A cat of nine tails. Each of the tails has a hard knot at the end, and they sting like a bitch!”

“No,” Jill groaned, beginning to realize that they were serious. She gulped, imagining the leather thongs striking her tender flesh.

“Are you ready for your punishment?” asked the Master.

Jill shook her head. “No,” she moaned again. “I mean, no, Master, please . . .”

“That's one more, for begging. Whitey, Donkey, warm her up.”

She tensed as the two men approached her. She'd never spent much time around black people, and Whitey terrified her when he began to fondle her breasts.

The white man, Donkey, cupped her loins and squeezed and lifted her.

And the black, incongruously called Whitey, was kissing her on the mouth. She pulled back from his thick, rubbery lips.

He laughed. “She don't want to kiss nigger lips, Donkey. Give her some finger.”

“No!” Jill protested as Donkey probed her loins with his fingers. “Don't!” she shrieked as he found the opening and began to force his finger in. 

Whitey tried to kiss her again, and she still resisted.

“Give her another finger,” the black told his friend.

Jill tried to press her thighs together, but it was too late. She felt Donkey force a second finger into her. “No!” she wailed.

Then Whitey's tongue was in her mouth, his thick lips covering hers. She sobbed as he kissed her and fondled her breasts. The fingers in her sex were moving, stirring more than her flesh.

“Is she wet?” she heard the Master ask.

“Just a little,” replied Donkey.

“Dolly, make her wet.”

Jill didn't understand, until she felt Whitey and Donkey each hook a leg around one of her ankles and force her legs open. 

“No, no!” she tried to protest, but Whitey's lips effectively gagged her. And Donkey's mouth was at her breasts.

Another mouth was at her loins. The woman! She tried in vain to pull away. Not that! Not when she wasn't in control. And not a woman!

They bent her back over a table, and lifted her legs, opened them so the big-titted redhead could get to all of her. “No!” she cried.

Dolly's mouth sucked her swelling clitoris between hungry lips. 

Whitey and Donkey pulled a strap across her chest, pinning her shoulders to the table. They tied ropes to her ankles and drew them out to the corners of the table on either side of Dolly. Jill had to arch her back to take her weight off her painfully bound arms. Her hips were in the air, her thighs spread helplessly while Dolly sucked on her sex.

“Oh, God,” she moaned as Dolly forced her tongue into her. 

Whitey tormented her nipples. He twisted and pulled the tender nubs, chuckling as they swelled and hardened. He pinched one, hard.

“No,” she cried. Whitey kissed her mouth again, and pinched the other nipple. Jill groaned into his mouth.

Dolly sucked again on her clitoris, and Jill felt the stirring of physical excitement.

“Begin her punishment,” ordered the Master.

Whitey moved away from her face and breasts, and Jill saw Donkey swing the cat-o-nine-tails down across her unprotected chest.

It was like a dozen firecrackers exploding on her breasts. Jill gasped, and felt Dolly's fingers slide into her sex. 

“Is she wet?” asked the Master.

“Like a fucking river,” replied Dolly.

Donkey laid the cat across the taut flesh of her flat little belly next, and Jill groaned. She wondered how badly he was marking her, and how long the marks would last.

Dolly pulled away from her, and Jill almost begged her not to stop. Donkey whipped the inside of each thigh, bringing a cry to Jill's lips. She sighed when she felt Dolly's mouth on her sex again. Donkey lashed her breasts three times and made her scream, and then whipped her belly twice.

“Pull her legs up,” ordered the Master, “get her ass in the air.”

Jill had lost count of the lashes, but she was sure they weren't finished. They untied her ankles and pulled her legs up over her head and retied them. Her hips were in the air, and Dolly could lick wherever she pleased. Jill lurched, and thought she'd break the heavy table when Dolly licked her anus.

The whip struck the backs of her thighs, and whenever Dolly pulled away, across her taut little bottom. Or her back. She hurt everywhere, except where Dolly's mouth served her.

“Oh, Jesus,” Jill gasped, “Oh, no!”

The Master chuckled. “The cunt's gonna come!”

“No,” Jill wailed.

Dolly sucked Jill's clitoris and as much inner labia as she could get into her mouth.

Jill whimpered in protest.

Whitey pinched the little blonde's nipples and twisted them cruelly.

Donkey popped the knotted tips of the whip viciously against the cheeks of her ass.

Jill came, like she never had before in her twenty years.

  

CHAPTER TWO

 Jill was on her back on a doctor's examining table, her arms immobilized at her sides, and a hollow practice golf ball taped in her mouth. She was still naked, and they had strapped her feet in the stirrups, with her bottom spread open and hanging over the end of the table.

She was completely exposed and helpless. They could see everything, and they could do anything to her. She sobbed.

Dolly was by her feet. Jill could feel breath against her naked flesh. The Master was beside her, watching Dolly. He grinned and nodded.

Jill felt something cool touch between her vulva, and then it pinched her. She groaned.

“Wait,” said the Master. He reached between her legs and took away the hurt. He held something in front of her face. “Ground connection,” he said with a cruel chuckle. It was an alligator clip, larger than any she'd seen before. He squeezed it, showing her how the jaws opened and how they were lined with tiny sharp teeth. He felt between her vulva with his other hand and she squealed in angry protest. She felt him pinch up the tender inner labia against the swelling stalk of her clitoris and then she felt the open jaws of the alligator clamp. When he released the clip, it clamped the folds of her inner labia to her clitoris. She whimpered, and hoped it wasn't injuring her.

She wondered why they had to have a ground connected to her, and she was afraid she was going to find out.

The Master ran his hand over her naked breast, and Jill felt the nipple stiffen immediately. Her face reddened and the Master grinned at her. “You're very responsive, did you know?”

Jill blinked back a tear.

She felt Dolly's hands slide over her inner thighs and caress her exposed sex, and then she felt a pull on a pubic hair. A mild sting and the pull was gone.

The Master stroked her other breast and watched that nipple stiffen.

Another pull and a sting. And another.

“Such wonderfully clear skin, too,” he said. “Of course, that's one of your vanities, isn't it?”

Jill shook her head no. The stings continued.

“Clear skin . . . I'll bet you never had acne. And there's not a mole anywhere. Tanned, and no freckles . . . Have you ever been tempted to have a tattoo?”

She shook her head more emphatically. Pull, sting.

“Perhaps a mouse on your thigh?” he asked, “Or a butterfly on your breast?”

Pull, sting. “Hmm..mmmh” she protested.

He chuckled. Pull, sting. “I saw a mute hooker once, had her entire price list tattooed on her belly. Actually, it was her pimp had her tattooed. Pretty little thing, must have been no more than fourteen.”

Pull, sting. Jill wanted to be sick just thinking about tattoos. Pull, sting.

“A lot of pimps like to mark their girls,” he went on. “Knocks out some of the vanity, you know?”

Pull, sting.

“Other guys, too. You don't have to be a pimp to want a mark of ownership on a woman. Tattoo, or maybe a brand. It keeps a girl from straying.” He chuckled, “But then, sometimes it makes them harder to sell.”

Sell? Jill was terrified. What did these people intend to do with her?

Pull, sting. He leaned over to see what Dolly was doing. “Oh, that's good, Dolly.”

Jill looked up at him, questioning, worried. She hoped Dolly wasn't tattooing her.

Pull, sting.

“Show her.”

Dolly held a mirror over Jill's exposed sex.

It didn't look different, at least, there weren't any lines or colors . . . but something was not the same . . . there wasn't as much hair on one side. Jill's eyes widened.

“Another vanity?” asked the Master.

Jill closed her eyes and felt the tears run from them.

Pull, sting.

“Dolly used to do this for a living,” he went on. “Guaranteed that the hair would never grow back.”

“She's wet again, Master.”

It was the cumulative effect of the mild electrical shocks. 

“She must like what you're doing.”

Jill shook her head, and tried to grunt her objection.

“You know what we could do?” asked the Master. “After we get rid of all those blonde hairs, we could tattoo a big black beaver on her pussy. A peak up to her navel, and stray hairs on her thighs!” He laughed at the thought.

Jill whimpered, pleading sounds. There was no way she could stop him if he wanted to do that.

“Can you make her come?”

Jill shook her head.

No pull this time, just a touch against her clitoris, and a sting.

Another touch and a sting.

And another, and another, and she came.

Then the pulls and stings were lower, between her buttocks. 

Jill lost track of time. Dolly moved to the top of Jill's mound, the other side, then low on her vulva, and then up near where she had begun. It must have been two or three hours, and several electrical attacks on her clitoris before Dolly was finished.

The Master untied Jill's right hand from the table. “Check it out,” he told her.

She touched herself. Her sex was as smooth as her breasts.

She moaned.

“Actually, it's very lovely,” said the Master, reaching down to stroke her. He held the mirror for her. “See, she even got down the crack of your ass. There is just one disadvantage, though . . . you can't let a quiet fart.”

She wanted to tell him he was disgusting.

“Dolly?”

He held Jill's free hand and Dolly knelt between the captive girl's thighs. She licked the cleft of Jill's buttocks and then pressed her mouth over the hairless anus. She teased Jill with the tip of her tongue and then blew air into the helpless girl.

Jill whimpered and when Dolly pulled her face away, Jill let the air out with a loud noise. 

“Either of you guys want to fuck her while she's in the stirrups?” he asked the two men.

Jill began making grunts and moans of protest.

“No, Boss,” said Donkey.

“Actually,” said Whitey, “I'd rather fuck Dolly.”

“Yeah, me too,” added Donkey.

Jill was relieved but at the same time insulted.

“Okay, but help me with the cunt first. Then we'll let her watch.”

They cuffed Jill's wrists behind her and put the stiletto heels on her after they released her from the examination table.

She looked at her bald sex and wanted to scream, but she was afraid of what they would do to her next.

The Master ripped the tape from her mouth and took the ball.

Jill held her breath while he fondled her loins. 

“I think she wants some cock in her,” he said.

“No!” Jill protested.

Smiling at her, he slowly pinched one soft, tender lip of her vulva until she gasped in pain, and then he twisted.

Jill cried out in agony.

“You should probably know by now that we get excited by your pain,” he told her. 

He caressed her right breast gently and grinned as the nipple hardened. Then he showed her a pair of surgical forceps, with serrated jaws. Jill shook her head. “No, please,” she groaned.

He held her stiffened nipple between the jaws and slowly squeezed them closed. Jill let out a long, low groan. The pain was excruciating.

She watched in horror as he gently teased the other nipple to erection, and she whimpered when he picked up a second pair of forceps. She wanted to pass out when he attached them to her nipple. 

He turned her to watch the others. Dolly took off her vest and shook her big breasts at Whitey and Donkey. There was a tattoo on her left breast, a beautifully done picture of a hawk landing, with its talons realistically digging into her nipple.

“God,” Jill gasped, horrified.

Dolly unbuttoned the leather skirt and let it fall to the floor. 

Dolly rubbed her copper-haired sex and displayed herself to the two men. She stroked a finger in her cleft and tasted it, then grinned.

She leaned over the examining table and Whitey stepped up behind her.

“Whitey usually goes first,” the Master told Jill.

She almost asked why, then gasped when she saw his cock. It had to be ten inches long. It was certainly bigger than any white cock she had ever seen.

Dolly reached behind her and guided him to her. She groaned, whether in lust or in pain Jill could not say, and Whitey humped at her, forcing more and more of his huge club of meat into her.

Dolly moaned and met each lunge with a heave of her hips, and Jill's mouth went dry watching the big black cock sink into her.

The Master was fondling Jill's loins as they watched, and he began to slip a finger into her.

“No, please,” she protested, trying to back away.

He withdrew the finger and slid his hands up the front of her body, cupping her breasts from beneath and squeezing them as he nudged the forceps, making them swing and pull at her distended nipples.

Jill let out a long, agonized groan, sure that he was pulling her nipples from her body. When he slid his hands down again, she let him fondle her sex, and even opened her legs wider to let his fingers find the opening.

She heard Dolly making noises again and watched, hoping to distract her attention from the pain in her nipples and the degradation of the Master's fingers in her.

Dolly was bucking back against Whitey, who was fucking the redhead with long, brutal strokes that Dolly seemed to enjoy. Then both let out loud groans as they erupted together.

Whitey pulled away and his huge cock hung down almost to his knee, streaked with white and shiny with Dolly's juices. 

“On your knees,” the Master urged in Jill's ear.

Whitey was grinning, walking toward them.

“No!” Jill objected, realizing what they intended her to do.

The Master reached up to the forceps and slowly pulled down on them. Jill had no choice but to kneel.

“Lick it first,” ordered Whitey.

Jill hesitated, and Whitey nudged her breasts with his knees.

She couldn't take much more punishment of her nipples, and she realized that they would hurt her until she obeyed. She began licking him, fighting back the urge to retch.

“Now suck it,” Whitey ordered, and she took him in her mouth. She expected to have to suck him until he came, but he pulled away when he began to get hard.

The Master made Jill stand again and he fingered her sex while she watched Donkey open the front of his fatiguess and push them down his muscular legs.

She gasped, and realized why Whitey went first. Donkey's cock was even bigger than Whitey's, longer and thicker.

“Guess where he got his nickname,” the Master hissed in her ear. “Just over a foot long.”

Dolly groaned when he began entering her. It had to hurt, even after Whitey.

Jill was breathing heavily as she felt her body betray her to the Master's fingers. Her breasts were heaving, which made the pain in her nipples even worse, and somehow that added to the heat in her loins.

Just when she was sure she would disgrace herself again by coming, the Master took his hand away and left her in need.

Dolly came again, and Donkey cried out his own release.

Donkey pulled out of the redhead and turned toward Jill.

She knelt at a nod from the Master. She didn't want him to hurt her nipples any more. She began licking the creamy streaks from Donkey's cock as soon as he was near enough.

“She's beginning to get the message,” laughed Whitey.

Donkey pulled away when he began to get hard, and the Master ordered her to crawl to Dolly.

The redhead was still bent over the examination table. Her sex was smeared with white froth, and semen had run down her legs. Her vagina still gaped open, and Kelly wondered if it would ever close after that abuse.

She knew what they expected, and the thought made her want to be sick. She'd never done anything with a woman.

“Clean her up,” ordered the Master. “Start with her thighs.”

Sobbing with shame as well as pain, Jill licked the semen from Dolly's thighs.

“Now the bush,” the Master ordered.

Jill began to suckle the thick wetness from Dolly's curly red pussy hair.

“Do I have to tell you everything? Lick the gash!”

Sobbing, Jill licked the slippery cleft. More semen ran from the opening, and she knew she had to get it all. She stuck her tongue inside the older woman, and lapped the clotting juices from her.

Dolly moaned.

“Get the clit real good,” warned the Master.

Jill licked the big swollen clitoris until Dolly came.

“Stand up,” the Master ordered.

Jill didn't think she had enough strength, but when she thought of him lifting her with the forceps, she managed. She swayed on her feet.

“Want these off?” he asked her, holding the forceps.

She was afraid to even look at her nipples. She was sure they were ruined, but she didn't want them to hurt any more.

Jill gasped, and nodded. “Yes . . . Master.”

He released one, and as the blood returned, it seemed that all the pain returned with it. Jill cried out in agony.

Then he removed the other clamp, and Jill thought it hurt even more.

She looked at her aching breasts. The nipples were crushed and misshapen, and she didn't know whether they were permanently maimed or not.

“You've got five coming for disrespect,” the Master told her.

“Yes, Master,” she sobbed. She didn't have the strength to argue, and maybe the pain would take her mind from her sexual need.

“Lean over the table,” he ordered.

He showed her a leather strap, and then swung it across her lovely bottom.

Again, lower.

Again, just below her buttocks.

Again, across the fullest curve of her ass.

And again, across the firm undercurves of her buttocks.

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 Dolly led Jill from the training room to a corridor in the back of the building, and made her crawl through a small, low opening into a tiny cell. Wooden walls, concrete floor covered with straw, and a dirty olive drab blanket. Jill remembered the Master telling her she would be trained like a dog.

The cell was like a pen in a kennel.

She was hungry and thirsty, and after a few hours of restless sleep she awoke needing the bathroom.

She sobbed, wondering how she'd gotten here and who knew about it. 

She wasn't injured, she was sure. Her pride was wounded, and there were some marks, especially on her bottom, that would last a few days. Her nipples were sore, but they had regained their shape. In fact, they came erect quickly when she touched them.

The only permanent effect was the loss of her pubic hair.

She hadn't even been raped. At least, they hadn't fucked her. Being forced to lick their come and Dolly's juices from the men was a kind of rape, but it wouldn't make her pregnant. From that standpoint, even going down on Dolly was better than being raped. The Master seemed more interested in degrading her and hurting her than using her sexually, and the other two men had been more interested in screwing the redhead. And while she did not want what Dolly had gotten, she didn't understand why they would prefer Dolly.

Dolly was attractive, Jill had to admit, but certainly she wasn't as pretty as Jill. Bigger breasts, but they were softer and not as high or firm as hers, and the tattoo was disgusting. She had a lot more miles on her than Jill, and they showed. Dolly's waist was thicker, her buttocks slacker.

She recalled Dolly's tongue entering her sex, remembered the pressure when Dolly forced her tongue inside. Then she thought of how easily her own tongue had entered Dolly. Surely the men knew she was much tighter than Dolly. She remembered Donkey forcing his fingers into her. She didn't understand why they would prefer an older, much-used woman to one with a young, tight body. She didn't want their attentions, but she was annoyed by their lack of interest.

She touched her hairless sex, thought of how excited guys became at the thought of blonde pubes. She even chose bathing suits that were cut so that just a few blonde curls showed.

Maybe she was a tease, but she had always known she was special.

Who would have arranged this, and how?

Certainly not David. She had him wrapped around her finger. He was happy if she just jacked him off once in a while.

It had to be someone she had rejected.

She had to survive this somehow. She thought of how she had weakened, and had used her mouth on them, the black man, the oversexed freak, and that common woman. And she had addressed their sadistic leader as Master.

She'd been forced to it by pain and by fear of pain. Maybe her best plan was the path of least resistance.

Sure, they could force her to do anything. But if she decided to cooperate, it would be her own choice. And they wouldn't hurt her as much. If she made them think they were winning, that they had her under control, eventually they would let her go. Or send her back to whoever had sent her to them. Sooner or later, she'd get a chance to be free, and she could report this whole thing. And it would be sooner if they thought they had her trained.

She heard movement outside her pen, and almost called out, to tell them she needed to urinate.

The latch rattled, and the door swung open.

She started to crawl out, and someone grabbed her long, tangled hair. She couldn't look up, but she saw their feet. One pair of big black feet, and two pairs of white feet, all in sandals. The Master and the two men.

“I need the bathroom,” she blurted.

One of them put something around her throat and buckled it.

A dog collar!

And a leash!

“Heel,” ordered the Master, leading her toward a door.

She started to rise.

“No! Hands and knees, like a dog!”

She crawled across the concrete, vowing to make them all pay.

Outside. Night time, but the grassy area was brilliantly lighted. He led her toward the edge of the grass. “Okay, piss,” he told her.

When she looked up, his face was in shadow.

“Piss, goddammit!” he ordered.

There was nothing to prove by holding it back. Jill forced herself to relax, and she spread her knees so she wouldn't wet herself. She began to urinate.

She heard Whitey laugh softly, and she felt her urine splash against her thighs. A hand cupped her sex and she managed to stop her bladder briefly, but then let it go again. She continued to pee into the hand and on herself.

When she finished, the hand covered her face and rubbed her own urine into her skin.

“Do you have to shit?” asked the Master.

She almost rebelled. “No, Master,” she replied.

He led her inside, back into the room where they had begun her torment. There was a new device, a low articulated table. He nodded toward it, and Jill obediently stretched out on it.

She bit her lower lip while he fastened straps over her wrists and elbows, and around her knees and ankles.

She was helpless.

“Are you comfortable?” he asked.

Jill swallowed and nodded. “Yes, Master.” Actually, she was quite comfortable.

“See if you can move your legs.”

She couldn't move them up or down, but she could easily swing them outward.

But not back.

“That's right,” he told her. “You can open your legs, but you can't close them.” He pressed a lever, and Jill swung her legs together.

“Remember that,” he told her.

He went away, then returned carrying a handful of willow switches. “When I whip your pussy with these, you'll come,” he told her. “But first I'll have to warm you up. You just open your legs when you want me to whip your cunt.”

Jill bit her lip to remain silent.

The whole front of her body was exposed.

He smiled at her and suddenly snapped a switch across her belly.

Jill gasped. She'd never be able to play this game.

Then he snapped the switch across her breasts. And before she could react he hit her breasts again, across her nipples.

She felt her knees move apart, and she strained to bring them together.

He hit her across her thighs, and she wailed.

Then her belly again.

She expected another cut across some tender part of her body, but instead he slid his hand over her smooth, hairless sex. “Jesus, you're soaking!”

“No,” she argued.

He slid a finger inside her and chuckled. Jill felt her face grow hot. She was wet.

He popped the tip of his willow switch against her sex and she felt her legs part a little more.

Then one across her lower belly.

Jill suddenly realized that her knees were even wider. “No,” she moaned.

He lined his next shot up carefully and obviously, and snapped the tip of the switch on the inside of her right thigh. Then from the other side, he got her left thigh.

There was room between her feet for him. He laid the switch down the middle of her belly. And then down one tender pussy lip and finally the other.

He felt her sex again, and grinned. “Oh, baby, we're gonna have fun.”

He beat her sex lightly, almost gently. Each blow stung like a bitch, but it didn't hurt her, and she was getting very confused.

Her legs were very wide, and she sobbed when she realized that she'd opened herself to him, that she had made her most tender and vulnerable flesh available to his sadistic pleasure. 

And to her own pleasure. Against her will, she felt her body react and respond. “Oh, no,” she moaned.

She felt the willow switch strike the center of her womanhood again and again as she came. 

She didn't know how badly he had hurt her, and she realized that she didn't care.

He was grinning at her. “Close your legs,” he told her.

There was no resistance.

“I never set the lock,” he told her. “You could have closed your legs any time, but you never tried.

“Whitey, come here and fuck her.”

Jill wanted to object.

The Master grinned at her. “Beg for his cock.”

She shook her head. “No,” she whimpered. “I can't.”

He shook his head, as if disappointed in her. “That's two. One for refusing an order, and one for disrespect.” He moved to her side and she gasped when she saw the cat. He brought it down viciously across her breasts and she whimpered.

He waited, perhaps half a minute, and laid it across her thighs. She cried out again.

“The rest of these will be to convince you,” he told her, and he lashed her breasts again. Jill moaned. “Whitey,” she whimpered, “please. . . fuck me?”

She opened her legs.

The Master lashed her flat, smooth belly, and she yelped and groaned.

Whitey stood beside her and laid his heavy cock on her face. It seemed to soothe the pain a little. “This what you want?” he asked.

The Master lashed her breasts again and the helpless little blonde shrieked.

The next lash was across the tops of her thighs, and she screamed again. It didn't help.

“Next one,” said the Master, “your choice, across the tits or down the cunt?”

“Please, I can't take any more of this,” Jill sobbed.

“Both, then, cunt first.” said the Master, lining up between her feet. 

She couldn't close her legs.

He brought the whip down hard, and she felt the nine knotted thongs slice into her most tender flesh, and she screamed in agony.

“And one more, for begging,” added the Master, slashing the cat across her breasts again.

“Now, ask Whitey to fuck your brains out.”

Jill was afraid to do anything that might earn her another lash of the cruel whip. “Whitey, please, come here . . . and . . . fuck my brains out.”

“Sure, Baby,” replied the black man with a grin. He aimed his big cock at her sex and prodded her with it, sliding it up and down her wet cleft.

“Honky bitch is turned on,” he said.

Jill tried to help him line up on her sex, and when she realized all the sliding around and prodding was just to tease her, she tried even harder.

Then he made contact.

“Oh!” she cried when the thick head of his cock pressed into her opening. “Oh, shit!” she groaned when he pressed it inside. “Jesus!”

She was so wet he slid more than half way in, and on the next stroke he went almost all the way in.

He fucked her slowly, deeply, and more gently than she could have imagined. She came twice before he did, and after he came, he pulled out and offered his softening cock to her lips. Jill licked his cock and sucked him clean and then licked his scrotum when he moved it to her lips.

“Dolly's turn,” said the Master.

Dolly straddled Jill's face, and Jill began licking her wet, sloppy cleft. Dolly rubbed up and down the girl's face, smearing the young, pretty face with her cunt cream. 

Jill saw Donkey approach Dolly from behind, and watched as he guided his impossible cock toward the redhead's sex. Dolly slid so that her swollen clitoris was in Jill's mouth, and Jill watched, fascinated as the huge cock slid into the redhead's pussy, right in front of her eyes.

Donkey pumped a few times, entering deeper and deeper, and drawing groans from the eager woman. His scrotum began swinging into Jill's face as he fucked deeper and deeper. Dolly was fucking him back, and Jill couldn't keep her mouth on her.

Jill licked Donkey's balls and Dolly's clitoris whenever she could reach them. She felt Dolly's fingers at her own sex, stretching her, exciting her, and she went at the redhead with a frenzy.

After Donkey flooded Dolly with his thick come and got her off, Jill sucked Donkey clean and then sucked his juices from Dolly and made the redhead come again.

Dolly slid forward and Jill licked the cleft of her ass and tongued her anus, and she continued to lick and suck when Dolly slid back again.

Jill realized that Dolly had stopped moving, and then she felt the warm wet in her mouth. She'd already swallowed before she realized that Dolly was pissing in her mouth, and when she tried to close her mouth, Dolly dug her fingertips and thumb into her cheeks to force her jaws open. Jill could do nothing but gulp down the bitter, salty yellow liquid.

After she finished urinating, Dolly rubbed her piss-soaked pubes all over Jill's face, giggling about washing baby's face.

Jill felt something against her bald sex, and Dolly moved to let her watch Whitey pissing on her. “Oh, God,” Jill moaned.

Dolly reached down and spread Jill's vulva, and Whitey pissed directly on her clitoris. The helpless blonde moaned, as she felt her excitement build. They could make her come by pissing on her!

Then Donkey was pissing on her clitoris and Whitey directed his stream up her taut young body, over her breasts, and when she finally cried out and came, in her face and her mouth.

The Master put the leash on her and made her crawl on her hands and knees back outside, and for thirty minutes he put her through the basic dog training exercises. “Heel, cunt!” he ordered to make her walk beside him on all fours.

“Sit, cunt!” and she had to squat where she was.

“Down, cunt,” and she was to stretch out on her belly. He had a short, thin switch which he used without hesitation whenever she didn't obey quickly enough.

At the end of the training session, Whitey set out a pair of dog dishes, one containing water, the other filled with canned dog food.

Jill was starved and thirsty, and her instincts told her she was unlikely to be offered anything better. She reached for the water dish.

The switch snapped across the back of her hand. “Like a dog,” reminded the Master.

Whimpering, she began lapping at the water, and then buried her pretty face in the dog food.

  

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 “Do you have to shit?”

“Yes, Master,” Jill replied with a blush. She hadn't worn more than a dog collar for two days or so in front of these people, they had urinated on her body and in her mouth, she had licked and sucked the most disgusting places on their bodies, and still she reddened when she had to admit that she needed to move her bowels. 

He had led her on two fast laps of the walled-in yard, and she really had to go. “Go ahead,” he told her.

Whitey and Donkey were behind her, watching. She tried to ignore them, and finally managed to go. She heard a turd drop on the grass. Then another.

“Heel, cunt!” he ordered, and she obediently crawled on all fours beside him. She stopped when he did, and squatted. “Down, cunt!”

She stretched out on her belly, as he had taught her, like a dog.

“Sit!”

She quickly drew her knees under her and squatted, leaning forward on her arms.

“Heel, cunt!” She reared to all fours and followed him around the yard, keeping her head beside his left knee. He led her directly toward her little pile and when he stopped beside it, she squatted a foot or so from it. She trembled, fearing what he would order next. “Down, cunt!”

She was not surprised. Slowly, she stretched out over the smelly pile, and tried to hold her chest off the ground.

He lashed the switch across her shoulders and she dropped, pressing one breast into the warm pile of shit.

“Rub your tits in it,” he ordered.

He made her roll and turn and rub her naked breasts in the disgusting mess until she was smeared with her own waste.

He handed the leash to Whitey. “Clean her up,” he ordered, “and then bring her into the training room.”

Whitey let her stand up and walk to a concrete slab in the a corner of the yard. There were two sturdy wooden posts, and chains with cuffs hanging from a heavy beam across their tops. And another pair of chains and cuffs attached to the bottoms of the posts. “Hook up your ankles,” Whitey told her, nodding toward the chains on the ground.

Jill gulped. She hated being made to contribute to her own torment, but she had learned whatever they planned, it would be worse if she didn't cooperate.

She wrapped a cloth cuff around one ankle and pressed the velcro to hold it. She had to stretch to attach the other cuff, and she shivered when she realized how wide apart her thighs were.

“Now one wrist.”

It wasn't as much of a stretch. Whitey attached her other wrist and she was helpless, spread wide and bound, every tender part of her young body exposed.

He turned on a garden hose and sprayed her with cold water that took her breath away. Then he brought over a bucket of soapy water and began washing her down with a sponge. Her face, her hair, and everything else.

He used a bar of soap and his hands and went over her next, mauling her breasts and her ass with his slippery hands, and then sliding his soapy fingers up and down the cleft of her buttocks and between her vulva. He even poked his soapy fingers inside her.

Jill bit her lip. She felt her body become aroused, and Whitey grinned to let her know that he knew it too.

He slid two fingers in her, and then a third, and stroked her clitoris with his thumb until she moaned.

Then he laughed and took his hand away. He picked up the garden hose again.

“No, please . . “ she begged, and the icy blast hit her breasts. He raised it to her face and then ran it up and down her body, sluicing away the soap. He moved behind her and rinsed out her hair thoroughly, and then he ran the cold torrent up and down the valley between her buttocks.

Moving in front of her, he adjusted the nozzle for a narrower stream and played it back and forth over her breasts. It felt like the powerful stream would tear the tender flesh from her body.

But it was even worse when he lowered the stream to her open loins. Jill cried out, and tried to swing her hips to escape it as the cold jet of water pounded and prodded and tore at the petals of her sex. He knelt and aimed the stream at her from below, and she couldn't move as fast as he could follow with the water. She gasped when the cold stream entered her, and he chuckled. He held the nozzle under her and she felt the water even enter her bowel. Whitey watched her face with almost childish amusement as he moved it back and forth between her two openings, forcing cold water into her bowels and then into her pussy.

Again, he kept it up until her passion began to overcome her pain, and then he stopped and laughed at her.

She followed him meekly into the building, and obeyed without hesitation when he ordered her to climb up on her hands and knees on two sawhorses that were set about a yard apart.

Jill whimpered softly when he buckled straps around her knees and ankles, binding her to the sawhorses. Finally he strapped her wrists and elbows to the sawhorses, so she was poised with her ass high, her thighs spread, and her breasts hanging.

The Master entered with Donkey, Dolly, and a beautiful young redheaded girl, who wore a white drape like the red one Jill had worn. The girl looked terrified.

The Master showed Jill a metal clamp, similar to the large alligator clip from before, but with an adjustment screw. A short chain was attached, with a metal ball at the other end. Jill's eyes widened and her mouth dropped open as she figured out what it was for.

“Please, Master,” she pleaded, knowing she was breaking the rules, “No, I . . can't take it . . .”

“No, what?” he asked.

“Please don't . . . hang that from my . . . breast.”

The Master caressed her sleek back, and stroked her firm bottom. “Well,” he said, “you have taken a lot. Still, I don't think we've come anywhere near the limits of what you can take.” His fingertips traced between her buttocks and down to her open loins. “All right, I won't attach this clip to your breast.” He fondled her clitoris and inner labia, and she remembered how he had attached the alligator clip. She sobbed.

He fitted the jaws gently to the soft folds of flesh and the hood of her clitoris, and slowly tightened the screw until she let out a low moan. He tugged on the clamp to test it, and tightened the screw two more turns. Jill was in agony. The weight felt like ten pounds, tearing her clitoris and inner labia from her body. 

“Now,” he said, “You have two more weights to bear.” He showed her two more clamps with identical weights. “I can hang them from your cunt, but I'd have to tighten the clamp . . .”

Jill wanted to beg, to trade her soul or her firstborn for relief from the pain, but she knew that pleading would only make the suffering worse. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered, “I . . I'm sorry I begged. Please, hang them wherever you think I need them.” 

He cupped her breast and felt the nipple pop out. “This is a better place, isn't it?”

“Yes, Master,” Jill groaned.

He pinched her nipple and pulled it down, and attached the clamp to the areola. He tightened it until she groaned, and then gave the screw two extra turns. Jill was sobbing continuously before he finished with her other nipple.

She was again in agony, and her sobs only made her body shake, adding to the torment as the weights swung and bobbed.

The Master went to the young redhead and fondled her. She was young, perhaps fourteen or fifteen, but beautifully developed, and she seemed very fragile. She gasped in terror when he forced his finger into her sex.

“No! Please! I'm a . . virgin.”

He tasted his finger. “Yes,” he told her. “For now.”

Donkey roped her wrists together in front of her and attached a rope that hung from the ceiling. He hoisted her until her feet were just clear of the floor, and then he tied a bar between her ankles to hold her legs apart.

The Master removed the white drape from her, and stroked her lovely slender body. 

Dolly brought him the cat-o-nine-tails, and he showed it to the girl.

“No,” Jill gasped softly as he swung the whip.

The girl's entire body went tense as the knotted tips struck her sensitive young breasts, and she let out a low cry of despair.

Dolly came over to Jill and jerked her head up by her long hair. The older woman kissed her the way a man would, aggressive and demanding, the tongue probing in her defenseless mouth.

She went to Jill's side, and Jill watched the cat strike across the teenager's flat tummy.

Dolly teased Jill's openings with her fingertips and they both felt Jill become moist.

The Master was taking his time. He had turned the young redhead and now lashed her lovely round bottom.

Dolly now had two fingers in Jill's sex, and Jill was sure that the woman had a terrible purpose in mind for her.

The Master lashed the young girl's back. Jill stared at the vicious red welts he left on the girl's creamy flesh.

Dolly was fucking Jill with three fingers, jamming them into her until her thumb and the other knuckle hit her flesh. The weights were swinging and threatening to tear flesh from her body.

The Master laid the cat across the fronts of the young girl's sleek thighs.

Dolly had added the fourth finger. Jill groaned each time she felt the knuckles pressing against her distended opening, trying to enter.

The Master brought the cat up from one side, swinging it up at an angle under one slender thigh until the lashes struck high on the inside of the other thigh. The young redhead was wailing.

Jill felt Dolly's fingers shift, forming a cone with her thumb in the center. It pressed into her to the knuckles, and then Dolly twisted her hand. Jill's cunt was stretched to the limit, and she was sure that her flesh would tear.

The Master lashed the girl's other inner thigh from below, and then stopped and felt the girl's sex.

Dolly's hand thrust into Jill's cunt again, twisting and gaining more depth. Jill was nearly out of her mind with the pain in her breasts, her clitoris, and now her cunt hole.

She watched the cat sweep across the backs of the young girl's thighs, and for a moment wished she could trade places.

Dolly twisted her hand and shoved it into Jill again, the knuckles almost passing through the tortured opening. But instead of pulling it back, the older woman twisted and shoved, and her hand slipped completely inside the helpless blonde.

Jill had never been so completely filled. She felt Dolly's fingers move, making a fist. She watched the cat lash across the tender breasts of the virgin in front of her.

“Please,” the girl was begging, “No more! I can't take this! Please don't hurt me any more and I. . . I'll do anything you want!”

“I want to fuck you,” he told her.

“No! Anything else! ANYTHING! I'll even . . suck you if you want.”

The Master lashed her lovely breasts again. “Will you fuck me?”

“No, Please don't make me do that!”

“The next one,” said the Master, “Will be a special one.” He stood in front of the beautiful young redhead and studied her. The stripes somehow accentuated her delicate, fragile beauty. He drew the cat back, and both the girl and Jill realized where he was going to whip at the same time. “No!” they both screamed.

The tails of the cat whipped viciously into the open, exposed flesh between the girl's slender thighs. She screamed.

“Wouldn't you rather have my cock in your cunt than my whip?” He was poised, ready for another stroke from beneath.

“Yes!” shrieked the girl, “Just don't . . . don't hit me like that again!”

“What do you want me to do instead?” he asked. “And remember that there is only one thing I want to do.”

The girl mumbled.

“I couldn't hear you.”

“Fuck me,” she said softly.

“Please?”

“Please,” she moaned.

“Master.”

“Yes. Master.”

“Now the whole thing, together.”

She said it fast. “Fuckmepleasemaster.”

“Very well, but first I have to be sure you are a virgin.”

He knelt in front of her and buried his face in her loins. The girl gasped loudly.

Dolly was fucking Jill brutally with her fist, and Jill was fucking back, unmindful of the pain in her breasts and her loins.

Then Dolly stopped.

“No!” cried Jill.

She felt Dolly's hand slip out of her.

Another hand, this one Whitey, was stroking her ass, fingering the smooth cleft, rubbing something slippery in her anus. She lowered her head, looked past her stretched breasts and tortured nipples, and saw Whitey's big cock, shiny with some kind of lubricant.

“Oh, no,” she moaned. He grabbed his cock and aimed it where she couldn't see it.

But she felt it, against her pussy hole, entering easily, then withdrawing, and then pressing against her asshole.

Dolly leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Don't try to stop him, he'll tear you open. Try to push him out, like taking a shit.”

She couldn't, at first, and she thought he would tear her or break something. Then she pushed as Dolly had told her, and she felt his huge cock slide into her bowels. Jill let out a long groan.

She heard the young redhead cry out as the Master gave her an orgasm with his mouth. Dolly went over to them and kissed the Master and then held his cock and guided it to the girl's sex.

The girl cried out softly, and then she began to moan with pleasure and fulfillment.

The pain in her ass was changing, and Jill squirmed to let Whitey fuck her ass as deeply as he could. She almost wanted to ask Dolly to come and put her fist back, and she didn't care if the weights tore something loose. Denied three orgasms is less than an hour, Jill went for this one, and got off just before Whitey shot his load in her ass.

She crouched in her bonds, panting, and let out a moan of disappointment when Whitey pulled his cock out of her ass. He moved around beside her face and she turned her head and licked him.

Donkey was behind her, rubbing the huge head of his cock up and down her cleft, even prodding the taut, sensitive flesh that was being punished by the clamp and the weight.

He pushed it in. The head was a little smaller than Dolly's hand, but the shaft was a lot thicker than Dolly's wrist. “Oh, yes,” she sobbed as he shoved a foot or so of cock into her.

She came almost at once, and then again before Donkey shot his load. He kept his cock in her and watched the Master fuck the young redhead. The Master fucked the teenager until she came, and then he pulled out of her gently.

They untied Jill's arms and legs and let her stand, the weights still fastened to her. She was horrified at how her breasts were pulled down.

The Master removed the clamp from one breast and Jill nearly passed out with the pain as her circulation returned. The tip of her breast looked as if it had gone through a meat grinder.

The pain was even worse when the Master removed the clamp from her other nipple, and it was misshapen as well.

Finally, the Master took the clamp from her clitoris, and Jill cried out in agony.

 

 CHAPTER FIVE

 The girl's name was Lisa, and she was as young and inexperienced and frightened as she had seemed. Like Jill, she had no idea how they'd abducted her, but Jill suspected that the lovely girl was not a private student.

She was staring at Jill's nipples, which were still deformed. “Do they hurt?” she asked.

Jill nodded. “Not as much, now. And they're starting to look normal again.” She laughed without humor. “I wasn't sure they ever would.”

“And . . .?” Lisa looked down at Jill's sex, the swollen, tender bulb of her clitoris peeking from the hairless cleft.

“That hurts too,” Jill replied.

“They shaved you?”

Jill shook her head. “Electrolysis,” she said. “Dolly said it would never grow back.” 

“She's worse than the men, isn't she?”

Jill shrugged. “I don't see where it makes much difference. They've all hurt me.”

“But what she did will last,” explained Lisa. And, didn't she put her whole hand in you?”

Jill nodded. “And she made a fist.”

“I watched her face,” said Lisa. “She frightened me more than the man who was whipping me. She enjoyed hurting you, and she was looking at me as if she wished her hand was going in me. She wanted to hurt me. The man, the Master, he was trying to make me beg, and when I did, he stopped. I mean, he at least had a reason, not just to hurt me.”

Jill nodded.

“The other one? The black man?”

“Whitey.”

“He . . . what he did . . . he didn't, uh, put it . . . in the normal place, did he?”

Jill didn't think she still had the capacity to blush, but she felt her face redden. “No. He . . . he put it in my . . . ass.”

“Didn't that hurt? You looked like it hurt a lot.”

Jill nodded.

“But . . . you, I mean, before he finished, you liked it.”

“He made me come. Then it felt good.”

“Like when the . . . Master . . . raped me? It hurt, but then the pain started to feel good?”

“Yes, I guess so. How could you have noticed so much of what they were doing to me?”

“I was trying not to think about what he was doing to me.”

Jill chuckled again. “I suppose that's why I was watching you.”

“The other guy, the white guy. Was he real?”

Jill nodded.

Lisa shook her head. “You're not much bigger than me, will I . . I can't imagine anything that big, or Dolly's hand . . .”

“A few days ago, Lisa, neither could I. And I had a little experience.”

“Will we ever get out of here?” asked the young redhead, changing the subject.

Jill almost cried. She was sure that she would eventually be returned to whoever was paying the Master for her training. She wasn't sure that what faced Lisa would be any better than the training. “Of course we will.”

“But we'll be changed, won't we?”

“Perhaps.”

They were both taken out on leashes in the morning, and Jill was surprised at how quickly Lisa learned what was expected of her. If they were being trained like dogs, then Lisa was like a spirited puppy, quick to learn and eager to please.

The Master took Jill around the exercise yard twice, and then made her sit while he took Lisa around. “Do you need to pee, Little Pussy?” he asked the teenager.

“Yes, Master,” Lisa replied.

“Dolly, prepare a place for her,” he said.

Dolly laid her switch across Jill's bottom. “Heel, Cunt.” She led the puzzled blonde in a small circle and stopped. “Down, Cunt.”

Jill stretched out on her belly.

“Roll over, Cunt.”

Jill rolled, but when she was on her back, Dolly stopped her. “Stay, Cunt. Don't move.”

The Master, grinning, walked Lisa around and made her crawl over Jill. He stopped her when her thighs were astride Jill's face. “Now, Little Pussy, go ahead. Pee.”

“I . . . I don't think I can, Master,” said the teenager.

Jill was looking up between the sleek thighs. She saw the Master's hand fondle Lisa's bottom, and the fingertips caress the cleft. “Of course you can,” he said. He forced his middle finger into Lisa's anus.

Lisa let out a yelp of surprise or protest, and at once began to flood Jill's lovely face. Her urine ran into Jill's eyes, stinging them, and into her nose, making her cough and gasp and open her mouth.

“Jill, I'm sorry,” wailed Lisa.

The Master laid his switch across Lisa's buttocks. “Quiet, Little Pussy. Now sit!”

Lisa squatted on Jill's face, her wet strawberry curls pressed against Jill's mouth.

The Master switched Jill's bare thighs, and stopped when she began licking Lisa's sex.

This was different from being forced to use her mouth on Dolly, or even the men. She wasn't servicing someone who demanded her, but someone who was suffering like herself. Lisa deserved any moments of pleasure, and Jill determined that she'd provide what she could.

Lisa moaned and protested, but her body betrayed her desire. When she came, Jill felt a sense of accomplishment.

Then it was her turn. The Master made them change positions. She had been allowed to urinate earlier, so Lisa did not suffer the indignity of being used for a toilet, but the youngster still needed encouragement from the Master's switch before she would perform.

Jill was sure that Lisa's reluctance was not sincere, especially when the teenager began to lick her.

The Master made Lisa stop, however, just when Jill was ready to come.

Whitey and Donkey used the hose to clean up both slaves, and they were taken into the training room.

“Sit there, Cunt,” ordered the Master. He gestured toward a three-legged stool with two additional legs sticking up from the seat. No, not two legs, but two thick dildoes, with less than an inch of space between them.

Jill bit her lip, ready to protest. There was only one way a female could sit on the stool, or two ways if she wanted to face the other direction. One of the dildoes was as thick as Donkey's cock, the other just marginally smaller.

The Master was waiting, to see if she would obey, ready to coerce her if she did not. She knew it would make no difference if she objected, except that she would be punished until she impaled herself. “Yes, Master,” she replied, and carefully positioned herself over the stool. She lowered herself carefully, her cunt over the larger dildo, her asshole over the other, and slowly let her weight force them into her.

She hadn't realized how wet she was, but she was thankful for the lubrication that her body provided.

She groaned as the dildoes filled her. It was like the last time, when Whitey and Donkey had both used her, except this time it was together. They cuffed her wrists behind her, and then spread her legs in front of her and strapped her ankles to rings in the floor. The dildoes were driven even deeper.

They bound Lisa's wrists behind her back, made her kneel on the parallel sawhorses a few feet in front of Jill, and strapped the redhead's knees and ankles to the sawhorses. Jill sensed something unpleasant coming, and Lisa looked frightened.

The Master fondled Lisa's small hard breasts. “They are beautiful, aren't they” he asked Jill.

Jill gulped. She was still reluctant to take a deep breath, as if that would drive the dildoes deeper into her. “Yes, Master,” she sighed.

“Wouldn't they be even lovelier with rings?” he asked, toying with Lisa's hard nipples.

Jill didn't know how to respond. If she agreed, he'd do something she didn't want to see to Lisa's lovely little breasts, and if she didn't agree, he would hurt her. Deciding that it would make no difference to Lisa either way, she nodded. “Yes, Master.”

He grinned. “Dolly, pierce this one.” He pulled on Lisa's left nipple.

“Oh, god,” wailed Lisa, “Oh, no!” 

The lovely young redhead sobbed as Dolly scrubbed her nipple with an alcohol-soaked cotton swab.

“I can't, Master,” said Dolly, “The nipple is too small.”

Lisa gasped in relief.

“Then go through behind the nipple,” said the Master, still fondling Lisa's other breast.

It happened in a flash. Dolly pinched the nipple, pulled out to stretch the breast, and drove a thick steel needle through from the outside edge of the areola to the inside edge.

Lisa screamed.

The Master worked a gold hoop through the wound and closed it.

Lisa stared in horror at her damaged breast and wailed.

Jill was speechless.

She gasped as she watched Dolly scrub Lisa's other breast and pierce it in the same manner.

This was different than hair removal, or even tattooing, which she still feared. This was mutilation, and she realized that these people were not bound by any inhibitions.

Before she could develop any doubts, such as the realization that the holes through Lisa's breasts would heal if left alone, Donkey wheeled a smoldering charcoal grill in, and began heating what could only be a branding iron. Jill wasn't sure whether it was for her or for Lisa, and she wanted to beg them to burn the teenager.

Dolly lashed the cat across her breasts and she cried out, as much in surprise as in pain. In fact, she realized, she didn't mind the pain as much as before.

Donkey examined the brand, and Lisa's eyes widened in terror. He put it back in the charcoal.

Dolly lashed the tender inside of Jill's right thigh, and walked around to the other side.

Donkey examined the brand again, and Dolly lashed the inside of Jill's left thigh. Jill would need more than pain to take her mind from Lisa's impending ordeal.

Donkey was satisfied with the brand this time, and took it to the helpless little captive.

Dolly swung the cat down across Jill's tummy, so the nine knotted tips dug cruelly into her open, hairless sex. A few days earlier, Jill would have shrieked. Now, she only gasped.

Lisa screamed as Donkey pressed the hot brand into the smooth, soft flesh of her thigh.

Dolly beat Jill's sex with the tips of the cat, slashing it down again and again to punish the sensitive flesh.

Jill wasn't aware of her body's excitement until the orgasm had washed over her.

The Master was holding a wet towel on Lisa's thigh. The teenager had fainted.

When he took away the towel, Jill saw the angry burn, in the shape of an “S.”

“That is the mark of a slave,” the Master explained. “When in the presence of her Master, the slave must never hide it.”

Jill bit her lip. Lisa would never be able to wear short shorts or any kind of bathing suit in public.

She wondered if they intended to brand her. Lisa had barely given in to the slave training and she'd been ringed and branded. Perhaps it was not the best tactic to go along with them.

  

 

CHAPTER SIX

 “Do you want me to hang weights from your fucking rings?” the Master demanded when he was walking Lisa around the yard.

“No, Master,” gasped the young girl. She'd been moving carefully, trying to protect her sore breasts.

“Then forget about them. If they hurt, they hurt. You must learn to transcend pain.”

“Yes, Master,” whimpered the girl, not sure what the word meant, but deadly certain what he meant.

Dolly and Donkey and Whitey had worked the girls to the point of exhaustion, and now the Master wanted the naked slaves to perform at their best.

“You will both attend at dinner,” announced the Master. “I am having guests, and I expect them to receive excellent service. Do you both understand?”

“Yes, Master,” both slaves replied, not understanding anything except that they had to please the Master.

Instead of Donkey and Whitey washing them down with the garden hose, Dolly led them to a large tiled bathroom and left them alone to take a long, hot shower together.

“Let me do your hair,” Jill offered, opening the top of a plastic bottle of shampoo. The pretty teenager knelt and held Jill's hips and rubbed her face against Jill's bare sex while Jill lathered the thick strawberry blonde hair.

“You feel so good,” Lisa said, “so smooth and soft . . .” She began kissing the smooth flesh, and pressed her mouth into the warm cleft.

Jill tried to ignore the delicious feelings the teenager was arousing, and then she realized she was holding Lisa's head, guiding her inquisitive young mouth. Lisa chuckled and found the swollen, slippery bud near the top of the hairless slit, and Jill opened her legs. She was surprised at how quickly she reached an orgasm.

Before being brought here and forced to submit to pain and pleasure, it took a long time for anyone to get her excited, and much longer to make her come.

Then, when Lisa was shampooing Jill's hair, Jill began stroking the young girl's sex. Lisa tried to act nonchalant, as if it didn't bother her, but she became wet quickly, and Jill began licking her, surprised at how sweet the teenager tasted. Minutes later, Lisa made soft sounds of protest, but she raised one foot to the shower seat and opened herself to Jill's mouth, and she didn't even try to suppress her orgasm.

Dolly gave them each black nylons, garter belt and a cutout bra that left their breasts almost completely bare, plus high stiletto heels and a starched sheer white apron and cap. Both girls giggled when they looked at one another dressed in a sexy parody of a French maid's uniform.

The Master had four guests, three men and a woman, who all arrived separately. They were all older, and expensively dressed.

The dining room was large and lavish, with expensive heavy furniture. The table was covered with a rich linen tablecloth overlaid with beautiful lace. The china was exquisite, the crystal heavy and old, and the silver was old, ornate, and heavy.

The guests didn't stare at the two slaves, but both girls were very aware that they were on display.

The dinner was not quite the ordeal that Jill had feared. One man, whose picture she was sure she'd seen in the paper, fondled her ass whenever she came near, and she had an intuition that the woman was a sadistic lesbian, but none of them tried anything unusual.

All four guests seemed to be especially interested in Lisa's pierced and ringed breasts, and in the fresh brand on her thigh.

Jill began to realize by the end of dinner that the four had come to buy a sex slave, and that Lisa would be on the auction block and had not figured it out yet.

“What about the other one, Max?” asked the man she thought she recognized.

“Not on the market,” replied the Master. “Private student.”

Lisa's eyes widened and she looked at Jill. She had just figured it out. Jill nodded.

The Master didn't miss this interchange. “Well, perhaps it's time to let each of you have a better look at the merchandise?”

The four murmured agreement.

He motioned to Lisa. “Over there,” he told her, gesturing toward a floodlighted raised area surrounded by heavy chairs. To Jill, he said, “get drinks for my guests.”

Jill refilled their glasses while they seated themselves. The dark-haired man, who she thought looked even crueller than the woman, made a noise of protest. “I wanted vodka and tonic! This incompetent cunt brought me gin!”

“She will be punished,” Commented the Master.

“You,” he said to Jill, “Get the gentleman the correct drink.”

“He was drinking gin and tonic before dinner,” Jill explained.

The man glared at her. “Are you contradicting me?”

She realized her mistake. “No, sir. I must have been mistaken.”

“Max, she's defying me!”

“Martin, would you care to punish her for me?”

The dark haired man grinned. “Of course. How about five? Across the front.”

The Master nodded. “Use the cat.”

Jill realized that the evil man was to lay the painful cat five times across the front of her body. She stifled a whimper. The old marks across her breasts and belly had almost faded away, and he was going to mark her again.

The Master motioned her to the raised area under the lights. Lisa stepped down.

The man grinned at her. “Take off the apron,” he ordered. “And the bra.”

He and the others looked at her. “Turn,” he said. Jill felt like a side of meat.

“Hands over your head,” he finally said. “If you drop your arms or cry out, you'll get ten.”

“Yes . . Sir” Jill groaned. She was facing the woman when she raised her arms.

He snapped the whip so that the nine hard knotted ends of the leather thongs popped against her right breast. She nearly cried out.

She tried to be ready for the second blow, and it cracked against her left breast. She sucked in a great breath, fearing that she wouldn't be able to take three more without dropping her arms or crying out.

The third one lashed across her belly, drawing a gasp and forcing her to double forward. She nearly put her hands to her middle, but caught herself just in time. Slowly, she straightened up.

“Open your legs,” the man ordered. He moved in front of her, and let the evil whip hang at his side.

Jill gulped, and reluctantly spread her legs. She bit her lower lip, anticipating the strike of the knotted ends of the thongs into her bare, hairless crotch, and hoping she could stifle her cry of pain and the urge to protect herself with her hands.

“Wider,” he said softly.

The woman's eyes were wide, her mouth open, her chest heaving with deep breaths. She was turned on by watching Jill's punishment. 

Jill moved her feet farther apart, and felt her damp vulva stick together briefly before they parted. She hoped that none of the thongs would find that exquisitely vulnerable open fold.

The man called Martin grinned, and touched the handle of the whip to Jill's loins. He rubbed it between the lips of her sex while she tried to stand still.

“This will be worse than the others,” he told her, as he stroked the tender cleft with the leather-bound whip handle. Jill felt her sex moisten. She remembered the Master whipping her to an orgasm.

She watched him lower the whip to his side, then swing it back and slash it forward and up, snapping the knotted leather thongs upward into her unprotected sex.

Somehow, she kept her arms over her head, and her cry was a strangled groan. One of the thongs had found her cleft, and she was certain that it had torn her tender flesh. She felt the warm blood seeping from the wound.

“You've trained her well, Max,” said Martin. “Let's see if she can take the last one.”

Jill thought that she would need stitches if he hit her again like that, but she knew that any defensive action would cost her dearly.

He swung the whip upward into her open sex once more, and as she came, she realized than it was the juices of her excitement, not blood, that ran down her thighs.

The Master took her to a settee and caressed her gently while Lisa returned to the dais. “You've made me proud,” he told her.

The four guests took turns examining Lisa, squeezing, prodding, and even poking their fingers into her.

“Can we see her perform?” asked one of the men.

“Of course,” replied the Master. “Just tell her what to do. Perhaps one of my men . . .?”

“Not the horse!” laughed the third man.

“The black,” suggested the woman.

Whitey joined Lisa on the dais, and the frightened teenager undressed him. She mouthed his cock and licked his scrotum, and with a grin he turned his back on her and bent forward at the waist. Lisa began licking the crack of his ass.

Jill had the thought that the young girl was deliberately trying to make herself unattractive to the four strangers.

Whitey stretched out on his back and Lisa slowly impaled herself on his thick, hard cock.

She pumped her lithe body up and down, almost losing him several times before he came, and then she came.

“Suck him clean,” ordered Martin.

Lisa disengaged herself with a slurping sucking sound, and leaned over to lick the tracks of come from Whitey's cock.

“Have the other one lick her clean,” demanded the woman.

The Master nodded at Jill.

She knelt between Lisa's lovely thighs and lapped Whitey's come from the younger girl.

When Jill stepped from the dais, the Master nodded for her to leave with Dolly.

“Crawl!” ordered Dolly when they were in the hallway. She ordered Jill to crawl on her hands and knees all the way to the slave training area, and then into the bathroom where she and Lisa had gotten ready.

Grinning, Dolly raised her skirt and sat on the toilet. Jill didn't like the expression on Dolly's face.

“You want to take my place, don't you?” asked Dolly.

Jill shook her head. “Take your place? No,” she replied.

“Lying cunt!”

“I swear, Dolly, I just want . . . to get out of here! I'll do whatever I have to get away from here.”

“I've seen you look at him,” sneered Dolly, “and I've seen how he looks at you.”

Jill shook her head again. “No, I just want to be able to go home.”

“I want you to wipe my ass,” Dolly told her.

“What?”

“You fucking heard me, you little cunt! Wipe my ass!” She stood up from the toilet and bent forward over the vanity.

Jill reached toward the toilet paper holder, but it was empty. “There's no tissue,” she said.

“Use your tongue!”

Jill froze. “No!” she gasped. She glanced into the toilet bowl. Dolly had taken a shit. “Oh, no, you can't expect . . .”

Dolly spun around and slapped her across the face. Jill fell back on the tile floor. “I do expect!” she growled. “And if I have to pound your face in first to prove that I”m serious, I wouldn't mind at all!”

Jill didn't understand what made the woman so hostile, but she did know that any resistance or refusal would be serious.

“Get over here!” ordered Dolly, leaning over the vanity again.

Jill had learned that resistance and refusal were absolutely futile. That no matter how disgusting or painful obedience may be, punishment for refusal was even worse. She slowly knelt behind Dolly, and put her hands on the older woman's buttocks.

“Spread 'em and start licking!” growled Dolly.

Jill closed her eyes and obeyed. She tried to ignore the bitter taste, the texture, and the odor, and when her tongue found a lump of softness it took all her willpower not to vomit.

Dolly grunted and groaned, and wriggled her ass against the slave's beautiful face. “Get your tongue in there where it can do some good,” she sneered. “Tongue-fuck my asshole!”

After a few minutes of that, Dolly ordered her into the bedroom and tied her wrists and ankles to the corners of the bed. She sat on Jill's face and ordered her to continue eating out her asshole. Jill didn't mind as much now, because the bitter taste was almost gone.

She felt Dolly's fingers on her sex, probing, pulling, and pinching, and she felt herself become wet.

Then a finger in her, and another.

Jill moaned in protest. She wasn't as turned on and prepared as she'd been the last time Dolly had started fingering her, and the angle was different. And she still stung from Martin's whip.

Three fingers, and then the fourth. She felt Dolly's thumb on her clitoris, gouging it into the soft moist flesh.

Dolly withdrew her hand and rolled off Jill's face. “I'll do better than last time,” she promised.

Jill trembled. Dolly leaned over her and forced a red rubber ball into her mouth, and used two pieces of surgical tape to hold it in place.

Dolly stretched out on the bed next to Jill and quickly forced four fingers into her sex. Formed into a cone, the thumb in the center.

Jill groaned in protest, but there was nothing she could do to protect herself.

“He thinks you've got a tight little pussy,” grumbled Dolly. “Well, we'll just see how tight it is when I get through with it!”

Jill wanted to scream.

She felt the hand almost breach her distended opening, and wondered how badly the crazed woman was going to injure her.

The hand was in her, and she felt it become a fist.

Then Dolly's mouth on her, sucking her clitoris while the fist pumped her, and the welcome warmth of her orgasm took her away from the pain for a while.

She was dazed, and she felt empty, and then something hard and cold slid into her. Dolly squatted on her face, smothering her, and the hard thing in her became larger, stretching her.

Dolly was going to ruin her!

“I'll make you so loose even Donkey won't want to fuck you,” cackled Dolly as the object stretched her even more.

“What the fuck are you doing?” demanded the voice of the Master. He jerked Dolly off the helpless slave. “Did I tell you to stretch her cunt?”

“No, Master,” sobbed Dolly, frightened now.

He released something, and the device became smaller. He pulled it out of Jill and showed it to her. “It's a speculum,” he told her, “like doctors use to open women for an internal examination. Only this one is for a veterinarian. For large animals, like horses and cattle!”

He nodded toward Whitey and Donkey. “I think Dolly has forgotten that she's a slave.”

“We'll jog her memory,” promised Donkey.

The Master released Jill's bonds and she was briefly tempted to thank him. “She made you eat her shit, didn't she?” he asked.

Jill nodded, blushing. “Yes, Master.”

He rubbed her sex, and she felt her body lubricate. “Beg me,” he told her.

“Please, Master,” she hissed, “Please . . fuck me?”

He pushed two fingers in her. “Not there,” he said.

She turned and bent forward over the bed. “Am I . . tight enough . . there?” She cupped her buttocks and spread them.

She groaned as he wet two fingers again in her sex and then forced them into her anus.

“Yes,” he chuckled.

The other two men had Dolly arched backward over a sawhorse. Jill was surprised that the older woman was supple enough for a complete backbend.

Donkey began popping Dolly's breasts with the cat, while Whitey began fingering her.

Jill grunted as the Master wet his cock in her sex and then slowly drove it into her anus. It hurt, but not like when Whitey had sodomized her.

She heard a pained moan from Dolly, and saw that Whitey had four fingers in her sex. And his thumb in the center of the cone of his fingers.

Dolly cried out as the black man forced his hand into her.

Jill did not expect to get turned on, but she did, and then she was suddenly overcome by an orgasm.

When they finished with Dolly, the welts on her breasts and belly were bleeding. The Master grinned cruelly at her. “Get over here and clean my cock.”

Dolly moved quickly and sucked Jill's bowel taste from the Master's cock. She whimpered when it was hard again and he pushed her away. “Now clean her,” he ordered.

Dolly buried her face between Jill's beautiful buttocks and licked and slurped and sucked until Jill had another orgasm.

“Now,” he told Jill, “You can punish her. You can do anything you want to her. Anything!”

Jill didn't want to do anything to Dolly, but she sensed that if she didn't do something to punish the older woman, something would be done to her.

The trouble was, she knew that whatever she did to Dolly, the older woman would get her back for it. She picked up the cat. “Can you, uh, hang her by her ankles, Master?”

He grinned, and nodded to Whitey and Donkey.

Dolly glared at her while the men strapped a pair of cuffs to her ankles and attached chains to them.

Jill looked up at the lifting mechanism. The chains wrapped around two drums. “They have to be wider,” she said. They moved the drums farther apart, and she nodded.

They hoisted Dolly, and when her head was clear of the floor, her legs were strained wide and the entire length of her cleft was open and accessible.

Jill stood to one side and swung the cat across Dolly's buttocks. She knew the sound by now, and realized she'd struck nearly as hard as they had ever whipped her.

Dolly gasped, and the pattern of welts appeared quickly. Then Dolly laughed. “You have to hit harder than that to make me come, and a hell of a lot harder to make me beg.”

Jill realized she was out of her league. She swung the whip again, harder, and drew a soft groan from Dolly. “That's better,” Dolly taunted. I bet I come before you can make me beg.”

Jill lashed her across the back of one taut thigh, so the thongs wrapped around and the knots punished the tender inner flesh. “I'll bet you a cigarette burn on the tit you can't make me beg before I come.”

“That's a bet,” said the Master.

Jill gulped. She didn't want a cigarette burn anywhere. So far, they hadn't made any permanent marks on her, and she was afraid that a cigarette burn would leave a scar.

She laid the knots on Dolly's belly, just below the coppery curls of her pubes, and when she heard the gasp, she realized that the older woman was getting excited.

The next was across the front of one thigh, the knots again punishing the inner flesh. And then the other thigh. Dolly gasped, “Oh, yes!”

Jill stood in front of Dolly and swung the lash from above, slightly to one side of the open cleft, the knots cracking against the meat of her ass. And again, slightly to the other side.

Jill could see the shine of Dolly's wetness.

She popped the knots into the older woman's loins, and realized Dolly was on the edge of an orgasm.

One more in the tender cleft, and the older woman was gasping and trembling, ready to come.

Jill realized that if she hit Dolly any more with the cat she would lose the bet. She dropped the lash and buried her face in Dolly's sex. She sucked Dolly's puffy vulva into her mouth and kissed her inner thighs. 

“No!” shrieked Dolly. “Hit me with the whip! Don't suck me! Please, whip me!”

Jill stepped back, quickly. “She begged!” she announced triumphantly.

The Master grinned at her. “You win,” he told her.

He lit a cigarette and handed it to her. Whitey and Donkey lowered Dolly and helped her to her feet. She stood in front of Jill and took a deep breath.

Jill looked at the hideous tattoo on Dolly's left breast, and then put her hand on the unmarked right breast. She fondled the breast briefly, then quickly pressed the cigarette coal into the soft white flesh beneath the nipple.

Dolly gasped, but didn't make a move of resistance. As Jill ground the hot coal against her breast, Dolly shuddered and came.

Jill hoped she'd never learn to enjoy pain like that.

   

CHAPTER SEVEN

 Lisa was gone, and Jill was afraid to ask what had happened to her. The younger girl had obviously been sold, and Jill wondered how much she had gotten. Jill was the only slave trainee for a few days, and she wondered how long her ordeal would continue. They seemed to never run out of ways to hurt her, or degrade her, or use her.

“You must learn to recognize the needs and desires of others,” explained the Master, “And then beg to fulfill them.”

“Yes, Master,” she agreed, her wary eyes on the burning candle he held above her. She was stretched out on her back on a narrow table, her wrists tied at her sides and her feet in stirrups.

He touched her face with a gentle fingertip, and stroked her lovely lips. She gasped, unsure what he wanted.

He tilted the candle, and dripped hot wax on her nipple. Jill sobbed.

“You didn't beg,” he admonished her gently. He touched her lips again.

“Please, Master,” she whimpered, “ . . Please . . fuck my mouth?”

“Very good!” he praised her. He opened his robe and stood beside her head. Jill opened her mouth and sucked as he slid his cock down her throat. He began fucking her face slowly and gently, and helped her position her head so her throat was aligned for him.

She had to learn to control her breathing, and she was surprised to find that she could take his entire length. His heavy scrotum bounced against her cheek and there was nothing she could do with her tongue to make him come. It seemed that he was going to last forever.

Finally, he pulled out and stroked himself with his hand, and he shot his load all over his face.

He dripped wax on her other nipple. “You didn't thank me,” he said sternly.

“Thank you, Master,” she said quickly.

Dolly leaned over her and lapped the strings of come from her face, and then kissed her.

“Don't you think Dolly wants something?” asked the Master.

Jill gulped.

He dripped hot wax on her belly.

Dolly stuck her tongue in Jill's mouth.

“Please . . let me . . lick you?” Jill begged.

The Master dripped wax at the top of her hairless mound. “Be very specific,” he told her.

“Please, Dolly . . . may I . . suck your pussy?”

Dolly straddled Jill's head and spread her sex open with her fingers. She settled down and sighed as Jill began tonguing her sex. 

Jill didn't mind what they were doing as much as she minded having to ask them to abuse her.

Another time, they took her out to the exercise yard and showed her a plate of cold meat scraps. After several days of canned dog food, the scraps looked like a treat. “Sit up like a dog,” the Master ordered.

He tossed a chunk of meat to her, and she caught it with her hand. Before she could put it in her mouth, Whitey grabbed her wrist and made her drop it.

“Dogs don't use their hands,” snapped the Master. “Now get it with your mouth.”

She had to bend down and pick up the scrap with her lips.

He threw another, and she missed it and then went for it with her mouth.

She missed most of the scraps, but finally managed to catch a few. 

“What are you?” asked the Master.

“A . . slave, Master.”

“Sit!”

She quickly squatted on her hands and knees.

“Now, what are you?”

“A . . a dog?”

“That's a better answer, but not good enough.”

She gulped. “A bitch.”

He shook his head.

She knew what he wanted. “I'm a . . cunt.”

He smiled. “That's right. A bitch-cunt.”

When he took her back to her kennel, he handed her one of the large alligator clips he'd used before. “I want you to put this on your left nipple and leave it there until your next training session.”

Jill took the clip from him and squeezed it open. “I, uh, don't think . . . I can.”

“Since you've been good, I'll give you one more chance,” he told her. “You know that if you disobey, I'll do something worse to you than I've asked you to do to yourself.”

She nodded. “Yes, Master.” Biting her lip, she squeezed the clip open and held it over her swelling nipple. Slowly, she let it close, and she let out a moan as the sharp teeth dug into her sensitive nipple.

He left her alone for several hours.

The next time she was returned to her kennel, he made her slide a large dildo into her sex, and keep it there while she slept.

They tied her right ankle and her right wrist to rings in the floor of the training room, and stretched her left leg toward the ceiling and her left arm toward the wall over her head, and when Donkey fondled her wide-open loins, she remembered to beg. “Donkey, please fuck me in the cunt.”

She was wet. It seemed she was always wet.

He slid his huge cock into her, and he toyed with her clitoris while he fucked her. Jill came again and again, and when he finished, he moved around in front of her face. She knew what was expected, and asked, “May I lick your cock clean?”

At the next session, she was tied leaning forward so her breasts hung down, full and firm. She figured it was Dolly's turn, and Dolly wanted to hurt her.

Dolly fondled her breasts gently, almost as a lover would. Whenever one of them treated her gently, Jill knew that pain would follow.

“Well?” demanded the Master. “What does she want?”

“She wants to . . hurt me, Master.”

“Then you must beg her.”

“Oh, God,” Jill moaned softly. “Dolly, please . . . hurt my breasts.”

Dolly showed her a pin. The kind that came in new shirts, a straight pin with a steel ball for a head, terribly sharp. She held the point against the outer curve of the breast and looked at Jill.

Jill swallowed nervously, and knew that if she didn't cooperate, she would suffer worse. “Stick it . . in me.” she hissed.

She hated shots and needles. She took a breath.

“Wait,” said Whitey. He moved behind her and slid his cock into her. “Okay.”

Dolly pressed the pin slowly into the side of Jill's breast. Jill tensed and groaned, and Dolly pressed it in until just the head showed.

“Oh, shit, that makes her tighten right up,” sighed the black man.

Dolly had another pin. Jill had to ask for it in the inner curve of her other breast.

Then another, in the pale sensitive flesh of the first breast. And another, and another, until there were ten or so in either breast.

Whitey wasn't even fucking her. He was getting off on the contractions caused by her pain.

Dolly held the point of a pin against the swollen coral of one areola, and Jill had to beg her to stick four or five in the even more tender area around each nipple, and finally to drive a pin straight into the center of each nipple.

“Oh, Jesus, I”m ready,” gasped Whitey. He cupped his big black hands over her punished, studded breasts and fondled them as he fucked her.

This worked the pins in her breasts and multiplied the pain. Jill moaned in delirious agony while he came in her.

When Whitey pulled his softening cock out, she felt Dolly's hand cup her sex, and saw the older woman's other hand reach toward her breasts. She quickly begged, “Please fuck my cunt with your fist!” to avoid any further torment of her breasts.

It didn't hurt as much this time as Dolly worked her hand into Jill's sex, and when the hand became a fist and began fucking her, she came.

There was a new girl in the exercise room the next time Whitey led her in. A beautiful brunette, with full, firm breasts, wearing a sheer white drape like Jill had worn the first time.

The new girl looked shocked when she saw Jill, wearing nothing but a dog collar, with fading welts across her breasts and belly, and no hair on her sex.

Max gestured toward Jill. “This is another slave,” he told the new girl. “She's into advanced training.” He turned to Jill. “What are you?” he asked.

“I'm . . . cunt.” Jill replied softly, hoping she had said the right thing.

“And what do you do?”

Dolly was grinning, but Jill didn't let it bother her. “Anything that pleases my Master.”

“You can't . . .” the new girl began.

The Master slapped her face, and almost knocked her down. “Speak only when spoken to!” he growled.

The sheer white fabric billowed and the girl struggled to keep it over her front. She had a honey-toned bikini tan, and smooth skin than looked flawless.

“Fondle your tits.”

Jill cupped her breasts and kneaded them gently, thumbing her rising nipples. Her breasts were still tender from Dolly's torment with the pins.

The new girl gave Jill a disgusted sneer.

“Now your cunt,” ordered Max.

Jill stroked her smooth vulva, and drew her fingertips up her moistening cleft. She spread them with the fingers of one hand and gently pinched her clitoris with the other hand. She was surprised to realize how quickly she'd made herself wet. Or maybe she was already wet. Either way, she was more easily excited than she would ever have believed.

“That's disgusting,” sneered the new girl.

Max grinned at her. “You do it,” he told her.

Jill recognized his tone, and she wanted to warn the girl to obey him.

Instead, the girl shook her head. “You're crazier than hell if you think I'm going to put on a perverted show for a bunch of degenerates!”

Jill sucked in a deep breath and slid two fingers into herself, and caressed her swollen clitoris with her thumb. She hoped the Master would tell her to go down on the new girl.

“You dare to refuse?” he asked.

“Yes, and if you've got any sense at all, you son of a bitch, you'll give me back my clothes and let me go right now, before you really get yourself in trouble. Do you know who my father is?”

Jill suddenly realized that she knew who the girl was. She had been the queen of the debutante ball just a few months earlier. A snob, from old money. Jill wanted to see the little bitch turn humble.

The Master nodded. “Of course I do. But he's not here, and he can't help you. You are mine, and I can do anything I wish with you. Do you understand?”

“You'll pay for anything you do to me,” promised the new prisoner.

The Master nodded. “Perhaps,” he said with an amused grin. He put his hand over one of her full breasts. She was too surprised to react at first, and then she pulled back, leaving him with a handful of the white fabric. She tried to cover her exposed breast with her hands, but Whitey and Donkey grabbed her arms.

“Let . . me . . GO!” she demanded.

“They'll let one arm go when you agree to rub your own pussy,” said the Master.

“You can go to hell!”

“Are you a virgin?” he asked.

“That's none of your business!”

Whitey and Donkey backed her to the heavy table, and then arched her backwards over it. The Master grinned at Jill. “Check her out.”

Jill approached her from the side, to avoid her frantic and vicious kicks. Smiling down at the new girl, Jill put her hand over the dark-haired loins.

“Get your filthy hand off me!” demanded the girl.

Jill's other hand was wet with her own juices. She pulled her fingers from her sex and covered the new girl's mouth with that hand. The girl pressed her lips closed and grunted in protest.

Jill's fingers explored the brunette's cleft, but the sleek thighs were pressed together too tightly to allow access to her opening. She used her thumb to find where the girl's inner labia met near the top of her cleft, and dug her thumbnail into the soft flesh.

The new girl shrieked and kicked her legs, and Jill quickly drove a finger into the unprotected opening.

“No,” wailed the captive, but she could not resist Jill's explorations. She whimpered as Jill forced a second finger in her, and drove both fingers as deep as she could.

“No, Master,” Jill said, “She's not a virgin.”

“You are sure?” asked the Master.

Jill nodded, and decided to degrade the girl further. “I'm sure, Master. She's well-used.”

“No! That's not true!” objected the prisoner.

Jill suppressed a grin. The girl was not a virgin, but she was too tight to have had much experience.

“Make her wet.”

“No!” shrieked the captive.

Whitey and Donkey slid the girl onto the table, and doubled her long legs up to her chest, lifting her ass from the table and opening her entire cleft.

Jill stood at the end of the table and leaned down to lick the cleft and suck at the soft folds of flesh, while the helpless prisoner cried and protested.

In moments, Jill tasted the response. She felt the swelling clitoris with her lips, and she drove her tongue into the moist warm opening. The girl protested even louder, but when Jill forced her tongue into the bitter taste of her anus, the girl moaned and begged.

“Don't,” she wailed, “Please don't.”

“Is she very wet?” asked the Master.

Jill tasted her pussy again. “Oh, yes, Master.”

The Master urged her away, and stepped up to the open loins. He worked his cock into the girl, and fucked her slowly and made her come. After he came in her, he withdrew and turned, to let Jill suck him clean.

She turned to the captive and began licking the Master's come from her pussy. The new girl came again, and lost control of her bladder. Jill let the urine run over her face and into her mouth, and when it was over, she kissed the girl on the mouth.

“You did well,” said the Master when Donkey and Whitey left with the new girl.

“Thank you, Master,” replied Jill.

“You have little left to learn,” he added. “In fact, just a few final exams and a couple of rituals.”

“It's . . funny,” Jill said, “I . . didn't mind . . any of that.”

“Good. Show me when Whitey and Donkey come back.”

Jill sucked Whitey first, and held his cock in her mouth after he came, until he began to urinate. She held his cock in front of her open mouth and played the stream over her face, over her breasts, and in her mouth.

Then it was Donkey's turn. “Do you want to fuck me in the mouth or in my cunt?” she asked.

“Cunt,” Donkey said, and then you can suck me.”

Jill leaned over the table and grunted when he shoved his huge cock into her. “May I play with myself while you fuck me?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Donkey grunted.

Jill fingered her clitoris, and came just before he did. She rubbed her fingers in her wet pussy and then licked them as she knelt in front of him.

She sucked the juices from his cock and gulped when he relaxed his bladder.

 
CHAPTER EIGHT

 Jill thought she heard the new girl moving around in the next cell. “Hello?” she called. The sounds stopped. “Are you there?”

“What do you want?”

“I just . . . are you all right?”

“Yes, no thanks to you.”

“I'm sorry,” said Jill, “I have to do what they tell me. You will too.”

“Don't bet on it.”

“You're Andrea Chase, aren't you?”

No answer. 

“I'm Jill Anderson.”

“I know who you are, and I really don't think we have anything to discuss.”

“Maybe not,” said Jill, a little angrily. “Maybe I should just let you learn the rules the hard way. Like I did.”

“This is a kidnap thing, isn't it?” asked Andrea. “And for all I know, you're part of it.”

“I'm a prisoner here, just like you are,” snapped Jill. “I was kidnapped, or abducted. I think someone drugged me. I was just as proud and scornful as you, and they . . . well, my particular vanity was being a natural blonde.”

“Even if you're telling the truth,” sneered Andrea, “they wouldn't dare do anything like that to me. I'm worth too much to them in ransom.”

There was much more that Jill wanted to say, but not to someone who didn't even believe her.

She slept lightly, and once thought she heard Andrea crying softly.

They came for Andrea first, and when Donkey led Jill by the leash into the training room, Andrea was spread-eagled on her back with her head hanging over the end of the heavy old wooden table.

“Give her a shampoo,” ordered the Master.

There was a bucket of water on a low table which Whitey rolled beneath Andrea's head, and small plastic bottles of shampoo and conditioner. “Yes, Master,” replied Jill.

She had admired Andrea's lovely black hair before, and in fact had wanted to run her fingers through it. She wet Andrea's long, glossy hair and then worked the shampoo into it, and then she rinsed it and dried it with a towel. This was something Jill and her friends had done lots of times for one another, and she enjoyed it.

“Wrap it and let it work for a while,” he ordered as soon as she'd worked the conditioner in. It had a strong chemical smell that Jill thought she recognized, but couldn't place right away.

When she did recognize the smell of hair remover, she nearly laughed out loud, but instead grinned at the Master and smeared some of it on Andrea's eyebrows.

A few minutes later, Jill unwrapped the towel and took a wet washcloth and began washing Andrea's head, scrubbing the hair away from the bound girl's scalp. 

It took a moment before Andrea realized something was wrong, and another moment before she figured out what it was. Then she shrieked, “NOOOO!!!” and began sobbing.

Jill scrubbed away her eyebrows last, and the Master handed her a mirror to show Andrea what she looked like bald.

“You bitch!” she screamed. “You bastard!” she yelled at the Master.

“I believe I've already informed you,” the Master said to her, “that you are not to speak out of turn, nor to refuse any of us anything, nor especially to speak to me with disrespect. The last outburst was your fifth in this session, and there were eleven yesterday.”

“So what are you going to do, cut my hair off?” Andrea sneered.

“No, that was just a training exercise,” he told her. “To teach you some humility. Punishment will be with a dog whip.” He showed her a thin, stiff whip about four feet long. “One cut for every outburst. You're now up to seventeen.”

Andrea raised her head and gasped when she looked at the whip. “That . . . will leave marks,” she told him.

“Most of them will fade,” he told her.

She looked at Jill's breasts, which still showed marks from several days earlier. “No,” she moaned softly, “Don't mark me.”

“Do you want to be turned over for your punishment,” asked the Master, or do you want them on your breasts and belly?”

Andrea but her lip. “Yes . . . please . . . turn me over,” she asked softly.

Jill recognized the practiced tone of a women who expected men to do as she asked.

“That will be eighteen,” he said. “You failed to address me as Master. You must address me as Master, and you must ask me to have you turned over to be whipped on your ass.”

Andrea stared at him briefly, and shook her head. “No,” she replied. “I won't say anything like that.” Suddenly, she looked at Jill. “You did, didn't you? You humbled and degraded yourself to escape punishment. But you didn't escape anything. All you did, at best, was to delay it, to prolong it.” She laughed bitterly. “Nothing I do or say matters at all,” she sneered at the Master. “If you're going to hurt me, or mark me, or . . . kill me, nothing I say will make the slightest difference.”

The Master snapped the thin whip down across the full upper curves of Andrea's breasts, drawing a sharp gasp from the girl. The whip left a white line that quickly reddened and then slowly welted up and darkened.

“After I've trained you,” he told her, “I'll sell you. Probably to someone who could buy and sell your father, and for a small fraction of what I could get in ransom.”

He snapped it across her flat, hard belly next, and she sucked in another gasp. “There's so much less risk dealing with a willing customer than trying to collect ransom.”

The next was a diagonal down the inside of one thigh. The blows were harder than any that Jill had suffered, she was sure.

“My customers buy slaves for one of two purposes,” he continued, pausing to lash the whip into the tender undercurves of Andrea's proud breasts. “They either want a docile, obedient sexual receptacle, or they want a target for their sadistic impulses.”

Another blow across her belly. Andrea's breath was getting ragged, and he paused. “Of course, most sex slaves do get punished by their masters, and the pain slaves get fucked a lot, at least while they still have their looks.”

He had moved around her and lashed the inside of the other thigh.

“Slaves who learn to enjoy sex are called creamers, and their owners take a lot better care of them.” Another blow across her belly.

“The others are called beaters,” he told Andrea. “They don't live as comfortably, and they wear out quickly. Needless to say, they lose their looks and their youth rapidly.”

He struck her across the tops of her thighs and she whimpered. “There is yet a third kind of slave,” he mused. “The ones who derive sexual excitement and gratification from pain.” He caressed her sex with his hand and teased her clitoris with his fingertips.

“No, please . . . Master,” Andrea whispered.

He struck across her breasts, just below her nipples, and she finally cried out. “That's nine,” he told her. “Only nine to go, unless you earn more.” 

He nodded to Jill, and then toward Andrea's spread thighs. Jill leaned over and began to lick the other slave.

Andrea became wet very quickly, and groaned as Jill sucked her swelling clitoris and licked her slippery sex.

She heard the whip strike, and felt Andrea's muscles tense beneath her lips.

Again, and moments later, again. She looked up just as the Master laid the whip right across Andrea's nipples.

Andrea shrieked and bucked, and it took Jill a moment to realized that the captive rich girl was coming. The Master waited until it was over.

“Now it's her turn,” he said.

Jill didn't understand.

“Sit on her face,” he explained.

Jill straddled Andrea's pretty face and pulled her bald head into her own loins.

“I'll keep on whipping her until you come,” the Master told Jill. “And don't dare to fake it.”

Jill felt Andrea's tongue spear into her, and she rubbed her clitoris on the bald girl's nose. She heard the whip strike, and Andrea began sucking as if her life depended on it.

Jill started coming after the Master lashed Andrea three more times. After she came, she dug her thumbs in Andrea's cheeks to hold her mouth open, and emptied her bladder into Andrea's mouth.

Jill stepped away and gasped when she saw Andrea's body. Laced with darkening welts, and bleeding in several places where the welts crossed.

“One more,” announced the Master, untying one ankle.

Andrea groaned, but she didn't have the strength to resist as he raised her leg straight up into the air.

He laid the whip into the soft, tender flesh of her sex and Andrea shrieked.

The Master nodded to Whitey and Donkey and they took the sobbing, bleeding girl out of the room.

Jill knelt in front of the Master and opened his robe. He was fully erect, but she sensed that he was in no hurry. She licked the length of his cock, and the sides and the sensitive spot beneath the swollen head.

She licked his scrotum and held each testicle gently in her warm mouth, and when he raised one foot to the table, she licked behind his scrotum.

She squeezed his buttocks and spread them and licked the dark cleft between.

She felt Dolly kneel in front of the Master, and knew that the older woman was sucking the Master's cock while she tongued his ass.

Then Whitey lifted her to her feet and took her to a low couch. He stretched out on his back and she straddled him, but before she could slide down on his cock, Donkey had entered her from behind. Jill ground her hips back against him, taking him as deep as she could.

Donkey gave her several strokes and then pulled out, and then pressed his cock against her asshole.

“Oh, yes,” Jill hissed, “Fuck me in the ass!” She groaned as his huge cock stretched her anus.

She felt Whitey's cock prodding her, and she guided him into her cunt. “Oh, shit,” she groaned, “Doublefuck me! Hard!”

Somehow, they managed to roll and turn so that they were facing each other, and Jill was sitting impaled on them both.

She let Dolly lean her back, which drove Donkey's cock even deeper into her bowels, and straddle her face. While she sucked Dolly's clitoris, she felt the Master enter Dolly from behind.

Jill started coming, and as her orgasm passed, another began. She lost count, and she wasn't able to tell who else came. She felt the Master pull out of Dolly and she tasted semen, and she couldn't tell which cock under her came and went soft. She sucked the Master's come from Dolly.

“Oh, thank you,” she sighed when they had all slipped from her and Dolly stepped away.

She lapped the taste of Dolly and his own come from the Master's cock, and then she licked Whitey clean and she sucked the taste of her ass from Donkey.

Dolly straddled Jill's face again. “Open your mouth.”

Jill lay with her mouth open, expecting the familiar warm yellow stream, but instead, Dolly spread her buttocks.

She felt Dolly strain, and realized why just before something warm dropped into her mouth. She forced her mind to go blank, so she wouldn't think about the disgusting thing she was doing. Tears ran from her eyes as she managed to swallow.

The fact that she had gone along with the disgusting scene willingly was worse than anything they had done to her.

  

CHAPTER NINE

 Jill thought that they had been easier on Andrea than they'd been with her, but the next time they took both girls outside, she wasn't so sure.

Andrea was already there, wearing nothing but a pair of thigh-high leather boots, with extremely high heels. Jill was surprised that Andrea could even stand in them, especially on the grass.

Andrea's wrists were bound behind her, and a leather strap cinched her elbows together, drawing her shoulders back and forcing her chest out. Whitey caressed her welted breasts and grinned as her nipples rose. The spoiled debutante winced, but showed them no sign of surrender.

Donkey put a leather harness over her bald head, with a wide band that went around her forehead and straps that crossed at the crown and went down her cheeks, crossed again beneath her jaw, and buckled behind her ears. Leather blinders were attached to the straps at the temples, so she could not look to either side.

As Jill recognized the harness as a modification of a horse bridle, she noticed a two-wheeled cart near the wall. It looked like a harness racing sulky, except that it had one shaft in front, instead of two. And something was sticking up at the end of the shaft.

Whitey showed Andrea a thick, black rubber dildo attached to the middle of a short wooden dowel with leather straps at each end. When he pressed it against her mouth, she tried to turn her head, but then he grabbed her face beneath her jaw and dug his fingers and thumbs into her cheeks until she had to open her mouth. He pushed the rubber cock into her mouth and Donkey tied the straps together behind her head.

They put a wide leather belt around Andrea's tiny waist and buckled it tightly until the helpless girl groaned. The belt had thongs of thinner leather hanging down in front and in back.

“Bring the cart over here,” Max ordered Jill, indicating the area behind the harnessed prisoner.

The object sticking up from the end of the shaft was another dildo, that might have been cast from Donkey's cock. Jill lifted the shaft and as she pulled the cart around, she shuddered as she imagined how the dildo would pull at a girl's tender sex.

“Make her wet,” ordered Max.

Whitey took the shaft of the cart and Jill knelt quickly in front of Andrea.

The bald girl moaned as Jill began licking her pretty little brunette sex, but she didn't fight as she had before. Jill teased, stabbing her sharp pointed tongue at the swelling clitoris and into the tight little opening, then sucking hard on the vulva or the delicate inner labia. She glanced from the corner of her eye and saw Max's nod of approval.

In moments, Andrea had forgotten any thoughts of resistance and was trembling and moaning, rocking her hips trying to keep her clitoris against Jill's mouth.

Jill stopped when she sensed that any more stimulation would trigger Andrea's orgasm. She felt a wicked sense of satisfaction when Andrea groaned in frustration.

Still kneeling, she watched as Whitey positioned the end of the cart's tow-shaft under Andrea, and lifted it into position. “Wait,” she sighed, “Maybe I should make it wet too?”

Max nodded, and she forced her mouth down over the huge end of the dildo. She drooled the mixture of her saliva and Andrea's juices over it, and then leaned back. She was as wet as Andrea.

Jill watched the dildo approach Andrea's opening, and then begin to stretch it.

Andrea groaned, an odd mixture of pain and need as her pussy stretched to admit the obscene intrusion. Whitey fucked it into her slowly, in some, out a little, and then in a little deeper. Jill felt her mouth go dry as she watched the dildo disappear into the helpless prisoner.

Then Andrea tensed, and made a garbled squawk of protest. “I don't think there's much more cunt room left,” laughed Whitey. He tied the thongs loosely under the shaft.

“Why don't you tie them tight?” asked Jill.

He grinned. “Want it to be able to move up and down,” he told her.

“All right, bitch,” growled Max, “pull it once around the yard. Let's see if you need reins.”

Tears running down her pretty cheeks, the captive debutante began pulling the cart.

“Faster!” ordered Max.

Jill bit her lip. She knew it was hard enough to simply walk in the high-heeled boots, and with the dildo stretching her pussy and the mass of the cart pulling and pushing at her abused flesh, it had to be nearly impossible.

Andrea's face was red when she completed the lap, and her chest was heaving.

Max looked at Jill. “Get in. Let's try a light load. And we'll need reins.”

Jill climbed carefully into the seat, and when she leaned back, the dildo was driven up hard into Andrea. But Andrea's greatest fear was the reins, which had sharp-teethed clips at the ends. She moaned in agony as Whitey fastened the clips to her nipples and passed the straps back to Jill. He handed Jill a light buggy whip, just long enough to reach the harnessed debutante.

At Max's nod, Jill snapped the whip at Andrea's bottom and ordered, “Giddyup.”

Andrea moved forward carefully, moaning as Jill's weight added to the weight of the cart pulled at her punished sex. Jill tugged at the right rein, and Andrea turned to the right.

There was a slight rise at one end of the exercise yard, and Jill guided Andrea up the steeper side of it, then over the top, and pulled on both reins to make her stop half way down the other side. Max grinned and nodded at Jill with approval when she cracked the whip across Andrea's shoulders to make her start moving again.

Andrea couldn't make it all the way around the yard, and when Jill jerked cruelly on the reins, she just knelt and shook her head.

Jill looked toward the Max for guidance.

“Take her place and show her what a real slave can take,” he told her.

Whitey unstrapped Andrea and helped her get the boots off, and then Donkey helped Jill put the boots on. They were at least a size too small, and it hurt her feet just to stand. She bent her head down so Donkey could put the harness on her, and she crossed her wrists behind her back so he could bind them. She arched her back when he put the strap around her elbows and she winced when he pulled it tight.

She opened her mouth for the black dildo, and she groaned when Donkey cinched the belt around her waist. Her shoulders hurt, her jaws ached, her feet pinched, the belt felt like it was cutting her in half, and she could hardly breathe.

The Master handed the buggy whip to Andrea. “Make her open her legs,” he told the bald girl.

Jill realized that she was expected to resist. The Master wanted to watch Andrea punish her.

Andrea studied her a moment, then suddenly lashed the tops of Jill's thighs with the buggy whip. “Open,” she ordered. Jill stared back defiantly, and Andrea lashed her thighs again, higher.

Jill sucked in a deep breath through her nostrils, and slowly shook her head.

Andrea snapped the whip across her belly and Jill moaned. That was enough! But before she could move, Andrea whipped her across the breasts. Jill squealed in pain behind the dildo-gag, and spread her long legs.

Whitey lifted the tongue of the cart between her thighs and worked the tip of the huge dildo into the opening of her sex.

She hadn't realized just how wet she was. She felt the dildo stretch her as he slid it in, and she rolled her hips lewdly when he fucked it deeper and deeper. He let it slide about half way out and tied the thongs.

The dildo slammed up into her when Andrea climbed into the cart, and jerked down against the thongs when the other slave leaned forward.

Jill caught her breath as Whitey attached the reins to her breasts. She knew that Andrea was going to give her a real workout, and she was determined to take more than Andrea had.

She felt the whip across her buttocks, and took a step forward. The dildo pulled cruelly at her pussy until the cart moved, and then drove up into her as Andrea leaned back again. The whip lashed her again and she pulled harder. The rein pulled her right breast and she turned, and then the other rein pulled at her left breast and she turned the other way.

Andrea steered her from one side to the other as she pulled the cart toward the rise, and from time to time Andrea would lean forward or back to jerk the huge dildo out or to drive it into her.

Both reins jerked at her aching breasts when she had started up the hill, and the cart still pulled at her when she stopped. Andrea lashed her buttocks twice to get her moving again, and the cart pulled even worse. Andrea jerked on the reins again to make her stop on the downward slope, and the weight of the loaded cart pushed hard against the front of her pussy.

Andrea made her zig-zag almost the whole width of the yard on the return trip, but Jill managed to make it all the way.

The Master was smiling his approval.

They kept her bound when they took the slaves inside, and they led Andrea to the stool with two dildoes, where Jill had watched Dolly pierce little Lisa's breasts.

Andrea's eyes widened when she realized what the stool was for. “No,” she whimpered. 

“Sit,” ordered the Master.

Realizing she had no alternative but to be forcibly impaled, Andrea straddled the stool and slowly lowered herself onto the two dildoes. She cried out when Donkey and Whitey pulled her legs out in front of her and tied her ankles to rings in the floor.

Jill saw the pair of sawhorses and recalled what they had done to Lisa. Like Andrea, she knew she had no alternative, and decided to at least act brave.

The men helped her up on the sawhorses, and strapped one knee and ankle to each. Her open, hairless sex was directly in front of Andrea.

They bound her wrists to her ankles, forcing her back into a taut arch.

The Master caressed her thighs and her vulva. “Isn't she beautiful?” he asked Andrea.

Andrea nodded, and then remembered. “Yes, Master.”

“Did you like her taste?” he asked. “Don't lie!”

Andrea gulped. “Uh, well . . .” her face reddened, “I guess . . . yes, Master.”

Jill was getting very wet.

His hand slid up to her breasts and fondled them. Jill's nipples swelled. “And her breasts, do you like her breasts?”

“Yes, Master, they're . . . very beautiful.”

“But they need something, don't they?”

Andrea looked confused, unsure.

“Do they look like the breasts of a slave?” he asked.

Andrea's eyes brightened. “No, Master,” she agreed.

Dolly wheeled a table next to the sawhorses and Jill saw the alcohol, the gauze pads, the thick needle and the gold hoops. Jill knew it was her turn to be marked -- forever -- as a slave.

“Do you fear the pain?” asked the Master.

She tried to reply from behind the dildo gag, but could only shake her head. No, she was sure she had taken more pain than this.

“Are you ready to wear the rings?” he asked.

Jill swallowed, and looked into his eyes. Slowly, she nodded her head.

Dolly poured some alcohol into a little bowl, then wet a gauze pad in it and scrubbed Jill's left breast, especially the nipple.

Jill closed her eyes when she felt the point of the needle. She felt a little pressure and held her breath. More pressure, and then she felt a soft crunch, and a sudden, sharp pain. 

Dolly stepped back and the Master began to pinch and prod at her over-sensitized nipple. Then she felt a click and an unfamiliar weight.

“God!” she heard Andrea gasp.

Jill exhaled and looked down at the two-inch gold ring that pierced her nipple. She realized that it would show through any clothing she ever wore.

Dolly began scrubbing her other breast. When she put down the gauze pad and picked up the needle, Jill inhaled deeply, thrusting her breast forward to be pierced.

Again the sharp touch of the needle, the pressure, and the crunch as the needle went through. The Master moved in, and again the painful prodding and the snap, and it was over, leaving a dull ache in both nipples.

Dolly wheeled her cart away and Whitey wheeled in another, this with a smoking charcoal brazier. The Master watched as Whitey stirred the coals and examined the brand. “Do you want Whitey to remove the gag?” he asked.

Looking into his cold eyes, she nodded. This would be permanent.

She took a deep breath when the gag was gone. “Master, uh . . . where . . .?”

The Master smiled at her. “What are you?” he asked.

She took another deep breath. “A . . . cunt.”

“Then where should the brand go?”

“On my . . . cunt.”

Whitey examined the brand again, and put it back.

“Master, may I make a request?”

“You may make one request,” the Master said harshly. “I may grant it or I may not, and I might punish you for even asking.”

Jill nodded. “I know, Master. I wanted to ask if you would . . . brand me yourself.” She took another deep breath. “On my cunt,” she added.

He smiled at her. “Very well,” he said.

He examined the brand. “It's ready.” He leaned over her right leg, and Jill arched back and rolled her hips up. He stroked her sex with his thumb, feeling how smooth and soft her cunt was. He rubbed some petroleum jelly on the tender flesh, then pressed the hot brand against her left cuntlip.

There was pressure at first. It felt like ice briefly, and then she felt the searing heat. She cried out, and the pressure was gone.

The Master rubbed cold cream on the burn, to set the mark indelibly into her flesh.

“That is the mark of a slave,” he told Andrea. “It must never be covered when in the presence of the Master.”

Jill fought to control her sobs of pain. “Thank you, Master. May I give you pleasure?”

“Pleasure is not yours to offer,” he told her.

“I know, Master. I am yours to take any way you want. I just wanted you to know that your pleasure is my wish.”

“How would you give me pleasure?” he asked. “Beg for it.”

“Master, please let me suck your cock and swallow your come?”

The Master grinned. “All right,” he agreed. “But first I want to fuck this other bitch in the ass. Then you can suck my cock clean, and you can eat my come out of her ass.”

“Yes, Master,” Jill agreed, nearly smiling at the shocked look on Andrea's face.

Donkey and Whitey unstrapped Andrea and lifted her to the heavy table, on her back. They tied her wrists to the edge and doubled her sleek legs against her chest.

The Master stood at the end of the table, his erect cock aimed at Andrea's loins like a lance. Andrea didn't protest nor try to resist as he pressed against her anus. She groaned as he slowly slid his cock into her.

He grinned down at the bald captive and fucked her ass with slow, deep strokes. “You've had a cock in your ass before, haven't you?”

“No!” Andrea protested. “I mean, no, Master.”

He laughed and gave her half a dozen brutal strokes, and then fucked slowly, pulling his cock almost out of her each time.

Jill marvelled at his control. He seemed to be able to become erect at a thought, and to come whenever he wished.

He teased Andrea's clitoris with his thumb while he fucked her asshole, and she began to breathe more deeply.

“Oh,” she moaned, “Nooo.” Her lithe body began to writhe and she gasped and then cried out as she came.

The Master lurched several times as he pumped his semen into her ass.

Jill knelt quickly when he pulled out. For a brief moment, she looked as his cock, shiny and streaked faintly with white and brown, and then she took it into her mouth and sucked it gently.

It softened in her mouth, and then began to grow. “Enough,” he said, pulling away. “Now clean her.”

She turned to Andrea's naked, spread buttocks and pressed her face into the cleft. She licked, and found the still-dilated opening, and began to tongue it and suck it.

Andrea moaned in pleasure.

“Tongue-fuck her ass until she comes,” the Master ordered.

Jill drove her tongue as deep into Andrea's asshole as she could reach, and began pistoning it in and out. Soon, Andrea was groaning and gasping, and finally she came with a loud cry of release.

  

CHAPTER TEN

 Andrea was stretched out on a padded bench, her limbs spread-eagled and her wrists and ankles bound to rings set wide apart in the floor. In this position, the Master told her, all the most tender and sensitive parts of her body were accessible, she could not resist anything they did to her, and most important, she could be punished easily.

“Warm her up,” the Master ordered Jill. He placed a folding director's chair between Andrea's outspread feet and sat down to watch.

Jill knelt beside the bald prisoner and lightly stroked the taut, firm belly. “Quickly, Master?” she asked, “or slowly?”

Andrea trembled. “No,” she sighed, more of a comment than a plea.

The Master smiled his approval. “Slowly. Let her resist as long as she can, and then beg.”

Jill stroked the helpless girl's sides, her face, and the insides of her thighs. She fondled the flattened breasts, avoiding the stiffening nipples, and caressed the tender, sensitive hollows between Andrea's thighs and her sex.

“No,” groaned Andrea as she tried to resist the desires that coursed through her lithe body.

“Very good,” approved the Master, “She's already beginning to lubricate.”

Jill moved up and stroked Andrea's lovely face, teasing the parted, panting lips with gentle fingertips.

“You're a dyke, aren't you?” accused Andrea.

Jill raised up and moved her face to within an inch of Andrea's. “I am whatever the Master wishes me to be,” she breathed, “whore, cocksucker, lesbian or anything.” She kissed Andrea's mouth softly, and flicked the prisoner's lips with her tongue as she moved away.

“Look at those nipples,” said the Master. “And she wants us to believe she doesn't like this.”

Jill bent over Andrea's breasts and closed her lips over each of Andrea's swollen nipples. They were nearly as large and as hard as the tips of her little fingers. She mouthed the captive's flat belly and kissed a path down toward one outstretched thigh.

“Make a mold of each nipple,” said the Master.

Whitey knelt across from Jill and lit a wax candle. He grinned at Jill and she kissed a path from Andrea's navel down to the other thigh, rubbing her ringed nipples on the helpless girl.

Andrea's eyes went wide as she watched Whitey tip the candle over her, and she gasped as the first drop of wax fell to her nipple.

Jill licked the hollow at the top of one sleek thigh as the next drop of candle wax landed, and Andrea groaned.

The Master chuckled. “I knew it! They didn't even go soft!”

If anything, Andrea's nipples became even harder during the punishment of the hot wax. Whitey continued to let it drip until it completely covered the nipple and the areola, and then he began on the other breast.

Andrea moaned, but her nipple seemed to thrust up toward the dripping wax.

“Please,” moaned Andrea.

Jill licked the outer swell of the prisoner's vulva, and Andrea squirmed, trying to move her sex beneath the teasing mouth.

Still tormenting, Jill pressed her face between the spread thighs and licked briefly at the flesh between Andrea's openings, coating her nose and mouth and chin with Andrea's juices.

She slid her naked body up on Andrea, and kissed Andrea's mouth again, letting the helpless bald girl taste her own juices. Andrea moaned softly, and Jill felt her lips respond to the kiss. She moved her face around slowly while Andrea licked the wetness.

At a nod from the Master, Whitey straddled Andrea's arm so his stiff black cock was right in front of her face. “Do you want cock?” he asked.

Andrea gulped and nodded slightly.

“Say it!” he growled.

She shook her head in sudden refusal.

Jill bent down and took his cock in her mouth.

Andrea watched, almost as if mesmerized.

Whitey stroked his own cock while Jill sucked, and he came, much more quickly than usual.

Jill continued to suck until he was finished, but she did not swallow. When Whitey pulled away, she bent and kissed Andrea again, letting Whitey's thick load run into her mouth.

Jill was at least as excited as Andrea, but she had at least some degree of control, and she knew her pleasure would be quicker and more intense if she left it up to the Master.

Whitey picked the lumps of wax from Andrea's nipples and inspected them. “This one's all right,” he said, handing one to the Master, “but this one's got an air bubble in it.”

“Do it over.”

Andrea groaned.

“Probably too far away, man,” said Donkey. “The wax cooled too much as it dropped.”

Whitey lit the candle again, and Jill teased the nipple with dry lips until it was like a small pebble. Then Whitey dripped the hot wax from just a few inches above. The nipple was more than usually sensitive from the earlier wax treatment, and the hotter wax was agony to her flesh.

Andrea wailed, but the nipple remained stiff throughout the ordeal.

After Whitey had peeled away the wax, the Master ordered Jill to kneel on Andrea's chest, facing her feet.

She obeyed, her feet hooked over Andrea's shoulders and her shins crushing the bald prisoner's breasts, resting her weight on Andrea's chest so the prisoner could hardly breathe.

Jill's dripping sex was inches above Andrea's face. Donkey moved in behind her and slowly drove his huge cock into her sex.

As he began fucking her with long, slow strokes, she felt Andrea's face against her, the mouth seeking and finding her swollen clitoris.

Jill came twice while Donkey fucked her, and then again, while he pumped his incredible load into her.

She raised up and Donkey's cock dropped on Andrea's face. Jill heard the wet noises as Andrea sucked the mixed male and female juices from his cock, and then she lowered her sex to allow the frantic captive to suck the remainder of the juices from inside her.

Jill came again, and then she felt the need to urinate. She moved back slightly, so that Andrea's mouth was under her piss hole.

“Swallow every drop,” she ordered, as she relaxed her bladder.

Andrea gulped and coughed and Jill's urine ran all over her pretty face before she restored the humiliating contact. When she had finished, Jill climbed down.

“Please . . . I need . . .” moaned Andrea.

“What do you need, you skinny bald-headed pig?” sneered the Master.

“I . . . need,” she gulped, “to come, M-Master.”

He laughed cruelly, and handed a riding crop to Jill. “Use this,” he told her.

Jill took the short thin whip and snapped it across Andrea's belly, leaving a thin red mark. Then across the lower swells of her breasts. She paused to let the sensation linger, and as it began to fade, struck the inside of one thigh.

Andrea moaned.

Again, across the tops of the captive's breasts, and quickly inside the other thigh.

Several light strokes on the pubic mound, at a slight angle so the crop wouldn't hit inside the open cleft, and then a blow to the clitoris.

“Aaagggghhh!” cried the helpless victim. Her entire body tensed, but instead of pulling together in defense, her thighs strained to open.

Jill teased the girl's sex with the tasseled tip of the crop, and then worked it slowly into the opening.

Andrea moaned and her body writhed with its need.

She pulled it out and touched the wet tip to Andrea's lips. Andrea opened her lips and let Jill force the tip inside her mouth.

Jill laid several quick blows across Andrea's aching nipples, and when she began to whip the pussy again, Andrea came.

Whitey knelt between Andrea's thighs and drove his cock into her brutally. He fucked her until she came again, and then moved to the other end of the bench to fuck her face.

Donkey took his place between her thighs and fucked her through one orgasm and almost to another when Whitey came in her mouth.

When Donkey went around to Andrea's head, Jill caressed the girl's sex and poked her finger inside. She looked at the Master, and at his nod, she slipped a second finger in, and then a third.

Donkey came in Andrea's mouth and she swallowed noisily. Then he began to urinate.

Jill added a fourth finger, forming her hand into the shape of a cone, and folded her thumb into the center of the cone.

She worked her fingers in and out slowly, driving them slightly deeper each time, until she felt her knuckles pass through the distended opening. She pressed a little harder and as her hand slid inside, she made a fist.

Whitey was pissing in Andrea's face.

Jill pulled back and then pressed inward, sliding her wrist in and out of the wet, clasping opening.

Andrea came with a shriek, and then went limp.

Jill pulled her hand out slowly, and then helped the men untie the nearly unconscious, exhausted girl.

  

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 Andrea had changed. The passion she had poured into resistance for so many days was now applied toward obeying and pleasing the Master, and in taking pleasure wherever and however she could find it.

Their training was light for several days, little more than working them through some obedience drills, and pleasing the Master and his staff, sometimes by putting on a show together.

Jill was surprised that Andrea never hesitated to do what they told her, even when she had to hurt herself, like attaching the clips to her nipples. The closest she came to resisting was when she was ringed and branded.

She was strapped to the narrow examining table with her upper body raised. Her feet were in the stirrups and her legs drawn as wide as they would go. “What use are these?” asked the Master, cupping her breasts.

“To please my Master,” Andrea replied.

“How?”

“To feel them, if he wishes. To suck them if it pleases him. To whip them if he needs to punish me.”

“Are they pretty?”

Andrea swallowed. “Only . . . if my Master believes they are.”

Dolly wheeled in the cart with the piercing equipment, and Andrea looked fearfully at it.

“Wouldn't they be more attractive if they were adorned?” He continued to knead them.

Jill nearly smiled. The haughty, stuck-up bitch was being trapped into agreeing to her own mutilation!

Andrea knew the trap she was entering. “I . . . don't know, Master.”

“Do they look like the breasts of a slave?”

Andrea shook her head. “N-no, Master.”

“Do you want them to?” he asked gently.

It was the moment of surrender. “Yes, Master.”

He nodded to Jill, and she knelt between Andrea's thighs and began licking her naked loins.

Dolly scrubbed one nipple with alcohol. It was swollen and stiff.

Andrea closed her eyes as Dolly pressed the needle against the thick nipple, and she cried out when the needle went through. She whimpered as Dolly worked a three-inch ring through the nipple and snapped it closed.

Jill closed her mouth over the enlarged clitoris and sucked it while Dolly scrubbed the other nipple. Andrea wailed when it was pierced, and then she came.

“Think about where you should be branded,” the Master told her.

Andrea didn't complain, even when her arms were bound behind her and she had to run around the exercise area, her breasts bouncing and the new rings pulling at the sore nipples.

“Where should you be branded?” the Master asked her a few days later. The charcoal brazier was ready, and Donkey was heating the brand.

“I . . . I don't know, Master.” Andrea was terrified.

“Think!” he ordered. “Look at yourself in the mirror.”

Andrea looked at her reflection and shook her head in confusion. “I just don't know, Master.”

What do you see when you look at the front of your body?”

“A . . . as slave.”

“How do you know?”

“The rings.”

“Look at the back. Do you see a slave?”

Andrea shook her head. “I . . . guess not.”

“Will your Master fuck you in the ass?”

Gulp. “I . . . suppose so.”

“You should hope so!”

“Yes, Master, I . . . hope so.”

“How will he be reminded that he's fucking his slave?”

“He should . . . see . . . a mark,” she replied.

“Very good! Lean over the table.” He nodded his head toward Jill. “Make her asshole wet,” he told her.

Jill knew he was going to fuck the dispirited debutante in the ass, and she decided that she could make it better for both of them. She knelt behind Andrea and tongued her pussy and licked her clitoris until the girl was dripping with need, and then she began licking Andrea's anus, and spreading the pussy juices over and into the tight little hole. Andrea braced her feet wide and moaned with pleasure at what Jill's talented tongue was doing to her.

Left to her own choices, Jill would have continued until Andrea came, but she knew that was the Master's reward. She moved aside, and when the Master opened his robe, she wet his cock as well.

He didn't need to wet his cock in Andrea's pussy. He pressed it against the brown rosebud and pressed. The head disappeared and Andrea groaned. He drew back and drove it a little deeper, then fucked deeper and deeper into her with short thrusts.

Andrea moaned when he pulled almost out, and whimpered when he thrust almost all the way in. Several more long, slow thrusts and the girl was moaning with pleasure.

Jill leaned over the other end of the table and kissed Andrea's mouth. Andrea was almost ready to climax.

Donkey moved in behind Jill and drove his cock into her pussy, and Whitey got ready with the branding iron.

Andrea gasped and trembled, and the Master fucked her harder, bringing her closer to her release.

When Andrea started to orgasm, Whitey pressed the brand against the top curve of a lovely buttock, just outside the right dimple. Andrea groaned in agony.

Donkey came in Jill's pussy. When he finished coming, Jill turned around and knelt down to suck the juices from his cock.

The Master told Jill to stand next to the table and rest one foot on it, and then told Andrea to kneel beneath her and suck her pussy. Jill came and came.

After another relatively mild week, both girls were clear of whip marks and bruises. Andrea knew she was to be sold.

Dolly bathed them both, and helped them with their costumes and a minimum of makeup.

She outfitted them in black garter belts, net stockings, and stiletto heels, and little white aprons to serve at dinner.

There were three men and a couple this time, and they were less restrained than the guests at the first dinner. The men fondled the girls whenever they were in reach, and one of them almost made Jill come with his fingers.

The Master ran Andrea through a demonstration, first with Jill in mutual cunnilingus, and then with Whitey fucking her pussy. One of the men looked Arabic, and Jill was sure he would outbid the others.

Jill wasn't whipped for more than a week after Andrea left, and all the marks completely faded. Since she was the only slave in the house, she had to take care of all four of them at least once each day, and it worried her that she didn't enjoy it as much without some pain or some humiliation. She almost thanked Dolly one day for urinating in her mouth.

Then one afternoon, Dolly bathed her and arranged Jill's hair beautifully, and then dressed her in white nylons, garter belt and cutaway bra. High white stiletto heels completed the outfit.

She wished she could look at herself again in a mirror. She'd never looked better. Dolly took her through the front part of the house to the library. Old hardwood shelves lined with beautifully bound books, a fieldstone fireplace with a fire, leather furniture and an Aubusson carpet. She was impressed.

Whitey was watching her through a video camera. This was going to be a production.

“What are you?” asked the master.

“Cunt,” Jill replied, with only the slightest hesitation.

“What is your purpose?” 

“To give pleasure to my Master.”

“Tell me what you'd do to give pleasure to your master,” said the Master.

“Anything, Master. Everything.”

“Be more specific.”

“Well, he can fuck me. In my cunt or in my ass or in my mouth.”

“That's what he can do. What will you do for him?”

“I'll suck him clean after he fucks me. And I'll make him hard again.”

“Go on,” urged the Master, “what else could he do?”

“He can tie me up . . .”

“And . . .?”

“He can punish me.”

“How?”

Jill had become very sensitive to the sexual moods of men, and the Master was getting interested. “Any way he wishes, with a belt or a strap, or maybe with a switch or a whip.”

“Where on your body?”

She turned and swished her naked bottom at the camera. “My ass, of course,” she teased, “I've been told it's made for the whip.” She stroked her almost bare breasts. “These too, my breasts,” she swallowed, “. . and my nipples.”

He was looking at her smooth, hairless sex.

“And . . my pussy.”

“Your what?” he asked impatiently.

“My cunt.”

“What if he wanted to show you to someone else?”

Jill nodded. “While I belong to him, he can show me to anyone he wishes, or have me give them pleasure.”

“Other men?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Women?”

“Yes.”

“Animals?”

“Even . . animals.”

“What else?” he asked. “Keep going.”

“He could have someone else punish me.”

The Master nodded.

“He can piss on me. On my face, or in my mouth, or in my cunt or my ass. If he'd like, I'll lick his ass clean after . . . he takes a shit.”

“Where can he shit?”

“In my mouth.”

The Master smiled. “The camera is recording this for your Master, Cunt. Show yourself to him.”

She smiled into the lens, and caressed her breasts and thighs. Her nipples were already hard, but she pinched them lightly and pulled at the rings to make them even larger.

She stroked her vulva and spread her sex open. She wet a finger in her mouth and stroked her swollen clitoris with it, exciting herself.

“I think you've learned to be an obedient slave. The best kind, a creamer.”

“Yes, Master.” She was finally going to be able to leave!

  

CHAPTER TWELVE

 Jill was naked.

Donkey blindfolded her, and then bound her elbows and wrists together behind her back.

“Your owner will inspect you,” announced the Master. “Be sure you do not disappoint him.”

“Yes, Master.”

He led her to another room, larger than the library, and just as rich. Thickly carpeted, a smell of leather, and heat from a fireplace. There were others already in the room, and she knew they were men.

“Step up,” ordered the Master.

She stepped up on a wooden platform, or a solid, low wooden table.

A big, strong hand cupped one cheek of her bottom and squeezed it gently, then slid across to cup the other. It pulled outward slightly, and the fingertips slipped into her cleft. One finger located her anus and prodded it slightly, and Jill sucked in a breath.

Another hand, not as big, and smoother, caressed her bare thigh, and the fingertips stroked her smooth, hairless sex.

Jill was wet, and she knew her clitoris was swelling, poking out between her vulva.

The fingertips found it and touched it, making her tense. The hand left her sex and touched her lips. She opened her mouth and let the fingers feel her tongue, the insides of her cheeks. Then, wet with her own saliva, the fingers returned to her sex and caressed her swollen clitoris. The thumb traced the letter “S” branded on her vulva, and she thought she was going to come.

The other hand slid under her and forced a thick finger into her slippery, wet, dripping sex. it pumped a few times and withdrew, and she moaned softly in disappointment. Then the wet finger entered her anus and stroked some more.

There were apparently just the two of them, an older one fingering her asshole and a younger one fingering her sex.

Jill trembled and came with a soft cry. 

The hand from her sex touched her mouth and she licked her juices from the fingers. Then the other hand, with the smell of her bowels. She sucked the finger and licked the acrid taste from him.

“Your owner will share you with another,” said the Master.

“Yes, Master.” she sighed.

The younger hands felt her breasts, and pulled at the rings in her nipples. Jill bit her lower lip.

She heard something thud on the platform.

“There's a Coke bottle between your feet,” said the Master. “Squat down and take it into your cunt.”

Jill bent her knees slowly, and knelt until she felt the mouth of the bottle in her cleft. She moved so it touched her sex, and then squatted more.

It slid in easily at first, but then the wider shoulder of the bottle strained her. She moaned, and steeled herself against the unrelenting pain, and felt the thick part slide in, so she was holding the bottle by the thinner center section.

“Stand up.”

She felt completely degraded with a Coke bottle jammed into her sex, and she couldn't stand comfortably. This owner had to be convinced that she was completely without shame.

They both fondled her naked breasts, and then they took turns whipping her breasts with a thin switch, until her eyes were running with tears.

“Get down and kneel on the floor,” ordered the Master.

When she had, she was not surprised to feel a stiff cock against her face. She began sucking it, and the man held her face and fucked her mouth brutally.

When he came, she swallowed his thick, copious load with pleasure. This was what she had been trained for, to give pleasure to her owner.

“Your owner accepts you,” said the Master. “Turn around and bend over the table so he can put his mark on you.”

She heard a sound from the fireplace. He was going to brand her! Jill turned around and bent over, presenting her smooth bottom for whatever he would do.

She felt the heat from the brand, and then a sharp pain on the right buttock. She cried out, and then went limp and sobbed.

Someone rubbed an ointment on the brand.

“Your owner has put his mark on you forever,” announced the Master. “He is your Master, and you are always to address him as Master.”

“Yes, Mas . . . Master?”

“I am no longer your Master. You will address any other man as Sire, and any other woman as Ma'am, unless your Master orders you different.”

“Yes, . . . Sire.”

“Very good!” he praised her. “There will be situations where you cannot use the proper forms of address, where your true relationship must not be revealed. You will address your Master as appropriate to the occasion, but he may punish you for it.”

Jill nodded. “Of course.” She thought she understood.

She felt someone unfastening her blindfold, loosening it, and taking it away.

At first she couldn't see him clearly, and then she thought he looked a lot like . . .

“Oh, my God!” she wailed.

He smiled. “Hello, Princess.”

“Daddy!”

She still tasted his come in her mouth.

She still had a Coke bottle up her cunt.

Jill turned toward the other man, for the second shock. “David!”

“He told me he wanted to marry you,” said her father. “But he was afraid you were too independent and headstrong.”

“And vain,” added David.

“We agreed that strong measures were in order,” continued her father, “and we made arrangements for you to come here for training.”

“David, please . . . take me away from here.”

David looked at Jill's father. “Not as imperious as she was, is she, Frank?”

“No, but she's already forgotten some of her training.” Frank Anderson had a short dog whip. “You've forgotten how to address your Master and his associate,” he told her, “and you're already making demands.”

“No, Da . . Master.” She looked at David. “I am sorry, Sire.”

“What should I do to you?” asked her father.

She gulped. “Punish me,” she replied.

“Do you deserve three across the breasts?”

She swallowed again and nodded. “Yes, Master.” She stood as straight as her bound arms and the bottle allowed.

He snapped the whip across her full breasts, and she gasped. He had never hit her before, and he didn't hold back.

Then another. The welts would last for several days.

And a third.

Tears of pain ran down her lovely cheeks. “Thank you, Master.”

He handed the whip to David. “Anything to add?” he asked.

“How many do I owe you, Cunt?” asked David.

Jill thought of all the times she'd teased him, gotten him excited, and then denied him release. She bit her lip. “More than . . . I could take at one time,” she replied submissively.

“Can you take five?”

“Yes, Sire.”

“Lie on your back.”

Without the use of her arms, it wasn't easy, but she managed to lie on the platform. She had to arch her back to keep her weight off her arms.

“Open your legs.”

They were already open, because of the bottle, but she spread them even wider.

He grabbed the base of the bottle, and turned it slowly back and forth.

She was going to come.

He pulled it from her, and rubbed the top of it in her cleft. Then he offered it to her lips.

She tasted her juices.

He put the bottle down and stood at her feet. “Five, right?”

“Yes, Sire.”

He lashed the tender inside of one thigh, and before she could cry out, struck the other.

He seemed to know when the pain began to subside, and struck her again on each inner thigh. She groaned, but held her vulnerable, open position.

The fifth blow was diagonal, across her vulva, and she shrieked.

He was in her before she regained her senses. Big and deep in her, fucking her abused sex relentlessly while her father watched with approval.

Jill came. “Oh, yes, David! Yes! Oh, God!”

He withdrew, still hard, and drove his cock into her ass.

Jill came again, and she felt him come in her.

“Let me clean you with my mouth, Sire” she begged when he pulled out.

She caught her father's eye while she sucked David's cock.

“You must be punished for your lapses,” he said.

Jill nodded and murmured her assent.

“I'll let him use you all he wants,” he went on, “until the wedding. And then, when I give you away, it'll be for real.”

David came in her mouth.

It was a small, private wedding two months later. It was officiated by a judge who was a friend of Jill's father, and who had known Jill since she was a little girl. The only guests were Frank Anderson's girlfriend, and the Master and his crew.

The bride wore white, a veil, a cutout bra that bared her ringed nipples, a garter belt and nylons, and white stiletto heels.

After the ceremony, Frank showed the video tape and David told her to make sure every guest was satisfied.

Jill grinned. “Yes, Master.”

