
  
    Auctioned to the Master

  

  Chapter 1

  Ottawa, Canada.



I left home furious with my mother for having fought with my father and thrown him out. My father has always been a good man, and she has always been very hotheaded. While he is the calmness, she is the storm.



But nothing justifies throwing him out. I told her I would go live with him because no one can stand her. She locked me in my room and said I wouldn’t leave the house. I jumped out the window, and now I’m walking the streets without a dollar in my pocket, since she handles all the household money.



I don’t know where my father is living, but I know where he works. The problem is walking all the way to his job. By my calculations, it’s going to take about two hours or more to get there.



I stop in an alley and know that I will cut a nice path if I go this way. The problem is that everyone talks badly about this place; they say there’s a bag man who takes girls to sell their organs.



The police have been called several times, but they always leave without finding anything. I look ahead, where I have the choice of making a huge detour or going through the alley and getting back to the main road.



I cross myself three times and enter, praying that nothing bad happens to me. When I see the end of the alley, where I can already see the cars speeding by, I smile with relief and run to get out of this dreadful place quickly. But as soon as I reach the end, I feel a blow to my face and lose consciousness at once.



(...)



I open my eyes and find myself on a cold bed. I look to the side and realize it’s the same bed used in morgues.



Female Trafficker: — She’s awake; I think it’s better to put her to work in the brothel. Her blood type doesn’t match any of our clients.



Male Trafficker: — But we’ll receive much less. Alive, she won’t bring us much money.



Female Trafficker: — Then we can rent her out; that way, we’ll have money every month.



I listen to their conversation without understanding much, but it seems that he wants my organs, but she wants to sell me. But to whom?



— Please, let me go; I swear I won’t tell anyone. — They look at me and start laughing.



Male Trafficker: — I think you’re right; it’s better to sell her soon. Call Nora and negotiate with her. Tell her she’s a fifteen-year-old, virgin, and has an innocent face, so she’ll pay much more.



I start to cry and squirm. I should have believed that alley wasn’t safe. Now I’m about to be sold like merchandise. The guy approaches me and gives me an injection in my neck, which makes me black out again.



(...)



I wake up, and now I’m in a white room, with mold-filled walls and a clothesline stretched out full of panties. I sit up with a terrible headache, and as I run my hand through my hair, I feel a bump on my forehead.



The door opens, and about ten women walk in, all appearing to be in their twenties or older. All wearing prostitute attire, and that’s when I realize the truth. I’ve been kidnapped to be a prostitute.



One of the girls looks at me, comes closer, sits on my bed, and touches my bump. I recoil in fear, but she asks me to stay calm.



Megan: — They took me the same way five years ago.



— You’ve been trapped here for five years? — She nods in agreement. — How old are you now? And what’s your name?



Megan: — My name is Megan, but here it’s Jennifer. I’m twenty-one. I came here when I was sixteen. I was trained until I turned eighteen, then I was sold at auction for being a virgin, but afterward, my ex-owner returned me here. Here we work to pay our owners and buy things for ourselves; we just can’t leave without their permission.



It seems like I’m trapped in a horror movie, but I look at all the girls around me, realizing that this is all too real.



Megan: — Don’t be scared. At first, it’s frightening, but with time, you get used to it. Sometimes we get some really good-looking men, but other times not so much.



I lower my head and start to cry; she hugs me, and I can smell her scent. A mix of perfumes with a strange stench. The door bursts open, and a woman with bright red hair approaches us. She hands a dollar bill to the woman beside me and looks at me.



Nora: — You will be trained for the auction. First, you will stay here with the girls who will teach you everything. On your 18th birthday, you will have to learn to be a good slave to please your owner. We will also take some pictures to put on the website to attract buyers.



— Why are you doing this? I haven't harmed anyone, and I don't want to stay here.



Nora: — I hope you understood everything I've said, as I will not repeat myself. — She says, ignoring my words, and turns her back to leave.



Megan: — It's better not to respond to her; she's the witch around here, and I've seen her hit several girls who disobeyed her.



— Where are we? — I pray that we are still in Canada, but the answer discourages me.



Megan: — We're in Russia, Moscow to be more exact.



I close my eyes, and a tear rolls down my face, the chances of my parents finding me here are almost nil. She gets up and walks to her bed, tucking the money into her bag. The girls line up to take a shower since the room is small and there's only one bathroom. I scan every inch, seeing the bunk beds. Then I spot a window with bars, allowing the moonlight to filter through.



I rise and approach it, feeling the night breeze touch my face. I let the tears fall in regret. Are my mom and dad looking for me? Will the police find me here? I lean my arms on the window ledge, lower my head, and begin to cry, already imagining my fate from here on out.





  Chapter 2

  Helena,



My training begins as soon as I wake up at dawn. I'm taken by the woman with the red hair to a room where there are some... some... I don't know what they call them, they look like torture things. There are some things I know what they are, like handcuffs and whips. Other things don't even have names.



Nora: - The girls are going to teach you how to use all these things, I'm going to stay in the chair and watch you. Don't worry, you won't be penetrated, your new owner will do that. Take your clothes off. - I don't, and she yells at me. Scared, I start to take them off, crying.



I look back and see two women entering the room, they are dressed in black clothes that are super-tight to their bodies. The black is very reminiscent of electrical tape. One of them, the one with the black hair, takes my hand and sits me on the bed, and the one with the blonde hair approaches with an iron in her hand, which has two bracelets on each end.



She tells me to lie down on the bed and stretch out my feathers. I do, and she puts the bracelets on each of my ankles. I pull one of my legs, and that iron opens wider, and I get scared.



"I don't want to do this." I beg, looking at the woman with the red hair.



Nora: - Keep going. - She orders in a seductive voice. I notice that her breathing is fast and she's biting the corner of her lips.



The girl holds the iron high and turns my body over, placing me face down on the bed.



Nora: - Don't turn around, stay in that position. - I look at the headboard and see the woman getting up from the chair with a whip in her hand. - Even though you're 15, you're really hot, a real whore.



I close my eyes and lower my head, sinking into the mattress. I feel something cold pass over my private area. Afraid of what's to come, I shrink my body and am hit by a lash on my ass.



"Aaaiiiii." I scream in pain and she hits me again. I notice that the more I scream, the harder she hits me. I bite the pillow and try to control my screams so that she stops hitting me.



Nora: - That's right, you're clever, you've learned faster than the others. The more you shout, the more you'll get hit. Your pain isn't significant here, so you don't have to show it to me or anyone else.



I cry silently because of the pain I'm feeling in my ass. Until I feel a warm body pressing against me, and the pain increases. I sob quietly, praying that it will end soon. But it doesn't end, she uses almost all kinds of equipment on me, and if I was curious to know what it was when I came in here, I don't want to anymore.



Nora: - A break for lunch, and then we'll come back to continue training the slave. - She leaves and tells me to follow her. I put my hand out to hide my body, which is on full display. But when she looks back, she makes me take my hand away. - You don't have to hide, you have to show everything you've got. You have to make men look at you with desire, not like a shy beast.



"I don't want any of this, please let me go..." She slaps me so hard that I fall to the floor, feeling the cold combined with the pain of the lashes on my ass.



Nora: - I've already said it, and I won't say it again. Here, your pains, desires or anything else related to you is insignificant. You're a slave and you have to obey your masters. Even though I need you in one piece for the Auction, don't provoke me, because I can be very cruel to you. Now, get up from there and go on parade, not repressed.



I swallow back my sobs and struggle to get up. She puts her hand on my chin and turns my face to see the damage she's done. Then she lets go and tells me to step in front of her, threatening me: if I hide again, I'll be kicked in the back.



I take a deep breath and get it into my head that I'm wearing my pink Adidas sweatshirt, which is what I like best. We reach the food court. I look around and see the walls with a lot of mold, especially at the top near the ceiling. In the center of the area, there's a large wooden table with some long benches so that all the girls can fit.



She pushes me and tells me to sit down. The two women who were with me in the room take a seat in front of me, and the red-haired woman enters through a side door.



Loli: — Obey her, girl; she can ruin your life in here. — The black-haired one says, and I bite my lips to keep from crying.



"I was kidnapped; I was on my way to my father's work, I didn't want to be here."



Loli: — Ninety percent of the girls here were kidnapped. And if you think someone is going to find you, forget it. I've been here for fifteen years, and I have no plans to leave.



"Fifteen? You look so young."



Loli: — I was kidnapped when I was seven; now I'm twenty-two. I suffered a lot to accept this life, but once I did, everything changed. To make it easier, come up with a name for yourself; pretend you’re acting in a play or a soap opera. But do everything Madame Nora tells you, or it will be worse for you.



Nora: — Slave, bring coffee for two; I have guests. — She says, closing the door. I ask the girls where to find the coffee, and they point me toward the kitchen.



The cook doesn’t even look at me, just puts the cups and sugar on a tray and tells me to take it. She must be used to seeing naked women and girls wandering around here; there’s no other explanation. I go to the living room, knock on the door, and as soon as I'm told to enter, I go in.



A man in a suit is sitting with his back to me, but as soon as I place the tray on the table, he looks at me, starting from my breasts and moving up to my face.



Kirill: — Is there a child here, Nora?



Nora: — She’s fifteen, but she’s still in training for the auction.



My desire to ask him for help is strong, but if he's here, he must be here to buy women too, which would only complicate my life with the red-haired woman. He stands up, takes my hand, and makes me turn around. When I face him again, he bites the corner of his mouth.



Kirill: — I will love being at your auction and will be in the front row to buy you. What’s your name? — I search for a fictitious name to give him and come across some roses in a vase on the red-haired woman's table.



"Rose." I say automatically, and he furrows his brow at my response and lets go of my hand, telling me to leave the room. I exit and return to the table to eat with the girls, not understanding what just happened in there.





  Chapter 3

  Helena,



The years go by, and Helena Lincon no longer exists. I have suffered so much in these years that I can be sure I no longer even have a soul, only a body to be sadomized by any sicko.



I did exactly as Loli told me to do; I dressed myself in a character, and that's how I'm living my life. I've prayed and prayed so much for my parents to find me here that I ended up giving up. If I once had a life, it's gone now, along with all my dreams.



I was hurt, humiliated, and devalued. I was reduced to being human trash. I learned all the BDSM practices, learned how to use each piece of equipment and how painful some can be. I was subjected to being tied upside down for hours and going out naked in the street in the early morning and in the rain.



I learned the techniques of masturbation, fellatio, and how to swallow sperm without vomiting. No real penis was ever put in my mouth. According to the girls, Nora makes a mixture of cornstarch with salt and water, creating a disgusting slime to imitate man's sperm. She made me swallow it without making a face and taught me to wipe the corner of my mouth at the end.



I used several vibrators, however, none of them penetrated; they were all placed at the entrance of my private parts... I mean, cunt, because that's what Nora told me to call my private parts. But it was never forced inside.



They used ropes, putting me in various positions to see my flexibility for when my master uses me. Oh yes, and to always call him master or sir, depending on what the owner wants to be called. And finally, I was forced to get a contraceptive implant in my arm, because I cannot get pregnant by my owner.



This is my last night here at Nora's house; my auction is already set for tomorrow, and I'm so scared I can barely sleep. According to the girls, my buyer could be a good man, or a bad man. He might get tired of me over time and return me here, or I might not be able to endure what he will do to me and end up dying.



But, to tell the truth, neither of those scares me; I'm already dead inside. The only thing they will do is bury my body. Nora allowed us to have a small party in our room. She gave us a cake and some drinks to celebrate my birthday, along with a bouquet of red roses.



Mega: — Look, you must be very special, you know, because she's never done this for anyone here.



— Big deal, celebrate what? Tomorrow I'm going to be auctioned off to a man I've never seen in my life. This might also be our last night together. — They all come to hug me; most of them here have already been through everything I've been through and were returned here.



We ate, and for the first time in my life, I got drunk. This farewell was good; I've never made as many friends as I did here. Even with Nora sometimes hitting us in the face, we supported each other, and they always took care of my injuries when I came here after Nora's torture sessions and her perversions.



I'm awakened in the morning by the girls who tell me about my preparation for the auction. It will be at night, but according to them, I need to look beautiful and elegant so that the money bid for me is worth it.



I'm taken to a fancy room. The walls are a lilac and pink shade, and in the center of the room, there's a whirlpool tub with rose petals. I take off my clothes, and two girls help me bathe. While one washes my hair, the other helps me wash my back.



After years, I have a proper bath, since in our room, the shower has little water and there's a timer for each time you turn it on. After the bath, Nora arrives with a dress. It's dark red, almost wine-colored. It has a low neckline in the front and very thin straps. It has a huge slit on the right leg. A beautiful dress for my sacrifice. After I'm made up, my hair is done, and I'm perfumed, Nora tells me to turn around and says:



Nora: — You're perfect, Rosa. — That was the name I chose to play this role in my new life. Helena was a real person, Rosa, a fictional one. — Don't forget everything you learned here; it will be useful wherever you go.



I just nod. Obviously, I won't forget anything I went through here, but I know it was just the beginning of my suffering. She calls me to go, and the girls come to say goodbye to me. They all come to hug me, and we cry together.



Nora: — Enough of this sappiness, let's go. Besides, it might not be a goodbye. Depending on who bids for you, you might be back here in a few months. Now let's go, the car is already waiting for you outside.



I leave with her, and a limousine is waiting for us. She gets in the car with me and stays on the phone the whole time. Sometimes I get an overwhelming urge to open the car door, jump out, and ask anyone for help. But, besides getting all hurt, I'm not sure I'd be helped, since I've seen several policemen going into Nora's brothel after the girls, just to fuck.



We stop in front of a house whose gate is entirely closed and red. As soon as we pass through it, I can behold the beauty of the luxurious white mansion. Since the windows are transparent, you can see the shine of the gold chandeliers from outside.



We enter through the back, where two other women are also waiting to be auctioned. All the time, Nora asks me how I should stand in front of my owner, what to say, and what to do. She even made me remember how to do an enema, to keep my anus very clean.



As soon as the auctioneer starts speaking, his voice muffled because we are backstage, he calls the other girls first, leaving me for last. With every second that passes, my heart beats faster. I look at the door, hoping some police will enter and end all this, and take me back to my parents.



Auctioneer: — Rosa, from Madame Nora's house... — My name is announced, and she leads me to a door, wishing me good luck. I take a deep breath and enter, revealing a hall packed with masked men...



  Chapter 4

  I step onto the platform with the help of a woman with black hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her outfit is the same as the girls at Nora's brothel, which looks like it's made of electrical tape, but the girls said it's called Fetish wear. The lights in the hall go out, leaving only one on me.



Auctioneer: — Here is Rosa, she is Canadian, 18 years old, and has never been touched by any man. She has learned all the teachings of BDSM practice, without penetration. Therefore, she is a perfect sex slave. Let's start the bidding at 50 thousand dollars.



Buyer: — Fifty thousand. — one says, raising paddle number 9. But it doesn't last two seconds, and another already bids 60 thousand dollars, and then it keeps going up.



I'm impressed by their wealth, since they can pay all that for a simple virgin woman, just to fulfill their disgusting pleasures. I maintain my erect posture, as Nora had instructed, and when I realize it, the value has already reached 250 thousand dollars.



Auctioneer: — Come on, I know you want this virgin for yourselves. Look how beautiful she is. — he takes my hand and makes me turn my back to them. — See how she has a nice perky bütt and a tiny waist. — besides feeling like an object for being sold like this, the auctioneer's words destroy any bit of humanity that existed within me.



Buyer: — One million dollars. — he turns me around, and I can see everyone murmuring, but I didn't see who my actual buyer was.



Auctioneer: — Anyone else? Going once, going twice...



Kirill: — Two million dollars. — another voice echoes through the hall, and this one sounded more like a roar. This time, the auctioneer manages to count to three and declares: "sold."



The same woman who brought me here takes my hand and leads me to a small room, where she hands me a black jumpsuit, in the same style she's wearing, however, it's completely closed, only showing the marks of my curves.



After changing, she takes my hand and leads me to the hall. She places me in front of a man who is currently facing away from us, but soon turns around when he notices we are here. His eyes roam over my body. I can't see his face, only his mouth and his brown eyes.



Kirill: — Lift your head. — I do as he orders and feel his hands on my neck. — From now on, you will be my lïttle bïtçh, and whatever I tell you to do, you do, understand?



— Yes, sir. — he smiles at my answer and puts a chain on the collar he placed on me.



He pulls me by this chain, and I walk behind him, without looking sideways, trying to focus on my new life and trying not to care about the curious looks that watch us as soon as we step onto the sidewalk.



We get into his black luxury car. He sits next to me and tells his driver, whose name is Kelvin, to go to his house. Out of the corner of my eye, I see him loosening his tie, however, he says nothing the whole way. I remain silent, just as Nora had ordered, to speak only when he asks me something, otherwise, silence is my best companion.



An hour later, the car stops in front of a white mansion. This one, the gates are made of bars, where you can see the whole house. The vehicle enters and stops right at the front door. He gets out, pulling me by the chain and pulls me over his shoulder.



Kirill: — This will be your temporary home, you will stay here as long as I want you to serve me. Let's go to my office, you have to sign a contract with me.



— Yes, sir. — he stops pulling me and turns to face me.



Kirill: — I want you to call me master, so, you will say to me, yes, master.



— Yes, master. — he nods and starts pulling me again. He takes me to an area that I believe is his office. He tells me to kneel, takes a paper from the table, and hands it to me with a pen.



Kirill: — Sign your full name, because only then will I do whatever I want with you, without any objection. — I sign as he ordered, and hand over to him all rights to my body.



Smiling, he puts the document in the drawer, and lifts me up to leave the office. We go up a staircase that leads to a long corridor. We walk through it, where there are several doors on each side, but we enter the last one, which is right in front of the corridor.



Kirill: — This is my room, we will sleep together every day, because I want to be able to fück you whenever I want, whether it's day, night or dawn. I hope you are always willing, or there will be punishments.



Punishments, that was my worst nightmare at Madame Nora's house. He opens the door next to it and shows a room all decorated in pink, explaining that here I will use it to get dressed before entering his room, or the Igry room (Games in Russian).



Kirill: — And here, where we will spend most of our time when I'm home. This will also be your place of punishment. I won't lie to you. I love to punish the women who enter my house. And even if you don't disobey me, I'll find a way to punish you. Since you've already been trained at Nora's house, I'll just set one rule of mine. Don't talk or interact with any other man. Neither here in my house nor when we go out to our parties. I don't share what's mine, and if you let them reach you, you will be punished in front of them. Understood?



— Yes, master, I will do as you are ordering me.



Kirill: — Great, now come with me. — he pulls me by the chain and we enter the room. He turns to me, removes the chain from the collar and walks to the bed, sitting on it. — I want you to take off those clothes, bend down and come crawling to me, showing that you are a lïttle bïtçh, and I am your owner.



Without looking at him, I open the zipper of the jumpsuit and peel it off my body. The material seems to be made of rubber, so it kind of sticks to the skin. I'm left only in my lingerie.



Kirill: — Take off your bra, I want to see your tïts dragging on the floor. — I take it off, and when I'm about to take off my panties, he tells me to stop and bend down. I go crawling towards him. — Lower, I said I want to see your tïts scraping the floor.



I support myself on my elbows and drag myself like that until I reach him.



Kirill: — Very good, my lïttle bïtçh, now I'm going to stick myself all the way inside you. But first, I want to taste your throat, go on, show me what you learned in that shïtty whörehouse.



  Chapter 5

  Helena,



I run my hand up your legs and go up to your cock. I've never felt it like this, on my skin. It's always been with vibrators, which is very different.



Kirill: — Have you ever sucked a real cock? — I shake my head no. — So, let's do a test first. Open your mouth. — I open it, he stands up, getting behind me, and puts a finger in until it reaches my throat. — Don't let your teeth touch it. When I pull it out, you suck it.



I do as he says, and when he puts his finger in again, it goes deeper. He smiles, taking his finger completely out of my mouth, and bends down to give me a kiss. His tongue explores every corner of mine, and his kiss is much better than the kisses of the girls at the brothel.



Kirill: — Did you like the present I gave you yesterday? — I don't understand, and he seems to notice my confusion. — I sent a cake and some drinks to Nora's whorehouse yesterday to celebrate your 18th birthday. Didn't you get it?



— Yes, I did, master. Thank you very much.



Kirill: — Thank me by making me cum down your throat. Let's continue. — I nod in agreement, and he holds the base of his penis, making it seem bigger than it looks.



I lower my head and start sucking his testicles first. Nora always said that was a man's weak spot, to never forget to suck his balls. I go at it with my mouth, always looking into his eyes, and he bites the corner of his mouth, showing he's enjoying it.



He brings his right hand to my chin, holds it tightly, and tells me to open my mouth wide to put both balls inside. I make an effort, and he puts them in. My mouth is completely filled, and he always reminds me not to let my teeth touch his "eggs," but tells me to suck on them like a little goat.



Suddenly, he pulls me by my hair, thus yanking his balls out of my mouth and throws me onto the bed with my legs spread. He slaps my privates so hard that, on impulse, I put my hands over it and close my legs, wincing in pain, as I didn't expect that.



Kirill: — Take your hand away from there, I didn't tell you to do that. — I do as he says, and he smiles. — Good girl.



He sits at the head of the bed and pulls me to sit on his lap, with my back against his chest. He opens my legs with his arms, leaving me wide open in front of a mirror that faces the bed.



Kirill: — Look what a beautiful pussy you have. It's nice and tight now, but soon it'll be the shape of my cock. Put both hands behind you. — I do as he says, and he holds my body in this position.



His hand starts by caressing my privates, but suddenly, he starts hitting it, slapping it repeatedly without stopping. I squirm on his lap, but I don't scream, much less cry, because I know that's what he wants. I feel his cock getting harder and harder against my back; he's feeling pleasure in the pain he's causing me.



He starts squeezing my mons pubis, which is all sore from his slaps. I feel his breath quickening on my neck, until he starts rubbing his beard against me, sending shivers down my body. He then starts caressing my privates, not seeming like the same man who was hitting me.



He makes me turn my face and shoves his tongue into my mouth, in a kiss full of desire. But this kiss starts to suffocate me, and I try to pull my face away, but he grabs my hair so I can't get away. Until he himself pulls away and smiles at me when he sees me gasping for air.



Kirill: — Now go back to sucking my cock, you got me hard with that hot pussy-slapping scene.



He lets me go, and unable to close my legs because of the burning sensation, I positioned my face between his legs, on all fours. I started licking the base of his penis and went up until I reached the head.



Kirill: — Put as much of it in your mouth as you can. — I did, feeling my throat open, but this is my limit.



He stands up, holds my head with his hands, and tells me to breathe through my nose, because today I was going to receive cum from a real man.



Just as I was preparing to stay like that for a while, he surprised me by pulling his penis out. He lays me on the bed and puts it in my mouth, as if he were going to sit on me. So, he started putting his penis in and out, slowly at first, but always trying to go deeper. But a little while later, he started fucking my mouth hard, while going deeper, surpassing my limits.



I held onto his thigh so he wouldn't go so deep, and he takes my hands and puts them forward, holding them with just one hand. I try to control the tears that insist on falling, both from the pain and the urge to vomit, but he doesn't care, he's howling with pleasure, while ruthlessly raping my mouth.



He pulls that thing out of my throat all at once and pulled me to the edge of the bed, with only my head hanging off, and kisses me. He gets up, positions his penis in my mouth again and shoves it all the way in.



He increases the speed of his thrusts, moaning like an angry lion, holding and squeezing my breasts. I felt his penis throb, and he locks it deep inside, releasing all his sperm inside me. I started to run out of air again and started kicking my feet on the bed, and that's when he pulled his penis out of my mouth. I turn onto my stomach and start to vomit.



Kirill: — I'll let this slide just because it's your first time taking a man's cum in your mouth. But next time you vomit, I'll make you lick it back up. Clean this up and get back to bed quickly, because we're not finished yet.



  Chapter 6

  He laid me on the bed and lay on top of me, propped on his elbows, so as not to crush me with his weight. He started by kissing my ear, giving light bites, and moved down to my neck, where he sucked and bit. Not hard, but firm enough for me to feel a little pain.



He continued down until he reached my breasts and latched on like a hungry man. He sucked like a child sucks a fruit popsicle. I held back my voice, not wanting to show any emotion, but I also didn't want to seem like a dead girl, as Nora used to say; I had to let out soft moans.



I don't know if I could touch him; I remember Loli saying that the master indicates where to touch. So, I grip the sheet in my hands and squeeze it tightly while he sucks and lightly bites my nipple. He does the same thing to the other one, but this time looking me in the eyes.



He continues down, sucking and biting my whole body, as if he wanted to leave his marks on me. I feel his hard penis brushing against my thigh, which makes me a little scared. It's not small; it hurt my throat. I imagine it inside me. It's going to split me in half.



He gets off me and makes me lie on my stomach, pulls my hips up, leaving me on all fours. He takes off my panties and kisses my private parts, which made me itch at first. But then he gives a suck, and I feel his male hunger. His tongue touches my entrance and goes up to my clitoris possessively, almost wanting to push it inside my body.



Kirill: — Hmmm, your pussy tastes really good, it's going to make me addicted to your flavor. — he says between licks, and I grip the sheet tightly in my hands.



He runs his hands caressing my back while I feel his heavy tongue on my private parts. He goes down and starts kissing and sucking my right thigh, below my butt, making my body jolt slightly. His hands start squeezing each buttock and spreading them forcefully.



Kirill: — Lay your head on the mattress, I just want your ass up. — I lie down and wait for the worst. But, before he puts his penis inside me, he keeps rubbing it up and down, exactly like the girls did with the vibrators.



I was already soft and surrendered to pleasure; his penis was totally different from those rubber things. It slid very easily, leaving me all wet. Especially when he presses the head of his penis against my clitoris.



He spreads my legs wider and adjusts himself better. I look back and see his huge body in the mirror. The muscles of his back were beautiful to see, until I saw his ass clenching, and I feel a pain in my private parts as he tries to enter me. I pull my body forward, and he strokes my back.



Kirill: — Stay still, or this shit won't go in. My penis is right at your entrance and I can see they're not proportional to each other. — He tries to press again, but I pull away again.



He gets up, telling me to stay where I am. He grabs a red jar and rubs it on his penis and my private parts. He throws the jar, which falls beside me, and when I see what it is, I even get goosebumps.



Kirill: — This is KY, this is to get it in, since you're not helping me. Bite the sheet there, because since it's your first time, it's going to hurt. — he applies stronger pressure, holding my hips, and I feel an infernal pain. — Fuck, this shit went in, ahhhh, what a tight vagina, you're going to rip my penis off this way.



He keeps forcing it in, and I bite the pillow, wincing from the pain. I clench my teeth and my whole body, until I feel his warm skin on my ass.



Kiril: — It's all in, everything's inside. — He lowers his hand to my belly. — It's even here, look. — He takes my hand and presses it on my lower abdomen to feel where his dick is inside me. — See, you're all filled with my dick.



He stays still for a while and starts massaging my clitoris, which soon makes me forget the pain. He starts moving in and out inside me, slow at first and then quickly becoming very fast and strong. I feel him pushing my uterus inwards each time he enters. I wanted to cry, I wanted to tell him to stop and let me go. But I know this is my life now.



I'm in a country I don't know, I don't even know how to get to the street. This is the beginning of my new life, and this is what I'll have to start getting used to. The bed even sways with the impact of his movements, so fast he was going in and out of me.



The pain gradually fades, giving way to a strange sensation. I wouldn't say it's good, as I still feel the burning, but it's not bad either. He speeds up his finger on my clitoris, and my body starts to have small spasms, and when I least expect it, my whole body goes into ecstasy, making me explode with pleasure.



He holds my waist and leaves his dick buried deep inside me while I release. But right after, his body trembles too, and he squeezes my waist tightly, howling louder with pleasure.



Kirill: — What a fucking cumshot, holy shit. — He says, panting. — You gave me pussy juice, baby. For an inexperienced virgin, you were too good.



He pulls out of me and lies down on the bed beside me. I throw my body forward, feeling my pussy throbbing. He turns over, grabs something from the bedside table, and hands me a red rose.



I take it without understanding. He smiles at me, and gets up, picking me up in his arms to take me to the bathtub, where there are several rose petals on the water.



Kirill: — Now I'm going to take care of you, give you a bath and food so you can sleep. Tomorrow we'll do it again, okay?



Tomorrow again? I can already see that my life here will be the same as at Madame Nora's house. I just hope he's gentler next time.



  Chapter 7

  Helena,



In the morning, I wake up before him, attend to my hygiene, and wait for him to give me orders. However, he didn't seem to like it much, as he made me suck his dick until I softened again. After devouring my mouth, he tells me to go to the other room to change, that he is going to work.



After he leaves, I glance over all the clothes. He told me to wear a black dress, but he didn't specify which one. But since all of these were chosen by him, I guess any of them will do.



I touch the fabrics; they are so smooth, and I'm sure they are pure silk. I leave them there; I still have time to choose whatever I want later. I go downstairs for breakfast and find the table empty.



At Nora's, the girls would put everything on the table, and we would serve ourselves. Could it be that my punishment here is to go without food?



Maid: — Your meal is in the kitchen; only the master sits at this table. — I look behind me and see a maid in a black and white uniform. — Whores have no privileges here.



I just nod and go to the kitchen, where there's a bag of bread, margarine, and a pot of coffee. I don't like coffee, so I sit down and eat the bread with plain margarine. When I finish, I drink a glass of water and wash my body and the knife I used to cut the bread.



With the master's permission, I start walking around the house, exploring each room, seeing what's interesting here. There are many doors, but some remain locked. I look at the garden door and go out through it, finding myself in a beautiful scene.



Green is dominant, along with flowers of various colors and styles. From sunflowers to orchids. I walk, contemplating the garden. I stay far away from the pool because, since I don't know how to swim, it's better for me to keep my distance.



I continue walking until I come across a beautiful bed of red roses. He must have picked one from here to give to me. I bend down, smelling their perfume, and smile at them.



Gardener: — The master doesn't like people here, please leave. — I look behind me and see a woman in overalls; she must be the house gardener.



I get up, apologizing, and continue my exploration. The hours pass, and when lunchtime arrives, the same thing happens as at breakfast, but the food is still in the pots for me to serve myself.



I eat and then wash the things I dirtied. I go to my room and wait until it's time to change. I listen to music on the stereo he left here in the room, softly, so the troublemaking women don't come to bother me.



Until it's time, and I start picking out my clothes. I choose one of the black dresses that isn't too revealing, except for the thigh area, where there's a not-too-exaggerated slit. I leave it laid out on the bed and go to the bathroom to take my shower.



I use everything here and feel my whole body refreshed and perfumed. I liked that; I just can't get used to all this wealth. I come out wrapped in a towel and go to do my makeup. I do a lighter look, nothing exaggerated so he doesn't think I'm trying to attract other men's attention. His threat not to let any man near me doesn't leave my mind.



I finish my makeup and hair. I only put on a bra, remembering he told me not to wear panties. I put on the dress and wait for the time. At 6:30 PM, the door opens, and he looks me up and down, as if I've pleased him.



Kirill: — You look perfect. I'm going to get ready, wait for me here. — I nod in agreement, and he leaves.



At 6:50 PM, he returns with a velvet box in his hand. I scan his body; he looks elegant in a black tuxedo. His hair is lightly combed. He leads me to the mirror and takes out a gold necklace with a small purple stone hanging from it.



Kirill: — I won't call you Rosa, because it doesn't suit you at all. Your name here in my house will be Rose.



I nod, and he kisses my neck as soon as he finishes fastening the necklace. He turns me to face him and lifts one of my legs. His hands move up from my thigh to my intimacy, and he smiles when he realizes I'm not wearing panties.



Kirill: — I came home eager to punish you for disobeying me and wearing panties, but I see you're a very obedient girl. — He looks at his watch and takes my hand for us to leave the house.



The maids' stares at me make me uncomfortable; they've already made it clear how much they like me. But since I'm with my master, I don't look at any of them, only at the floor, following his steps.



We get into the car, and he sits next to me, takes my hand, and brings it to his pocket, where I feel something hard.



Kirill: — This is what I'll use on you if you disobey me. Remember my rule?



— Not to speak to or let any man approach me.



Kirill: — That's right. If I witness anything like that, I will punish you like I haven't before. So obey me, because I am your master.



— Yes, master. — I say with my head down, and he pulls my chin up to give me a kiss that seems to want to tear my mouth from my face.



The car stops at a brightly lit hall. He gets out and tells me to wait, that he will open the door for me. I obey, and he comes like a gentleman, extending his hand. We walk down the red carpet, where several photographers take pictures.



He doesn't seem to care about anything, perhaps he likes to show that he goes around with various women, earning a reputation as a womanizer. We follow a couple, whom he greets, but he doesn't introduce me. The man speaks to me, but I only answer when the woman speaks.



It seems to have pleased him, as he gave me a satisfied smile. The couple guides us to a table and tells us to make ourselves comfortable. I look at the floor the whole time, not looking at anyone so he doesn't think I'm looking at some man.



Kirill: — Wait for me here, standing. If I come back and you're not in this spot, you'll suffer the consequences.



— Yes, master. — He releases my hand and leaves. I lift my head to look at him and follow his steps. Every now and then, he looks at me to make sure I'm obeying him.



Unknown: — Are you new here? — I hear a male voice beside me, but I don't look or answer. — Cat got your tongue, lady in black?



I start to break out in a cold sweat and pray that my master doesn't see this man next to me and realize I'm not in the mood to talk. He touches my arm, and at that moment, I look at him. I look forward again, and my master is glaring at both of us.



I pull my arm away, but I can't leave here; he told me to stay here, and if I leave, I'll be punished. But I also can't tell him to go away because I don't have permission to talk to other men. I see my master talking to a waiter, who comes over to us and tells the guy to go to the garage, that his car is blocking a client from leaving.



As soon as he leaves, my master approaches me with a demonic look on his face, downing a glass of drink.



  Chapter 8

  Helena,



He approaches me and I start to get scared of his features. But when he arrives, he speaks in my ear.



Kirill: – We're leaving now, you behaved like a whøre and you'll be punished for it. – My whole body trembles as I feel his hand grabbing my arm forcefully.



He drags me out through the hall until we reach the parking lot, where the man is being held by two of my master's security guards. We approach his car and he bends me over the hood of the vehicle.



Kirill: – Did you find my companion beautiful? – he asks, looking at the guy who shakes his head in denial.



Unknown: – Stop it, man, let me go, I just said hi to her and nothing more.



Kirill: – So, for your audacity in approaching her and for her letting you touch her, my slave will be punished in front of you. – I shrink my body in fear as I feel his hands going up my dress. – She’s so hot, you can’t even imagine.



I feel his hand passing over my äss, caressing and giving a few squeezes. Until he gives the first very hard open-handed slap. I retract my body from the pain, but I don’t make any sound. In a few seconds, I feel the pain of the strands of a whip hitting my äss.



I let out a soft moan and he caresses me with his hands once more before starting to hit me non-stop. My legs lose their balance and he holds me by the dress so I don’t fall. The blows come one after another, I didn't count, but I'm sure it was more than ten lashes.



Kirill: – She’s a whøre I bought at an auction, I paid a lot to have her, and no man can touch her except me.



I turn my face and look at the man whose eyes are wide with the scene he’s watching. He pulls my hair back, forcing my body to be completely bent over the car.



Kirill: – This is a lesson I'm giving you, I gave you an order and you disobeyed, you allowed him to touch you, you let him reach you, and now you are being punished.



I close my eyes and receive a slap on the face, with him yelling at me to look him in the eyes when he's talking. He lets go of my hair and I go back to leaning with my face on the car hood. Suddenly, I feel his member invading me all at once, and because I wasn’t lubricated, it hurt more than my first time.



Kirill: – Look, you son of a bïtçh, look how I own her and fück her the way she likes. – he gives a hard slap on my buttocks, and I pull my body forward, which doesn’t help much, since I’m trapped between the car and his body, which penetrates me faster and faster.



I hold back my tears, but they roll down my face, falling on the car body. The man doesn’t even look at us anymore, he keeps looking to the side, his eyes closed. Until I feel him putting all the pressure, sinking completely inside me, and I feel his penis pulsing.



Kirill: – Dämn, what a fücking cümshøt. Ah, you missed the best part, you imbecile. You closed your eyes at the best time. – he pulls my body up and brings me to face the guy. – Do you have anything to say to my slave?



Slowly, he turns his face and looks at me with pity. I haven't seen that look in a long time; I used to see it in my father's eyes when I fell and hurt myself. I feel his sincerity, for feeling guilty about everything that happened to me in front of him.



Unknown: – I'm sorry, I didn’t want you to go through this.



Kirill: – Say he’s guilty, Rose, say you hate him for making you go through all this just because he touched you. – he tightens his grip on my hair, and I repeat what my master ordered, blaming him for everything. – Never touch a woman again, even if she seems to be alone. And if you open your mouth to tell anyone what you saw here, she will be the one to pay for everything. You’ve made her suffer enough, don’t you think?



Unknown: – You’re a maniac, a rapist, and you have to go to jail, you miserable wretch.



Kirill: – I’m not, I’m a sadomasochistic master, and besides having paid dearly for my sëxual slave, we also have a contract where she gives me permission to do anything with her. Now throw this vermin on the street, because we’re leaving.



He takes me to the car and opens the door for me to get in, then slams the door shut. My äss is all sore from the lashes I received. My whole body is trembling, as if I were still being massacred by him. This guy is as sick as Nora, and I’m going to suffer just as much, or worse, at his hands.



He sits next to me and tells the driver to take us home. He starts to loosen his tie until he removes it completely.



Kirill: – Turn your back to me and put your hands behind you. – I turn, doing as he commands. – I hate it when someone contradicts me, but I love it when they disobey me just so I can punish without a guilty conscience.



Conscience? Does he have one? He ties my hands, making me uncomfortable, but he picks me up and sits me on his lap and opens my legs.



Kirill: – Don’t cüm, if you do, you’ll have an unpleasant surprise when we get home. – he brings his hand to my intimate area and starts to caress it. Even though I don’t want to feel anything, because of what happened a few minutes ago, my treacherous body starts to feel pleasure from his fingers.



I try to obey him, holding myself back as much as I can so as not to cüm. I try to keep my mind on when he was hitting me, but he speeds up his fingers more and more. I look outside to see if we’ve arrived at his house yet, but it seems that’s still far from happening. He speeds up more, and I clench my teeth, and unable to hold back any longer, I end up cümming on his fingers.



Kirill: – I told you not to cüm, I hope you’re prepared for your punishment.



  Chapter 9

  Helena,



The car stops, and I regret not having held out for a few more seconds. He puts me back on the seat and gets out of the car, then helps me out, since my hands are tied.



He guides me in front of him, pushing my body by my hands, until we reach the game room. He opens the door and takes me to the X, and only when I'm facing it are my hands freed. He rips my dress and yanks my bra hard, breaking the clasp, leaving me completely naked.



My master pushes me against the X, so my back is to him, and ties my hands up. Then he ties my legs to each leg of the X.



Kirill: – Your ass looks delicious, all red. – I feel him bend down and run his tongue over my ass, which stings a little.



He moves away from me for a few seconds and then returns with a vibrator, running it down my back. I shiver all over, until I feel his wet finger entering my anus. I clench in fear and from a slight pain.



Kirill: – Don’t clench, damn it. You must accept your punishment until the end without complaining. You have to endure everything because you are my slave, and you already know I love to cause you pain. I just want to hear your screams and cries, as that would turn me on more. – I lower my head and close my eyes, feeling the first blow on my ass, which burned badly.



I look back and see him with a paddle. I bite my lips to bear the pain, but it hurt so much, and he continued without rest. I was already feeling my vision darken, and my body go limp; I only don't fall to the floor because my hands are tied.



Kirill: – This is what will happen to you every time you disobey me. I punished you in front of that son of a bitch so you understand that you can’t talk, look, or let any man touch you. And I'm punishing you now so you never forget. Don’t act like a slut when you're with me, because I demand your respect. After you go back to that shitty brothel, you can give your pussy to whoever you want.



He pulls my hips back and slowly slides his cock inside me, until his groin touches my ass and makes it burn, as his body was hot as if he had a fever.



Then, he begins a slow, yet strong, back-and-forth, trying to shove his cock deeper than its full length, deep inside me. He brings one of his hands to my breast and keeps pinching it with his fingertips. He starts a faster, more frantic rhythm, and I was sure the X would fall with me on it, his thrusts were so strong.



He pulls out of me and spreads my ass cheeks wide, looking like he's going to rip them from my body. He lets go of one cheek and runs his hand over my anus. He spreads my cheeks again, and I feel the head of his cock trying to invade. I clench, preventing entry; it hasn't even gone in, but it's already hurting.



I feel one of his hands pulling my hair back, and his tongue runs over my ear, while he keeps trying to push his thick cock inside me. And when the head passed through, I let out a low moan of pain. He starts thrusting just at the entrance, since with my clenching, he can't push it in further.



Kirill: – Bear down, because I want to shove it all into your tight little ass. – I bear down, but when I feel him go deeper, I tense up again. – You’re hurting me like this, and I’m getting irritated with you. Bear down, damn it! – I take a deep breath and push out again, already squeezing my eyes shut.



He stays still for a while, and just when I think he's going to push, he pulls his cock out of me. A wave of relief washes over me, until I feel him run his hands down my back. He lifts my ass again and positions himself at my entrance once more.



Before I can resist, he yanks my hips back, making his thick cock slide completely inside me. For the first time, I let out a loud scream, because it feels like he’s splitting me in two. The pain of losing my anal virginity is a thousand times worse than my vaginal one.



I try to pull my body forward, to escape this nightmare. I hear his breathing like sounds of pleasure in my ears, an infernal pain throbbing inside me that seems like it will never end, and he stays still, deep inside. My tears began to stream down my face, and for the first time, I was truly crying in front of him.



He slowly pulls his cock out, and this gives me a sense of relief. However, he didn't pull it all out; he left the head at the tip and then shoved it all back inside me at once. At that moment, I blacked out, losing all sensation. I wake up to find myself lying on the bed, hands tied behind my back, with him on top of me, his cock still inside my anus.



Kirill: – Good, you’re awake. It was a drag fucking your ass while you were unconscious. Now that the invasion part is over, comes the best part.



He pulls all the way out and starts to pound hard into my anus. It still burned a little, but I wasn't feeling as much pain as in the beginning. He stood up and pulled me with him, standing. He got behind me, bent down to pick me up in his arms, and shoved it all in again, a deep and painful penetration.



He puts me on the bed on all fours, my face pressed straight into the mattress, since my hands were still tied. He climbs onto the bed, the soles of his feet beside me, and starts fucking me hard again. He announces he's going to cum and tries to push in up to his balls inside me, and unable to bear the pain, I pass out again.
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