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The Conceit

“No way. Can’t be done.”

“Are you saying you can’t do it?”

“It’s either in you or it’s not. Like religion.”

“All it takes is the right person to draw it out. After all, every relationship is dominant-submissive.”

“That’s true. So where does that leave us?”

“You mean, who’s sub and who’s dom?” She gave him a sly smile.

“I mean with this philosophical riddle. You still think you can take anyone at random and turn them into a slave?”

“Not just me, anyone can. Even you.”

He glowered. “I’m not sure I like the sound of that.”

She waved a hand in the air. “Don’t be insulted. I didn’t mean your abilities come up short. We both know they don’t.” She smiled again, this time with a fetching blush.

He nodded in acceptance of the delayed compliment, also remembering the night before and how well he cropped her ass. The marks still hadn’t faded, he knew, by the way she gingerly sat on the edge of a wooden chair at the outdoor café. He sat back in his own chair, for the moment placated.

“What I meant was,” she said, “even someone with an initial reluctance for this, uh, shall we say proposition? Challenge?”

“Search,” he said.

She considered and nodded. “Yes, a search. Even a hesitant participant in the dom role could still turn a random subject into a crawling slut.”

“I’ll grant you the point,” he said. “But where’s the tension? You want to train an SM virgin into a slave. So do I. So the premise is accepted. But what is the ultimate goal?”

She thought again for a moment. “The goal? The goal?” She stared off into the distance, then, in sudden revelation, her eyes lit up in determination. “Why, to become an addition to our family, of course.”

His eyebrows raised. “Are you sure? It might be too soon -”

“Better too soon than too late.”

Now he took time to consider. “I see your point.”

“And it has to be a woman. Male slaves have their own special qualities, but I just don’t see one joining our special family unit.”        

“I agree. A woman,” he said. “One of suitable age.”

He sipped at his bloody mary. “If I went along with this... Wait a minute, if things don’t work out; is this just a ploy to get a little tail of your own?”

She blushed and smiled again. “Well...just a little. We just don’t know what might happen, do we?”

He nodded, glad he caught her out, even in a small way. “Well, I’ll grant the whole concept has a certain appeal. And you’re right; the time is now. Now, as to who... How about that business-suited one at that table over there? She looks suitably repressed and is probably dying to let those tits bust loose. Or maybe even our run-off-her feet waitress? She’s got a nice set.”

“Random, my dear. Not who has the biggest knockers. Random.”

A young, fresh girl strode by. Nice face, decent figure. Short, red hair.

He pointed after her. “She’ll do.”


The Seduction

Louise

I had to move fast, or else I’d lose sight of my little prey. Her step was quick, like she had to be somewhere, but then she would stop and linger over a rack of mediocre clothes or a table of gaudy Chotski’s from some street vendors, then hustle away when the vendors started to hustle her. I couldn’t be obvious, couldn’t appear like I was running her down (which I was). At last I caught up with her at a hole in the wall pizza shop.

She stood at the counter, patiently (a good sign for what awaited her), then got just the biggest, greasiest slice of pizza ever made (and I would make sure that would stop. I liked her figure, but she wouldn’t keep it for long eating junk like that). Her tiny, luscious mouth assaulted the doughy triangle, masticating almost more than she could handle. She walked straight toward me, then quickly sidestepped, not even giving me a second glance. She already made a beeline for out the door and I steeled myself to hold back, lest I follow too soon. But I couldn’t lose her! It had been decided she was the one, and if a random choice was to mean anything, then I had to find out something about her, some piece of information so that –

“Hey, Heather!” a boy coming in called out.

She replied, “Tyson!” He almost ran right into her at the door. (I turned my head, held up my hand to hide my face. Nearly blew the whole thing right there. The boy was handsome in a naïve way – tousled,  dark hair, nice build. I had a brief thought of someday getting him at the end of my chain, but quickly squelched that thought.)

They exchanged hugs, getting caught up with each other. I strained to catch what was said, but then it was my turn at the counter. Distracted, I ordered something with cheese on it and was rewarded with a piece on a thin paper plate not unlike the one Heather was struggling to finish. I wrapped a scarf over my head and donned big sunglasses as I “wandered” over to a stand up counter opposite the cash register, right behind Heather.

“...a bunch of us are going. Wanna come?” the boy said.

“I don’t know,” Heather said. “I got, like, things, y’know?”

Like, things, y’know. And she’s going to become a high class pleasure slave? I could see already I had my work cut out for me.

They talked some more, Tyson eventually wearing Heather down until she made a half-promise to show up at some dance club that night. Then she was gone. But I got the name of the club.

***

I took a big risk, letting her go like that. If she didn’t show up that night I would have to case the neighborhood, waiting for another glance of her. Of course, I could go to Marcus and report my failure, and another potential slave-to-be would get chosen. But Heather was really, really cute and that carrot top head, pale skin and innocent air caused me to already form fantasies and plans for her. So I went to the Howling Wolf, claimed a space at the bar, danced with a boy and then a girl, and then the bondage gods smiled down on me.

Heather came in with a gaggle of friends, boys and girls, but Tyson wasn’t among them. They all hung together, drinking and laughing but, as they made their way on to the dance floor, they all seemed to pair off, except for Heather. She acted cool with it, being the extra wheel, and didn’t let anything stop her from grabbing her own space on the dance floor. 

Heather gyrated in between a couple of boys, both of whom tried their best to get her attention, but she was off in her own world, just be-bopping to the heavy techno beat. Her dress hadn’t changed much since that afternoon; still the same tight blue jeans and white halter top, but now she danced in a pair of medium sized high heel slip-ons, and that enticing body just bumped and grinded showing how loose she was. Oh, yes, I could do a lot with that.

Time to move.

I worked my way around the dance floor and climbed a few steps up to the DJ’s booth. “Hey. Hey!” I yelled over the musical chaos.

The DJ pulled out an ear bud, obviously annoyed. “What you want, bitch?”

I grabbed him by the collar of his loose shirt and my other hand flew up and squeezed his crotch. In spite of his baggy pants I scored a direct hit. I pulled him close and snarled back. “I am not your bitch, motherfucker. You call me ma’am or I’ll rip off your balls and hang them from my rear view mirror.”   

“Yes,” he squeaked.

Still by the balls, I brought him closer. “I like you. I like your mixes. Here.” I let go of his shirt and stuffed a hundred down his pants, wrapped it around his hardening cock. “Easiest c you’ll ever make. And slow everything down just a bit. If you don’t I’ll be back.” I tightened my grip on both his dick and balls. His face started to turn color.

“Yes,” he squeaked again, higher this time.

“Good boy,” I crooned, and kissed him full on the lips. I left him bent over like that, and it was more than just a few minutes before he was able to stand back up straight. To get what you want, you have to speak the language. I didn’t like this kind of street talk, but it was sometimes necessary, especially when training a new slave prior to vocal lessons. But grabbing a slave by the privates was a language that never changed, one that the young DJ understood very well.

The mix altered, no longer a driving beat, but one more languorous of the old disco song “Love to love you baby”. Nearly everyone was confused by the sudden change and most drifted away back to their drinks and barstools, but not Heather. She just kind of put it into a lower gear and flooowwwed.     

I slid onto the sparse dance floor. A few of the young studs tried to engage me and I did a couple of moves with them, but I kept working my way over to Heather. She was by herself now, into the slow beat. I got behind her, moved my hips in concert with hers. I guess she sensed someone behind her because her head turned back just a little and spied me out of the corner of her eye. But that didn’t stop her dancing.

I got a little closer, inside her personal space, lightly put my hands around her hips. She started, just a little, at the touch.

“Relax, honey,” I whispered into her ear. “Just go with it.”

She did and we just kind of swung back and forth. Slowly I turned her around to face me and I ran my fingernails down those wicked, bare arms, around that curvy, swan neck. She seemed a little tense at first, but as I stroked those muscles, tripped those little sensitive points, she relaxed. It worked with nervous, first time slaves and it worked with her too. Then I turned her back around, pressed my breasts up against her back, wrapped one arm around that tiny waist and, with our hips now one, just grooved.

We became a bit of an item because people made space for us. A few of the other girls started to join in while the boys just stood back and lapped it all up. Oh, you bet a few lesbian fantasies were born that night, but mine wasn’t going to remain a fantasy. Hands on her waist now, I turned Heather back around and, with both my arms now pressed against the small of her back I brought our shoulders into play, one side back, the other side in, one side back, the other side in, alternating like that for the rest of the mix. Then the beat returned to pop, flash and dazzle and I backed up, blew her a kiss and drifted away back to the DJ’s booth.

He saw me coming and kind of backed up.

“That was terrific,” I said.

“Ah, thank you, ma’am.”

I smiled. “Good. You learned your lesson. Show women some respect and you’ll have more pussy than you know what to do with.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stuffed another hundred down his pants, along with my business card. “If you want more lessons, call me. But for bad students who don’t do their homework I punish.”

I left him, his mouth open.

I worked my way back to my drink. Guess who was waiting for me.

“I haven’t seen you here before,” Heather said.

Well, I had heard better opening lines, but at least she was sincere. “I heard about this place this afternoon,” I said, not lying, but not telling her how.

“What’s this get up?” she said, motioning to my ensemble.

“It’s leather. Don’t tell me you haven’t heard of it before.”

That knocked her back a bit, my talking down to her. I needed to establish dominance, even if it meant belittling her a bit. But even though I noticed some annoyance she still kept on, pointing to my tight leather pants. “Aren’t you hot in those?”

“Yes, I am, and thank you for the compliment,” I said, toying with her. At her confused look I decided a little mercy was in order. “Leather is just like skin,” I said. “Go ahead. Touch it.”

Heather didn’t move so I gently took her hand and brought it to my thigh, then guided it up inside my bolero jacket, to rest on my leather bustier and half-exposed breast. Her lips parted a little and her hand trembled, but she didn’t withdraw it even as my guiding hand left hers and traveled up her arm to her flushing cheek.

“There, see?” I said. “Nothing to it. Just as natural as breathing.” I touched her slightly damp hair, picked off a sweat globule from behind an ear and, on a fingertip, dabbed at it with my tongue. “Hmm. Salty, but sweet. Tell me your name.”

She did, even though I already knew it, of course. I smiled, told her mine was Louise, but she could call me Mistress. Her eyes widened a bit at that but still she didn’t run away.

I had a live one.

I lightly ran my fingertip over her parted lips. Small, short hot breaths flowed around my hand. “C’mon,” I said, and led her back to the dance floor. All the while she never took her eyes off me; eyes of uncertainty, a little fear, but mostly curiosity, and hunger. A hunger that grew as I let down my long, ash blonde hair, and only increased each time I commanded a new, bolder dance move from her as the night wore on. Then, when the time was right and we stood at the bar, catching our collective breaths, I wrapped my hand around the back of that beautiful neck that was just made for a collar and whispered, “Come with me.”

Letting go and without looking back I made my way past everyone, past all those looks that told me Heather followed right behind. Outside I took in a lungful of cool, fresh nighttime air, cleared my thoughts, thought of little Heather now beside me, then directed her to climb into the passenger side of my valet delivered Porsche. I had left the top down and we sped off on deserted streets, my blonde hair flying in the wind.

Heather didn’t say anything, but those eyes hardly ever left me. I smiled, patted her thigh in reassurance. But I had to strike while the iron was hot, so I shifted gears like Danica Patrick and used every ounce of horsepower to get back to my downtown loft as fast as possible. Once there I tossed the car keys to the all night concierge and directed Heather to the refurbished freight elevator. I pressed the key code for my floor and we lifted away.

In the stark, overhead light shadows cast themselves from Heather’s eyebrows down her cheeks, past her cute button nose to her chin. It seemed she already wore a mask or blindfold with her mouth set in a straight line, neither frightened or elated; a blank canvas, waiting for the right color and brushstroke.

The elevator stopped at my floor. A series of presses on my combination electronic key and the metal door audibly unlocked. I stepped inside, then found out I was alone.

Heather lingered, half on, half off the elevator. This was a crucial moment. Once in a while, when I brought a slave back to my place, they bugged out at this point. But I was always honest with the ones I captured, they knew my lifestyle, knew what they were getting into. I didn’t spring any surprises on them with a sudden cuffing of the hands from behind. Usually, if they got this far, then all it took was a gentle nudge to bring them the rest of the way.

I stepped back, took one of her hands in both of mine. “Come on in, Heather,” I said. “Nothing’s going to happen that you don’t want to, baby.”

That got her. She acted as if she had just awakened from a long sleep, eyes blinking. They grew ever wider as she crossed over the threshold. I usually made no secret about my kinky interests, but I didn’t broadcast about it either most times. Spread throughout were the usual tasteful chairs, couches, tables, lamps and artworks, but in my domain, in my home, there were other things that also provided hints as to my lifestyle. And little Heather got an eyeful.

The loft was a converted two story, with half of the old ceiling taken out and stairs added for the upper level. From my bedroom space upstairs I could lean on the chest high wall and look down on the huge open space, especially during parties, and watch all the slaves writhe in torture. In one far corner on the right, opposite the stairs stood a whipping post; I hadn’t tucked everything away from the last girl I had writhing there, and ropes and cuffs still hung from shiny hooks. Near the center of the floor was an X-frame. Right now it stood upright, but it also could tilt all the way back parallel to the floor and hide as a support for a table top or remove the table and it became a convenient rape rack. Along the wall under the stairs was my equipment storage, all my whips, hoods, cuffs, ropes and whatever else I needed hung neatly from drilled in hooks, all easily covered up with a specially made false closet cover. Over to the left, near the kitchen/breakfast nook area was a wardrobe closet that held costumes for different scenes while next to that was a sturdy bondage pole that allowed me to taunt a bad slave with some tasty food while I ate. But my favorite, my all time prized possession, that I never tried to hide, was the cage. Right now it stood on the floor, halfway between the door and tall windows, the downstairs bathroom just a few yards to the left. Its round base provided good stability, but wouldn’t allow anyone to lie down and stretch out. The painted black and red bars were strong and spaced narrow enough so that no one could just bend them and slip out. But besides that a heavy duty electrical winch was installed overhead. 

Sometimes, while I worked at my desk in my room upstairs or sat up in bed reading it was nice to gaze across the empty space at whatever punished slave occupied the cage as they swung over the floor far below. Usually, I took the slave to bed, but sometimes I got a SAM that just didn’t know when to quit. So I threw them in the cage, hoisted it to the same level as my bedroom and left them there all night. It sure was a nice feeling, knowing they were just mere feet away, swinging in limbo. Depending on the situation I’d leave them untied so that they could carefully lower themselves to the cage floor in the dark and sleep. Often times I’d wake up and find them still exhausted, their arms and legs dangling in space. But usually I tied them up, arms overhead or behind their backs. Of course, no matter what, they always got a locked on gag. Listening to terrified shrieks was nice the higher they climbed, but after all, I did need to get my sleep. And in the dark the mewlings of a gagged slave are so soothing.

Speaking of soothing, I had to make sure Heather felt at ease – at least for right now. I wrapped an arm around hers, drew her further into my home. “So...What do you think?”

Heather kept looking up, down, all around. “Oh...my...god.”

“That’s good, for a start,” I said. I don’t think Heather heard me, her eyes had settled on the cage.

I led her over there; gently guided her inside, shut the swinging bars, but didn’t lock it. “See, you can get out anytime.”

Trembling fingers wrapped around the bars and Heather said in a small voice, “But then it’s not really a cage, is it?”

My eyebrows shot up. Oh ho! “No. No, it’s not,” I said, and shoved the latch bar across the front with a clang. I backed up to the equipment wall and retrieved a sturdy, golden lock and put it to use. The lock’s click echoed.

“Now it’s a cage,” I said. While Heather inspected her new, shrunken world, I paced around the cage. Oh, she was hot. That red hair when grown out would seem like a flame, the pale skin would mark so well, the delicious curves of her hips, the thin wrists and perky breasts that basically screamed out for restraint and torture. Already my pussy ran hot at the idea of her crawling to my commands. We weren’t there yet, but we sure were headed in that direction. But there was one last test.

“Do you want to get out?” I said from behind her.

Heather turned around. Her eyes looked deep into mine. “Yes. Please.”

Through a sheer act of will I forced myself to remain calm, to keep my hand from quivering in excitement as I reached through the bars and cupped her warm, flushed cheek in my palm. “You can come out, baby. After you take off your clothes.”

Heather’s eyes widened, but not that much. Still, she drew back what little distance she could before bumping up against the bars behind her.

“That’s the price,” I said. I returned to the equipment wall, grabbed a cat o’ nine tails and the lock’s key. “Your clothes for this key.” I held it up, draped it by its chain around my neck and allowed it to nestle between my breasts.

Heather swallowed, lowered her eyes. She kicked off her shoes and, with her tiny feet, pushed them through the bars.

“So far, so good,” I said and twisted the cat’s blades to form a tight braid.

Bang! They hit right across the bars. “Hurry up! I haven’t got all night.”

Heather screeched when the cat impacted the bars, but her hands frantically pulled her halter’s top string at the base of her neck. The halter fell away and revealed a strapless bra.

“Move!” Bang! Another hit, this one nearer her face and Heather shrank back. “I said move! Let me see those titties!”

Heather scrambled to comply, hands reached up to the center of her freckled back and the bra fell away to land near the shoes. Modesty took over and Heather tried to cover up those perky breasts.

“No!” I said. “I said I want to see them. And take off those pants.”

Heather hesitated, just the briefest moment, but when I readied the cat for another strike her hands flew to the pant’s button and zipper. She wriggled out of them, then her white, cotton hip briefs too. Before she could kick them out of the cage I reached in, grabbed them and flung them far away. “You won’t need those the rest of the night. Now, turn around. Slowly. Let me see you.”

Arms at her sides, Heather turned about. She kept both eyes spotted on me though, as much as possible, wanting to see my next move.

Nice. Very, very nice. This selection was a real winner, physically. Milky shoulders, and we could do a lot with those breasts. The arms were just the right length, the stomach flat and the back not bony at all. Wonderful ass. Then there were those curvy hips again, connected to nicely rounded thighs, firm calves, thin ankles and tiny, pretty feet with clear lacquered toes. Yes, a real beauty.

“Good,” I said. “It’s obvious you know an order when you hear one. Now squat down.”

Heather blinked. “What?”

“You’ve earned your way out of the cage. But you’ll come out on your hands and knees. Do it. Now!”

Slowly Heather squatted and I opened the cage. She crawled out, a little unsure, but it would soon become second nature.

“Now, this is a cat,” I said, holding up the multi-bladed whip. “I use this for warm ups.”

Heather’s eyes widened, realizing the implication. “Warm ups?”

“When you see me with this, it means you’re not being punished...yet. It’s to get the blood flowing. Get you ready for something else.” From the wall I selected a short, light brown whip, double-bladed, the points tapered to sharp leather edges. “There are others that I use, depending on my mood and what you’ll deserve, but this one I save for special occasions. Special punishments.” I brought my arm down, fast, and the blades exploded like a little bomb across Heather’s back and she screamed.

Oh, yes. A couple of nice welts already started to rise from that pale skin. Heather’s panty breaths and audible gulps were the only sound. I stood stock still, waiting, waiting. But she didn’t make a dash for her clothes, or the door. She held her ground.

“What do you say?” I said.

“Wha...Huh?”

“You say, ‘Thank you, ma’am’.

“You’ve got to be kid -”

Another smack across that virgin skin. Another screech from Heather.

“All right, all right! Thank you, okay? Thank you.” Heather said, holding up a hand.

I stayed the whip from another strike. “Well, it’s not exactly what I wanted, but I’ll take it. After all, this is your first time.” I grabbed her hand, lifted Heather to her feet. Confusion clouded Heather’s face: Was this all? Just a little strip, then a few, severe lashes and we were done? No, of course not. I placed a protective, guiding arm around her, my hand reaching up to stroke that wonderful neck, while the other slowly circled around an aroused nipple (Oh, her skin is so soft!) to distract and calm her while I led the new slave-toy further into my home of a dungeon. The little defiance that Heather exhibited on her knees disappeared, replaced by nervous energy as we stood before the whipping post. 

“Now, don’t be afraid,” I said, while I cuffed her wrists and brought them high overhead, then secured her ankles to the base of the post to keep her from scampering behind it. “All you have to do is tell me to stop. Just say, ‘Mercy mistress’. You understand?”

She swallowed and nodded.

“No. You have to say it. Say it or you’ll be punished. ‘Yes, mistress’,” I said.

“Yes. Yes, mistress,” she whispered.

“That’s right. That’s right.” I tilted her head back. Placed my mouth on hers. Trembling lips, an unsure tongue, but delicious. Absolutely yummy.  After getting my fill I pulled out, her taste still in my mouth. Heather’s eyes were closed and she moaned and licked those precious lips.

“No more talk,” I whispered. “Just scream.”

From the equipment wall I selected a single-tail, heavy handle, tapering to a feather point in six feet of pure, woven leather. It had cost me a mint, but it had given me my money’s worth. Like now.

Crack!

“Oohhh!”

Swish crack!

“Aaahhhh!”

Swiiisshhh craaaack!

“Aiiiiihhh! Oh god! Ohgodohgod!”

“Wrong name,” I said.

Crraaaack!

“Ahhhhhh, ah ah ah ah!”

“What do you call me?”

I stepped forward, reached around Heather’s side and twisted an erect nipple that brought forth another scream.

“What’s my name?”

“Mistress!”

Another twist and pinch.

“Aaaaaiiieeee! MISTRESS! Mistressmistressmistress!”

I stayed my hand. “Yes, that’s right, baby. You just keep on saying that along with ‘thank you’ and everything will be just fine.”

I stepped back.

Crack!

“Thank you, mistress!”

Craccck!

“Th-Thank you, mistress.”

One more. A real good one.

Ccccraaaacck!

“Eeeeiiooooo! Mistress! Mistress! Please, don’t. No more. No more!”

I covered the distance between us in a flash, sunk my hand into that short, red hair and wrenched her head back. “Oh, I think you can take more. A lot more.”

“No, no, I can’t!”

“You’re not lying to me are you? Don’t you fucking lie!”

I held her like that, waiting, waiting again for that phrase, those words that would bring all this to a sudden end. Heather rolled those light green eyes back at me, the whites nearly taking up both sockets. She licked her lips.

“You are lying!” I said. “You can go all night, can’t you? Well, so can I.”

I backed up, lit into her again and Heather’s screams echoed off the walls. She jerked this way and that, her body heaved in quick breaths, tears flew away from her face to stain the wood of the whipping post, but she never dared try to fool me again. Then, at last, her back criss-crossed in red welts, and my face running in sweat, I stopped. Heather hung in the cuffs, her knees pointed outwards. That’s when I suspected.

I could fall in love with this girl.

Whoa. Not too fast. You haven’t even taken her to bed yet.

I untied the ropes, but the cuffs stayed on, and Heather just about swooned in my arms. With small words of encouragement, and a steady arm around her shoulders, I led her upstairs, brought her to the bed and tied her down spread-eagle. She hissed a little as she lay on her back, the welts still plenty sore. Her eyes remained closed while I stripped, but she opened them when I straddled her waist and ran a strap-on dildo from her chin down to my crotch that had already left a smear of a mark on her pale skin.

“I want to hear you scream again,” I said. “But different.” I got up on my knees, positioned the strap-on just right, then tightened the belts. “I like your screams. We’ll put that mouth to good use. Now, and later.” I leaned forward, buried my tongue in her mouth. And she sucked it like a vacuum cleaner. Heather moaned and changed tactics, her own tongue now slid around mine, darted up around my teeth, then back in retreat as her lips wrapped around my tongue again. Oh fuck, what a kisser! When I pulled out, half in self-preservation, she tried to follow, a raised head, yearning lips straining to touch mine again, but I gently pushed her head back down. Slowly, I moved on down to one erect nipple, then the other. My tongue swirled around them, flicked at their rigidity. I allowed my teeth just a nibble and Heather hissed through clenched teeth, but she didn’t say anything. I slid down further, to just below the crotch, and found that already those tiny, red-orange pubic hairs glistened in moisture.

“Have you ever been with a woman before?” I asked.

Heather licked her lips. “No. No, mistress.”

“Good. I hate sloppy seconds.”

I shoved the dildo home.

Heather cried out, and I reached under those hips and gave it to her like a vulgar man. I thrust and pounded at that little pussy, never giving her a second to catch any breath. She cried out again, started to sob, gripped tight on the ropes that held her arms down on the bed, but never once told me to stop. Oh, and I let her have it, hammer, tooth and claw. I wanted to split her in two, shove that dildo all the way into her stomach and out the back. And all the while, little Heather’s body just got more tense, stiffer, the lips set in a tight line, the eyes squeezed shut, those hardened nipples pointed straight at the ceiling. Then...

“Oh, fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me! I can’t take...Fuck me, you bitch! You fucking bitch!”

“Watch your mouth!” I said. “There’s only one bitch here.”

Her eyes flew open. “You bitch. You bitch!”

I slapped her.

For a moment I thought I had gone too far. Her head yielded to the blow, half turned into a scrunched up pile of sheet, but she didn’t bounce back, come up with any reaction. She just lay there. I paused in the rape.

Heather fucking exploded.

With a gasp, then a shriek she raised up on the bed, like some demonic possession, and only the ropes stopped her from bouncing up to the ceiling. I wrapped my arms around her, half enjoying the sudden brutality, half hanging on for my own life. The orgasm just ripped right through her, wave after wave of ecstatic violence. Heather tossed her head, strained against the cuffs and ropes and I suddenly wondered just what the hell I had gotten myself into. Out of all my first time slaves, none had given me a ride like this, so intense, so vicious, so...beautiful.

At last the orgasm ran off, and Heather lay back, gasping. I pulled out of her, tossed the pussy juice slimed strap-on away, and started to untie her.

“There, see,” I said, with a little smile, “told you you’d like it.”

Heather didn’t move, not even after her arms and legs were free. Then, like a wildcat, she was all over me. Arms, legs, wrapped around me, crushed my body against hers. A tongue raped my mouth, then sought and found my pussy. We fell into an impromptu sixty-nine and stayed that way. I took a break here and there, but Heather, oh, little Heather, never did. I came and came and came and when, at last, I weakly ordered her to stop she did, but reluctantly. Face smeared in my juices she turned around, laid her head on my shoulder. I stroked her neck and she purred. Together we drifted away.


The Evaluation

Marcus

I wanted to go up, catch them both in bed, maybe even lay between them if things broke right. Just about every man’s fantasy, right? Louise had half-heartedly invited me to watch the goings on through a peephole in a closet, complete with a tall, plastic bottle for me to pee in, but I turned her down. We couldn’t risk anything to spoil the little virgin. Heather might eventually become an exhibitionist, but if she discovered me there we would probably never see her again. And I definitely wanted to, especially after how easily she was ensnared in Louise’s web of seduction at the Howling Wolf.

They cut quite a swath, those two, almost made me feel like an intruder as I followed them in my car at a discreet distance back to Louise’s loft. I stayed in the car, gazed upwards until the lights went out, then spent the rest of the night at my place. To pass the time I called up Amanda, a randy milf that was always ripe for plucking and whipped her around the world. In my dungeon her screams were a suitable substitute for the ones I was sure Louise had wrenched from young Heather. I fucked Amanda, allowed her to masturbate to orgasm, fucked her again, then we fell asleep, her hands tied behind her. As I drifted away I could feel her heart pounding through her chest, the tension in her body as she realized I was going to leave her like that all night. She stayed awake, while I dreamed of Heather.

I was awake before dawn and Amanda had her own domestic life to return to as well, so I gave her a farewell slap on the ass. Once she was gone I jetted over to Louise’s loft just in time to witness Heather emerge from the lobby and slide into a cab with a last kiss from Louise.

I almost followed Heather, I wanted to know where she lived, just in case Louise had frightened her off and I could set up a meet of my own, but right now I needed information, so I gave a familiar nod at the concierge and rode the freight elevator to Louise’s floor. I found her at the breakfast table, unmoving, alone, a forgotten mug of still steaming coffee surrounded by loose hands. A faraway look in her eyes reminded me of the first night we spent together.

I stood just inside the door, then slowly approached. “Was she that good?”

Louise didn’t acknowledge my presence. She took another sip and continued with the thousand yard stare. I almost repeated myself but she beat me to it.

“Better than good. That girl has got it.”

I had expected a good report, but nothing like this. Louise’s repressed excitement matched my growing own. I moved into the kitchen area, poured my own day starter. “I suppose it’s too much to ask for details?”

Louise shifted her eyes toward me. “You know, even though I gave you the chance to watch, I never took you for a voyeur.”

I creamed and sugared my coffee, not allowing Louise’s little dig to get to me. “The word implies someone who stands back and passively watches. In case you hadn’t noticed I wasn’t here last night and -”

“– and when was the last time you were passive about anything? I get it. Only this was her first time and one shouldn’t shout about taking someone else’s virginity.”

“Not even their SM or lesbian flower? I agree, but there is still the suitability question.”

“Oh, she’ll do. Take my word for that.”

I sipped at my coffee, sat down at the table next to her. “Normally, I do. But one night of submission does not a slave make.”

“If you don’t believe me then come back next Saturday. I’m having a vanilla party and she’s invited. If she shows up, then maybe you’ll know.”

I said, “I’ll know after I take her back to my place.”

Louise didn’t look too pleased with that.

***

The week interminably passed. Amanda called me, a sudden opening in her domestic schedule, and I did her good, but it was all I could do to concentrate on her. Oh, don’t get me wrong, she was a good looking woman; chiseled hips, full breasts and long, yellow blonde hair with a face that absolutely didn’t need any makeup. Her wimp of a husband really didn’t know just what he had, but my thoughts kept drifting to Saturday and how I might tempt little Heather back to my place for a real going over. One night I even sat down and wrote out short scenarios as to what I might say and Heather’s responses. Of course, I was doing what every novice player in the scene did; scripting a rigid fantasy that would no way come true. I hit the delete key on the laptop then turned my attention back to Amanda and her gagged mewling for attention. I screwed her, her legs splayed high in the air, gag still in her mouth, upper body still heavily roped, and when I came I only thought about Heather.

Afterwards, as Amanda hung suspended and tears streamed down her face, I removed the gag, a solid dildo that shone in her saliva. Amanda’s grimace from the pain in her wrists as she hung by her own weight only made me think of Heather even more and how she would look in Amanda’s place. But Amanda wasn’t a beginner like Heather. Even though Amanda was more than a little scared with me the first time in my dungeon she didn’t disappoint. She was experienced, but still uptight and needed to broaden her horizons. I suddenly had an idea how I might use her beyond the dungeon.

I grabbed her chin. “How would you like to go to a party Saturday night?”

Amanda’s eyes widened. “Oh my god, a play party? I...I’ve haven’t been to one in so long.”

“Not a play party,” I said. “But it might turn into one. Later.”

Amanda’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Not a play... I don’t understand.”

“It’s not for you to understand.”

Amanda frowned slightly, suddenly distracted by some internal thought. “No, wait... I can’t. Really, I can’t! My husband will be back in town.”

With my other hand I twisted a nipple and Amanda cried out. “So tell him you’ve got a charity gig, or you’re visiting a sick friend. I don’t care. You’re going.”

Amanda’s breathing hitched a couple of times. New tears welled up in her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

***

At last, Saturday arrived. Amanda shook in nervousness as we rode the freight elevator to Louise’s floor but, good slave that she was, didn’t say anything. When we met at the restaurant for an early, light dinner, I wanted to prepare her for what was in store later, so I slapped a leather collar around her neck, not caring about anyone’s reactions at this little public play. Amanda gasped. Her hands flew up to the collar and tried to pull it away while I fastened it. I had to threaten tying her hands in back and having me spoon feed her before she stopped.

“You’re my slave,” I said. “When we go out I want everyone to know that.”

Amanda bowed her head, her long hair hiding her face and its shade of red.

“Now, none of that,” I said, tilting her head back and brushing the hair to the sides. “Be proud. Stand tall.” She obeyed of course, and during the meal ate very little, but eventually lost a lot of her anxiety. She even answered without hesitation when the waitress asked about the “choker” around her neck. “It’s a gift from my master,” Amanda said. Like I said, a good slave. The waitress eyed me and left the bill without further comment. But now, in the elevator, some of that anxiety returned, and I gently, but firmly gripped her arm and propelled her into Louise’s loft.

The usual crowd was there; edgy, arty types, some straight forward vanillas, even a semi well-known actress, but mainly people who liked to let it be known they run with danger, but not too close. Louise was in the center of it all, of course; hostess, raconteur, and all around queen of the night. She didn’t need to work the room, it was her party, after all, but then she never did need to work any room. People just came to her and she granted them an audience, just like at any royal court. But one person didn’t hover around Louise. Rather, Louise kind of circled around her. Oh, nothing obvious to the casual observer, but I knew right away. I knew Heather was under Louise’s protective wing by the way she always seemed to kind of wind up in the same talking groups as Heather. Louise allowed Heather to interact with others, but not for too long with any one person or group. Subtly territorial.

“Remember what I told you,” I said to Amanda, reminding her of my plan and her general orders for the night.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

Amanda began to mix with the partiers. A space had been cleared on the floor for dancing and a few people were already getting their freak on. It wasn’t too long before some spiky haired guy dragged Amanda out there, and I made sure Amanda not only got her own freak on, but didn’t freak out either. I knew everything was all right when, during all the jerky dance moves, the guy pointed to her neck. Amanda threw back her head and laughed. I wasn’t a lip reader but I could tell what she said: It’s a slave collar.

Good. That part of the evening was working out. She would be ready if or when I needed her. Soon after that, I spotted little Heather. She stood near the dance area, but toward the rear of the encircling watchers, her back almost pressing against the floor to ceiling windows. She stared continuously at Amanda. This was going to be easier than I thought.

I made my move. And promptly got cut off by Louise.

“What the hell are you thinking?” she said, grabbing my arm and stepping in front of me. “This is not a play party.”

“Oh? Take a look around,” I said. “You’ve got play equipment spread all around here.”

“Which all can be easily explained away for another use.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, “to those who are stupid enough to believe you. Admit it. Anyone who’s a half-wit can tell what you’re into, so what’s a little collar, sorry, I mean, ‘choker’?”

