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Part II


Chapter Six

The Letter

 


It would have been a kindness, Ellissa
reflected after the fact, to have put the gags on them and manacled
their hands. For the next hour—or hours, she couldn’t truly be
certain—it was a constant temptation to speak and to reach behind
down to her ass and extract the metal plug still wedged into her
anus. The one time she made to reach back and adjust the way the
plug sat heavily inside her body, Leah vigorous shook her head,
indicating she should remain still.

The princess plug wasn’t so bad to wear,
Ellissa realized after a while, but it was just strange. The
sensation was always there and she couldn’t not focus on
it.

Mark and Kim returned together, unlocked Leah
from her neck chain, and brought her over to a low padded table in
front of the other two slaves. Leah willingly, happily, got up on
the table, to have her wrists and ankles locked down to the table.
Ellissa wasn’t surprised when Mark opened up his pants, pulled out
his cock, and instructed Leah to suck him. She did so while Kim and
the slaves watched. Occasionally Kim would strike Leah’s buttocks
with her crop when Mark gave her a silent signal. She wasn’t at all
disturbed by this little torment; she actually seemed to enjoy
it.

Ellissa had seen porn before, she wasn’t a
connoisseur but seeing two or more, people have sex wasn’t
upsetting. Previously it had been slightly stimulating, but it was
something she knew she could live without. But watching two people
have sex in front of her was different. It was exciting and exotic
and erotic. She was thrilled when Mark took his cock out of Leah’s
mouth, walked around her sporting his large erection, and shoved it
up her cunt.

Leah grunted and grinned. Being taken by a
man was enjoyable to her, even if—perhaps especially if—she
couldn’t move her arms or legs. They continued fucking with Mark
and Leah making occasional grunts of moans while Kim would randomly
lash out with her riding crop striking the slave’s tits, belly, and
top of her curved buttocks. She never touched Mark which earned her
Ellissa’s respect.

The session abruptly ended when Mark let out
a low moan and came inside the slave. They rested a moment as Kim
released Justine from her chain and brought her over in front of
the male trainer.

“Clean him,” she ordered.

Justine didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth
and took Mark’s red and shrinking cock into her mouth, sucking off
the remains of his spunk combined with Leah’s pussy juices. Ellissa
was reviled and aroused by this display. In her heart she was glad
that she wasn’t forced to do the same for Mark, but she knew this
case was just luck of the draw. She wouldn’t be so lucky the rest
of her stay at the Farm.

“And your friend as well,” Kim instructed
when Mark’s cock was cleaned to her satisfaction.

Ellissa expected Justine to resist, to
protest, to refuse. Instead the happy raven-haired slave crawled on
her hands and knees over to Leah, still bound to the table, and
started lapping at the magnificent blonde’s used pussy.

Lesbianism wasn’t a particular interest of
Ellissa’s and she wasn’t opposed to women having sex with other
women, but it wasn’t something she expected to see this day. She
was supposed to be in Cleveland, not in a barn in upstate New York.
But Justine and Leah didn’t mind. Justine put her hands on Leah’s
ass, raising it up a bit, and then licked along with length of
Leah’s vulva, removing the bits of Mark’s cum still clinging there.
She sucked as well, pulling out whatever juices and liquids were
inside Leah’s cunt. Ellissa was riveted to the display, not just
because Justine was enjoying her work, but because Leah was as
well. The presence of the large jewel covering Leah’s anus had to
make the chore easier on Justine, Ellissa reasoned, otherwise her
nose would be a fraction of an inch away from her back opening.

Kim let Justine keep working until Leah was
moaning with desire. Despite the situation Ellissa wanted to see
her have an orgasm. It would complete everything nicely.

That must have been why Kim pulled Justine
back, using the leather collar to control the slave, before Leah
could climax.

“Very good, girl,” Kim complimented her, not
meaning it. “Mark will complete your training.” She paused and both
Justine and Leah looked extremely distraught over the termination
of their lovemaking. “Emelia, you will come with me.” She snapped a
metal lead to the D-ring on Ellissa’s collar and released her from
the wall chain. Before she knew what was happening, Ellissa was all
but dragged from the barn, leaving her new found friends
behind.

Kim led her across the lawn to the large
white farmhouse. It was late in the afternoon and Ellissa wondered
what was going to happen to her next. It seemed terribly late.
Emelia should have called or shown up by now. Ellissa started to
wonder what exactly had gone wrong and if she was ever going to be
rescued.

Once inside the farmhouse Ellissa was brought
into the kitchen, seated at the glass table which she found
uncomfortable with the plug in her ass, and the maid Analise served
her dinner. It was difficult to eat with the collar still around
her neck and the chain clipped to a ring on the wall behind her. It
wasn’t much security—she could have easily reached around and freed
herself—but it was the symbolism of being chained that bothered
her.

It was much later than she had realized.
Ellissa ate by herself, quietly, as Kim conversed quietly with
Analise on the other side of the kitchen. She shivered once as she
realized she was still completely naked while the other two were
clothed. True, they wore clothing that bordered on fetishwear, but
they were clothed regardless. It made her feel helpless.

When she was done, Kim unhooked the chain
from the wall and led her into the house proper. The house was
beautiful and Ellissa wondered where the money to maintain the
place came from. Kim led her to a bedroom which was much more
casual and relaxed than the barn or the public areas of the house
she had been allowed to see. After a moment Ellissa realized that
this was Kim’s bedroom and not part of the house used for whatever
other sex games went on at the Farm. The dominatrix, the mistress
of the house, picked up an envelope from a small table in the
room’s corner and displayed it to Ellissa. “This is for you,” she
said but didn’t hand it over immediately. Ellissa wanted to grab it
from the dominatrix’s hand, but controlled herself. She was smart
enough to realize such misbehavior would be a punishable offense.
Kim held the envelope in such a way that she showed off an
elaborate “E” that had been written on it. Ellissa was certain it
had been written in Emelia’s hand. “But you haven’t earned it
yet.”

Ellissa swallowed. She was certain that the
envelope contained all the answers to why she was here and she
wanted it more than anything else in the world at that moment. “How
do I earn it?” she asked.

Kim said, “Help me undress.”

The only people Ellissa had ever helped
undress before were boyfriends. She’d never helped a woman undress
before. She was nervous but game—she had to have that envelope. It
occurred to her that maybe this was just another game that Kim was
playing, but she was willing to take that risk.

Kim stood still as Ellissa reached for her
blouse with shaking fingers. Unbuttoning the sheer fabric was easy
and Kim actually shrugged out of the sleeves. “Hang it in the
closet,” Kim ordered. There were many empty hangers and Ellissa
followed her instructions.

When she turned back around Kim was sitting
on the bed and she indicated her boots. They were black suede and
came up to her knees. There weren’t any laces or buckles, Ellissa
just had to tug them off. These also went into the closet. Kim wore
no socks which Ellissa didn’t approve of, but she said nothing.

Turning around the second time Ellissa saw
that Kim had stood up and turned her back to the slave, but looked
expectantly over her shoulder. The dominatrix only had on her
corset and leather pants. Both had zippers on the back and Ellissa
hesitated, not knowing how to proceed. Kim had already removed her
belt, tossing it, the crop , and her keys on the corner table.

“Pants,” was all Kim said.

Ellissa knelt down and lowered the zipper.
The leather pants were tight, but not exceedingly so. She was
nervous at exposing the mistress of the house’s flesh and when the
zipper came down without any evidence of Kim wearing underwear,
Ellissa’s stomach tightened up. As the curved globes of Kim’s ass
came into view Ellissa finally spied the thin strings of a thong
and proceeded to lower the zipper all the way and tug down the
pants. They came off with ease and Ellissa automatically took them
to the closet to hang them up. She didn’t do that because she
wanted to please Kim. She did it because she was nervous about
seeing the dominatrix naked.

The thong Kim wore was red and black, just
simple sating stretch fabric. Kim had turned halfway around to
watch Ellissa working in the closet, but then turned back when her
pants were hung. It was long enough for Ellissa to see that the
older woman was still in good shape even if she did have a little
paunch of her tummy.

Kim presented her back and with some
confidence Ellissa lowered the zipper to the corset. How the
dominatrix got into the garment was beyond her, but it came off
easily enough. There were faint red lines on her back, marks on her
skin where the corset had dug into her flesh. Though she herself
had been naked all day, Ellissa was still alarmed when Kim whirled
around and presented Ellissa with her bare tits, small red marks on
them as well.

Her breasts were surprisingly small, but
well-formed with small nipples and areola. Ellissa found her eyes
going straight to Kim’s tits, but then she realized she was staring
and looked up at her mistress.

“Sorry,” she apologized.

“Sorry, ma’am,” Kim corrected her.

“Sorry, ma’am.”

“Don’t be ashamed of your nudity or of anyone
else’s,” Kim instructed. “There’s nothing wrong with looking. But
don’t stare.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Are you becoming accustomed to the princess
plug?” she asked.

It took Ellissa half a moment to realize she
had forgotten about the discomfort of the heavy metal plug up her
ass. Only when she thought about it did she really feel it. “Yes,
ma’am. It doesn’t hurt at all.”

Kim nodded and sat down on the edge of the
bed. “They’re good for preparing you for anal sex.”

Ellissa’s eyes went wide. “I’ve never…”

Kim smiled slightly. “Your new owner might
like to use you for anal sex. His wife or girlfriend might not want
to do that so he’ll use you for that. He might want to have anal
with you because you dislike it and it pleases him to keep you
disturbed. She might like watching you suffer while her husband
fucks you in the ass.”

“She?”

“There’s no guarantee your owner will be a
man,” Kim said. “You’re up
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