
        
            [image: cover]
        


Slave Auction


Part III

 


By Elliot Silvestri

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright ©2015 Elliot Silvestri and Green Bush
Publishing

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


The characters and events portrayed in this book are
fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is
coincidental and not intended by the author. Contains adult
material that might not be suitable for all audiences.

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


All characters depicted in this work of fiction are
18 years of age or older. This work is a fantasy; in your own life
be sure to follow safer sex practices.

 


If you’re the type of person to read copyright
notices, why don’t you go to elliotsilvestri.blogger.com for a
coupon code at Smashwords.com.

 


For a complete list of Green Bush Publishing’s eBooks
please visit elliotsilvestri.blogspot.com

 



Part III


Chapter Nine

The Post

 


The rest of the week went quickly for
Ellissa. There was a comfort in the routine of bathing, eating, and
training, all intertwined with sex and punishment. She found she
didn’t mind the punishment; it was a pleasant distraction and a
welcome warm-up to sex. A paddling or caning to her butt wasn’t bad
at all, those were enjoyable. A few slaps or pinches to her nipples
gave a little frisson of pain that primed her for more abuse or
sex. It was when she had to open her legs and let her pussy be
tormented that Ellissa had problems. She learned to overcome her
fear and deal with the pain because the rewards afterwards were
worth it, but she struggled. Ellissa didn’t mind the struggle and
she liked to show Kim that she was learning to be a good slave.

She almost forgot why she was at the Farm.
She had started enjoying her little vacation. Ellissa had pushed to
the back of her mind that she was trapped here because Emelia had
put her here.

It was all going well until it was announced
the three slaves in training would be expected to serve at a dinner
party that night.

Kim had gathered her three slaves around the
thick central post installed in the middle of the training room.
All had their arms up, holding the grab bars above them, and faced
the post as Kim walked a slow circle around them swatting their
asses with her crop as she talked to them. The dominatrix didn’t
keep a steady pace and she wasn’t methodical about the slaps she
meted out. Some circuits Ellissa received nothing at all. On other
circuits Kim would spank both her buttocks in rapid succession;
sometimes it was just one swat, sometimes more. The anticipation
was just as infuriating as the fiery lashes they each received.

“A dominatrix should never compliment her
submissives, her slaves, unless they have truly earned praise,” Kim
was saying as she walked her circles.

Ellissa’s heart started pounding. It startled
her how much she looked forward to the little compliments that Kim
occasionally dropped.

“You three have learned a bit this past
week,” Kim said, “but I had been hoping for better results.” She
lashed out with her crop once, smacking Justine on the ass, making
her wince and squeak with pain. “Open your stance, dear,” Kim
instructed her. Justine complied and waited for the slap of the
crop between her legs, but it never came.

“Little Justine learned to endure the
pillory, just like Leah learned to endure the violet wand,” she
said and casually struck the underside of Leah’s left breast with
the crop. It was an unexpected blow. The blonde slave remained
silent but her face told of her pain. “Our new girl, Emelia, has
taken to the life of a slave a little too much I think.” Kim’s crop
flew between Ellissa’s legs and she gasped with pain as the folded
leather tip found her bare pussy. The sting wasn’t anything greater
than she had endured before, but it was unexpected. When Kim had
asked Justine to open her stance, Ellissa had been certain the
other slave was going to get her pussy spanked.

“But this was progress I was expecting; I had
hoped for so much more.” The crop whistled through the air again
and Justine received two additional red marks on her ass. “I have
to write sales prospectuses for you three. Those at the auction
will want to know your limits and your abilities. We’ll have you on
display, naturally, but not everything can be shown in one short
evening. I cannot lie to my clients.” She crop flew three times and
Leah received three parallel marks across her ass. She didn’t even
flinch. “Tonight will be your last opportunity to impress. You will
be serving at the dinner party tonight.” Kim lashed out once more
and Ellissa felt the crop bite into the back of her right
thigh.

Ellissa hissed in pain, almost letting go of
the grab bar. She hated it when Kim hit her anywhere besides her
ass, tits, and pussy. Those parts of her body she expected to be
abused. Everywhere else was always a painful surprise. Kim paused a
moment and then laid the crop into the underside of Ellissa’s left
buttock. This the slave managed to endure in silence. Kim moved
on.

“You’ll serve at the party in whatever
capacity is necessary. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the three slaves chorused.

For fun Kim struck Leah three more times:
once across her shoulder blades, once across her buttocks, and once
across the backs of her knees. Leah wobbled at the blow striking
her knees, but otherwise didn’t react.

“No more formal training today. I want you
three to be fresh for dinner tonight.” Kim laid the crop hard
across Justine’s buttocks making the slave rise up on her toes in
pain. “No sex for the lot of you either. I want your desire on
edge. You never know what our guests might want out of you.” She
smiled and reached her gloved hand between Ellissa’s legs, cupping
her sore pussy. “That is a disappointment to me because it’s been a
day since I had a good orgasm.”

Ellissa knew this insult was directed at her.
Kim had taken her to bed the previous night and though she had
pleasured the dominatrix to at least two orgasms, Kim reported they
were barely satisfactory. She was somewhat ashamed at her
performance.

Kim’s fingers inched higher up and started
rubbing Ellissa’s delicate clit. The supple leather was a different
sensation than bare skin which was what she was accustomed to.
Ellissa didn’t mind the leather covered fingers…until Kim pinched
her clit between forefinger and thumb. Then Ellissa rose up on her
toes, trying to escape the abuse. With the hand holding the crop
Kim struck Leah’s reddened buttocks.

“Hold still, girl,” Kim said. “You have a
choice to make. I can feel your wetness and desire. You want to
cum. Here’s the problem. If I make you cum in the next two minutes,
Leah gets to suffer a most painful punishment. If you don’t
cum in the next two minutes, then the punishment goes to
Justine.”

The three slaves exchanged quick glances, but
Ellissa wasn’t able to comprehend what the other two were trying to
tell her. They weren’t allowed to speak without permission and if
one of them did, all would be punished. To a certain extent Ellissa
could control her body and reactions, but Kim’s fingers already
knew her body so well there was little chance of resisting what the
dominatrix wanted. She didn’t know what to do, so Ellissa closed
her eyes and let Kim take control. Kim was her mistress; she
deserved to be in control.

There was no stopwatch. It was impossible for
Ellissa to gauge how long Kim was masturbating her pussy, but
eventually it happened. She came.

Kim clucked her tongue in disappointment. “So
close,” she said. “But you didn’t try to resist and you didn’t try
to hurry your orgasm. You didn’t choose who you were going to save,
did you?”

“No, ma’am,” Ellissa answered with tears in
her eyes.

“That was the real test, girl,” Kim told her
as she extracted her fingers and wiped her glove on Ellissa’s
backside. She walked away as Ellissa breathed heavily from her
orgasm and refused to open her eyes to face her fellow slaves.

A moment later Kim was back, standing behind
her. “Let go of the post, Emelia, and take the cat.” Ellissa did as
she was told, not looking at Leah and Justine as she did so. The
weapon Kim handed over to her was a cat o’ nine-tails. It was
really nothing more than a wood and leather handle attached to thin
leather straps about a foot long. There were more than nine tails
on this lash, but the name still stuck with the tool. It was easy
to use, Ellissa had learned, she didn’t need to aim particularly
well. The leather falls would cover an area of flesh when it was
used, precision wasn’t necessary. The only real control the wielder
needed was the amount of force.

“Turn their asses red,” Kim said as if she
were asking for the kitchen sink to be scrubbed. “I would imagine
fifteen or twenty blows to each cheek to be about right. Don’t
spare the rod,” she added as she stepped back and watched.

Ellissa hesitated which she knew could get
her into trouble, but she didn’t know how, exactly, to proceed. The
instructions were clear, but it was the details that would be the
problem. Who to hit first? How hard, long, and fast? Should she
alternate from one slave to the other?

There were no good answers so Ellissa turned
to Justine first because the smaller slave seemed that much less
intimidating that Leah. There were already pink blotches on
Justine’s buttocks along with some red lines. Ellissa knew exactly
what to do and that scared her. She raised the cat and slowly,
steadily turned the white and pink and red of Justine’s skin into a
bright even red all over.

It took her more than twenty lashes to each
of Justine’s cheeks, perhaps she wasn’t using enough force with
each blow, but Kim said nothing and Ellissa just carried on. There
was almost no noise from Justine, which was a relief at first, but
then Ellissa started to worry that Justine was either resisting
with all her will to make Ellissa look good or that Justine was
refusing to capitulate to Kim’s desire to set the slaves against
each other. But finally the deed was done and Kim nodded with
approval.

“You have some talent with the cat,” she told
Ellissa. “Now on to the other girl.”

Turning Leah’s ass red was easier because the
tall blonde’s skin was that much paler and reacted quicker to the
lash. As always Leah endured her punishment in perfect silence and
when Ellissa stopped, Kim nodded again. “I’m not sure if you’re a
good submissive because you do what is asked of you, or if you’re a
secret sadist and you enjoy tormenting your sister slaves.”

Ellissa stared at her mistress, unable to
answer. Luckily Kim’s comment didn’t require an answer. The secret
truth was that Ellissa had taken pleasure in hurting the other two
slaves and she wasn’t sure why she had enjoyed doling out the
punishment. When she started to hand the cat back to Kim, the
dominatrix just shook her head.

“Girls, put your backs to the post, hold onto
the bars, keep your elbows up. I think your tits need the same
treatment.” She grinned at Ellissa who stared back in horror. She
knew if she didn’t obey, the same treatment would be given to her.
Leah and Justine had already moved into position and waited for
Ellissa to lash them.

Ellissa wasn’t sure if she should be exited
or upset and so she was both at the same time.

She walked over to Justine first, figuring it
was only fair to start with her again. Her skin was a tone darker
than Ellissa and Leah’s which meant it was harder to bring out the
pinkness on her body. When Ellissa started with the cat Justine’s
eyes were closed, but after a few hard slaps with the leather
falls, her eyes popped open and she began panting in pain. Ellissa
didn’t stop. She was enjoying her job too much. Tears started
streaming down Justine’s cheeks and still Ellissa didn
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