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I'm a lucky man, blessed with wealth, health, and an obedient slave
in my lovely Samantha, who likes nothing more than to suck my dick
while I whip her ass. But, believe it or not, I once had it even
better. I once had not one, but two obedient and beautiful
slaves.

When I first met Samantha, I had been
living with a rather belligerent young lady named Jennifer, who
insisted on maintaining an independent life despite the fact that I
could cater for her every need.

My relationship with Jennifer pre-dated my
acquisition of Samantha, but it was an unsatisfying
liaison, based on equality and
mutual respect. That is why I left Samantha trussed up on the
kitchen table after our first date, naked and wide open for
Jennifer to discover when she arrived home from work.

I was enjoying a drink and
a cigarette in the lounge room
when I heard the door slam, followed by a sharp intake of breath. I
cursed myself for not having had the foresight to rig up a camera
to catch Jennifer's expression. The scream of rage wasn't quite as
satisfying as a picture would have been, but it did cause me to
smile at the thought that not everyone gets to be greeted at the
door by a wide open slave girl with clamped tits

'Marvin, you are a pig. How dare you!'
Jennifer screamed.

'She followed me home,' I said, in a tone
that I knew would infuriate her even further, if that were at all
possible. 'Can I keep her?'

What happened next surprised me. Instead
of exploding in fury, Jennifer collapsed onto the floor and started
sobbing.

'I only ever wanted to please you,' she
sobbed, as she crawled into the lounge room where I was sitting. 'I
didn't want you to think I was using you for your
money.'

I am ashamed to admit that the sight of my
beautiful girlfriend lying crumpled on the floor and sobbing did
not melt my heart. There was no compassion. There was no empathy.
There was only lust. My dick was hard despite the fact that I had
used Samantha only a short while ago.

'My dear Jennifer,' I said, extinguishing my
cigarette, 'in order to earn my love, you must submit to me. I
don't find independent women terribly attractive.'

'Really?' she said, looking up.

'Yes really,' I said. 'Stand up and come over
here.'

She looked up from the floor, unsure of what
to do.

'You can stand up and either walk over
here or walk out the door. The choice is yours.'

Jennifer looked behind her, to the
beautiful Samantha on the kitchen table. She stood up and, with
barely a moment's hesitation, walked over to stand in front of
me.

'I want complete obedience, is that
clear?'

'Yes Marvin.'

'Yes sir,' I
corrected her. 'Now I want you over my knee.'

She obeyed and draped herself across my lap. I looked down at
that ass that had never felt the palm of my hand and felt that the
moment had been too long. Tonight would change all of that.
Tonight, Jennifer would be mine to humiliate and use, and she would
do it willingly.

I took my time because there was nothing
to gain by rushing, and it allowed Jennifer some time to
contemplate the vulnerability of her position, to let the
humiliation set in and build. So I sipped my drink and looked down
at her ass while she squirmed, and wiggled, and became more and
more embarrassed.

The first spank took her by surprise. I
brought my hand down hard on her left ass cheek and she let out a
squeal. I followed the first with another five in quick succession,
on alternate buttocks. To her credit, she did not cry out again,
even though she continued to squirm and wiggle.

It was now time to take it up a notch. I
took the hem of her short skirt and pulled it up until it was over
her waist, and then dragged her panties down until they were around
her knees. The smell of her dripping cunt was
delightful, and
confirmed what I had always suspected. Jen was a bit of a masochist
who had been too uptight to play the game.

'I am your master,' I said and jammed a
finger up her ass.

'Yes sir.'

I drained my drink and put the glass on
the floor. With one finger up her ass, I began her spanking in
earnest with the other hand. It took barely three blows on each
cheek for her ass to color. A further five on each side and her ass
was flame red.

She hadn't made a sound the entire time, but
her vagina was dripping wet. I pulled my finger out of her ass and
jammed three fingers hard into her cunt. She gasped and squirmed
but did not complain.

'Hmmm, a bit of a conundrum, this,' I said and dragged her
right hand around until it was over her ass. 'I want the middle two
fingers in your ass.'

'Yes sir,' she said, and reluctantly put her
fingers onto her anus.

'I said in,' I shouted and spanked her ass
several times. She squealed and jammed both fingers deep into her
ass. At the same time, her cunt contracted around my fingers as an
orgasm shuddered through her body.

'Well, well, well,' I said, 'who would have
thought Jennifer likes being spanked.'

I punished her ass with another ten blows on
each cheek before pushing her off my lap and onto the floor.

'Keep those fingers up your ass until I tell
you to take them out,' I said, and put my foot on her mouth.
'Lick.'

I watched as she ran her tongue
enthusiastically over my leather shoes. It seemed that, having
decided she was to become a sex slave, she might as well be a good
one. When she had covered every square inch of the leather, I
reached down and dragged her to a kneeling position by her hair. I
must admit to being impressed that she remembered to keep her
fingers in her ass.

'Let's see those tits,' I said and ripped
open her work shirt. 'No bra? Are you trying to impress someone at
work?'

'Yes sir,' Jennifer said, surprising me.

'Really?' I said, and slapped both her tits,
hard. 'Who?'

'Bec, sir.'

'Your boss?' I said, and slapped her face,
twice on each cheek. 'I didn't know you were into girls.'

'She's a real bitch, sir, and treats me
like crap. She slapped me the other day and I had an orgasm on the
spot.'

'You little slut,' I said, smiling from
ear to ear. I grabbed her nipples and stretched her tits, then
stood up and grabbed her hair. 'Let's tell Samantha.'

I dragged Jennifer by the hair to where I had Samantha tied
up on the kitchen table. 'What do you think?'
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