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Helplessness wasn’t a feeling Annie Russell was used to. For most of her life, she had thought of herself as independent, capable, even ambitious. But right now, as she stood before the shadowed overhang of a marble facade adorning the most extravagant mid-century home she had ever seen, she felt completely and utterly out of her league. This was a stupid idea, she berated herself. There has to be better ways to make money than literally selling myself to the highest bidder...

Before her inhibitions could get the better of her, the massive french-oak door swung open. Annie’s hazel eyes were wide and uncertain as she gazed upon the woman who, for the next twenty-hour hours, was her master. Her owner. Why had she done this? Did she really have to stoop so low as to sell her body for the night? For many moments, Annie’s mouth hung open without releasing any sound. No words floated to the surface of her mind. All she could feel in this moment was this overwhelming sense of shame and humiliation hanging over her.

“Are you Annie?” The woman who answered the door spoke. Her voice was clean and sharp, biting like the slice of a knife. In the spear of sunlight that shone inside from behind her, Annie could see little of the woman’s features.

“Y-yeah, that’s me.” She responded, taking a cautious step forward and through the front door. As the door was shut behind her, Annie’s eyes marvelled over the magnificent home. Every surface was clean and white accented with marble or gold. It looked as if Greek goddesses lived there, or princesses, or presidents. Annie knew from the woman’s online ad that in fact a rich couple lived there aided by a hefty Silicon Valley salary.

“May I take your things?” The woman’s voice broke Annie’s reverie and she spun around a little too quickly, her fiery red curls bouncing on her shoulders. For the first time, Annie finally had a moment to examine the woman who she would be giving herself to. She was tall and thin, a couple of jewelled piercings adorning her face at her septum and just above her lip near her right cheek. Her hair was dark and cut severely into short bob that hung just below her ears. Annie thoughtlessly handed her the single black purse in her hands, realizing with a silent groan that she was separating herself from her phone, wallet, and keys.

“Are you... you’re Rin?” Annie confirmed. For some reason this woman before her didn’t quite fit her expectations of who would be owning her. Rin far exceeded her strange visions of a wrinkled older woman wearing ill-fitting leather and latex.

“Yes. Nice to meet you.” Rin called over her shoulder as she placed Annie’s purse on a hanger in a nearby hall closet. “Shall we begin?”

And with those three simple words, Annie felt all of her well-fought-for independence and capability fade away. She was just one missed car payment and tuition bill away from total poverty. She had no other choice she reminded herself. Submitting herself, body and mind to Rin was her last resort.

“Yeah. Sure. Okay.” Annie heard herself murmur.

As Rin moved to stand beside the younger red-head, her chocolate-colored eyes slowly scrutinized every inch of Annie’s body. Annie shivered slightly under Rin’s intense stare. She had always thought her body was fairly attractive. She was petite, but her hips curved outwards and her thighs had a nice fullness to them. That tattoos along her arms were symbolic reminders of times and people past. But standing there before Rin, she felt woefully unbeautiful. Rin looked as if she were dressed for a ball or gala of some kind. Her black dress hugged her tight, lean form perfectly and her pale legs looked thin and comely beneath the sheer black stockings she wore.

“Alright then.” Rin said, seemingly pleased. “Upstairs.” She said, simply before turning and leading the way up a curving white staircase in the central foyer.

Annie swallowed down a growing lump in her throat and slowly made her way after Rin. She felt terribly underdressed in her jean shorts and striped t-shirt. Even the lowly attempt at making herself up with red lipstick seemed juvenile now. As they arrived on the second floor, Rin turned and entered a room at the end of the hallway. As Annie followed her inside, her heart clanging uncomfortably in her chest, she silently admired what must have been Rin’s playroom. A massive king-sized bed sat against the wall covered by a sheer canopy. The floor was hardwood and the room itself was softly lit by natural light from a couple of windows on each side of the bed. An antique wooden bureau sat in the door with its door ajar. Annie’s chest constricted tightly as she thought she saw a pair of metal handcuffs inside.

“On the bed.” Rin’s voice was stricter now than it had been. Colder. She pointed to the bed and with her back to Annie threw open the doors to the bureau.

Annie did as she was told without question, settling herself on the edge of the bed and glancing silently around the room. She wondered if she was allowed to speak. When Rin said they had begun, did she mean that Annie’s freedom was now completely gone? “You.. you have a beautiful home–”

“Do not speak unless you are spoken to.” Rin said, suddenly, overpowering Annie’s words. She walked very slowly from the bureau to the bed, holding something long and white in her hands. Annie felt like a child as the woman towered above her. “We’re going to establish some rules. One of them you have just learned. I own you, Annie. For the next twenty-four hours you will do absolutely anything that I ask of you, no matter how degrading or disgusting you may find it. You will wear this collar as a sign of your subservience. You will not take off this collar until I allow you to. Do you understand so far? You may speak.”

Annie’s mouth was incredibly dry as she nodded along numbly. “Y-yes.”

“You will not cum unless I give you clear permission to do so. You may find yourself in situations in which all that you may desire is sexual release, but you cannot and will not have it unless I give it to you. And finally, you will call me mistress. And you will always address me as such whenever you have something to say. Now,” Rin took another step forward, her stockinged knee pressing gently up against the inside of Annie’s thigh. “Remove all of your clothing, and put this on.”

Annie glanced down at the object in Rin’s hands and felt a tremor of warmth bloom through her. It was a collar. Long, white, made of supple leather. In the center was a silver ring and on the back a matching set of silver buckles. Slowly, Annie tugged at the hem of her shirt and lifted it over her head. She kicked off her shoes, pulled down her tight, tiny shorts and slowly stepped out of her boyshorts underwear. She unhooked her bra last, her eyes skating up to Rin’s as her round, perky breasts were exposed.

Rin’s face was unreadable as she silently examined her submissive toy in front of her. She licked her bottom lip thoughtfully before reaching over and buckling the leather collar around Annie’s neck. “Now that you’re properly dressed... get on the floor, slut.”

Annie quickly lowered herself to the ground, though she wasn’t entirely sure what she was supposed to do. She sat on her knees and waited for further instruction.

Rin sat down where Annie had previously been and leaned back onto her elbows. “Remove my clothes. I want you to pay special attention to my feet, you little whore.” She instructed.

Annie sat up onto her haunches, her eyes drifting over Rin’s nearly perfect form. She had never been interested in women before, but she had to admit that this woman’s beauty was undeniable. But even Rin’s beauty wasn’t enough to make her want to spend much time touching her feet. Annie absolutely hated feet. They had grossed her out for as long as she could remember. Probably since childhood when her and her friends would spend so much time barefoot running through the neighborhood. No matter how clean they looked, feet just seemed dirty to her. She shook the thoughts away. There was no way Rin wanted her to lick them, right?

Annie gently began to remove the woman’s high heel strap, her fingers trembling slightly as she unbuckled it and pulled the shoe away. She did the same to the other foot and then leaned forward to grab hold of the woman’s dress.

“Hey. What do you think you’re doing? I said to pay special attention. Massage my feet. Slowly.” Rin insisted.

Annie stared down at the stocking-covered feet in dismay. She wanted badly to protest, but she really, really needed the money... Biting her lip, she withheld a sigh and took hold of Rin’s left foot. She massaged the arch of her foot with both hands, squeezing around the heel and ankle, then gently squeezing each toe. She had expected them to smell a little, as most feet usually did to her, but she was surprised to find that they actually smelled lightly of vanilla and maybe cherries. As she maneuvered Rin’s other foot in her fingers, she wondered what it might feel like to have this done to her. It actually seemed sort of relaxing.

“Good girl. That’s very good.” Rin praised her. “Now, remove my stockings.”

Annie sat forward and gently wrapped her fingers around the top of Rin’s left stocking. She drew the thin fabric slowly down her legs, noticing how the woman tipped her head back and sighed up at the ceiling. Annie placed the stocking down beside her and reached over for the next one.

“No, no.” Rin sat up slightly, clucking her tongue down at the redhead. “Special attention. Remember? Use your mouth.”

Annie looked up, sharply. Her mouth...? Her stomach tightened slightly. God, was Rin being serious? She wanted her to put her feet in her mouth? She hesitated, sitting back on her knees and trying to hide her discomfort.

“What? You’re not grossed out by a little foot, are you? Go on, slut. Take it. Take it like a good girl.” Rin pointed her leg out straight, wiggling her toes in front of Annie’s face. “I own you. Remember?”

Annie remained silent as she brought the foot up to her lips and cautiously drew her tongue down the long thin arch of Rin’s foot. The taste made her gag a little.

Rin laughed throatily at her submissive. “Keep going. The toes, now.”

Annie took Rin’s big toe between her lips, her tongue exploring the smooth, polished nail. She felt herself blushing, turning redder with every passing moment. This was what she had been reduced to... a toe-licking whore begging for money at a wealthy woman’s feet. She dragged her tongue across each of the rest of Rin’s toes, taking special care to lick in between each one. Her eyes watered slightly with both shame disgust at what she was doing. She gently licked the woman’s heel, sucking and biting gently along the top of her foot as best she could.

“Very good. That’s wonderful...” Rin praised. “Do well on my next task and you may get a little treat.”

A treat? Was she going to fuck her? Allow her to take off this demeaning collar? Annie wiped her lips as Rin pulled her foot away and climbed further onto the bed. She imagined Rin licking her own feet. To her surprise, her pussy swelled a little in response. It probably felt pretty good...

“Finish removing my clothes, whore.” Rin instructed, her voice firm and without room for any protest.

Annie followed her mistress up onto the bed. “Yes, mistress.” She hesitated at the edge of the bed while Rin sat up onto her knees facing away. Annie pulled down the silver zipper keeping the dress together and watched it fall off of Rin’s narrow shoulders onto the bedspread. She gasped silently at the sight of the woman’s nearly bare form. She wore a black lacy brassiere that Annie could see straight through and a matching pair of panties that revealed the pale shaved mound of her pussy.

Remaining turned away from Annie, Rin bent down and thrust her ass up into the air. The panties just barely covered each cheek. “Now, slut, since you liked licking my feet so much, you’ll love licking my asshole clean.”

Annie almost spoke aloud to deny that she had liked licking her mistress’s feet before remembering Rin’s rules. She cleared her throat, her eyes nervously ticking around the room, anywhere but at the soft, supple ass in front of her.

“Is there a problem, whore?” Rin called over her shoulder.

“N-no, mistress.” Annie whispered, though she knew she was lying to herself. How the HELL was she supposed to do this? She considered herself to be sex-positive, but she had never ever considered the use of her ass in any kind of sexual acitvity, much less experimented with anal with anyone. It’s so disgusting, she thought in silence, her face contorting into a wince at just the thought. So why was she so intrigued by the idea? And did she really have a choice to do otherwise? Not only was she Rin’s submissive sex object, she was dirt poor. Completely flat-ass broke. There was no other option but to bury her face into Rin’s pretty pink asshole and lick it up.

A soft whimper of uncertainty left her as she leaned forward and placed her hands around Rin’s narrow hips. She pulled the hem of the underwear down and shut her eyes. She pulled Rin’s cheeks apart and cautiously pressed her tongue between the crack and licked it tentatively, terrified of what she might taste.

“Oh, you can do better than that.” Rin hummed. “Lick me well or you’re going to get punished. There’ll be far worse things I’ll make you lick if you don’t do this to my liking, slut.”

Annie whimpered again, her whole jaw trembling as she pushed her tongue up against the soft rim of Rin’s asshole. She drew her tongue around it slowly, her whole body shuddering. She was surprised to find that there was no scent and no taste, only the soft, smooth texture of Rin’s interior. It wasn’t nearly as bad as she was expecting. But god, she couldn’t stand to think of what she was doing. Why had she lowered herself to such depths? How was she ever going to forgive herself for doing something so disgusting for money?

“Ahhh,” Rin groaned quietly into the stillness of the room. “Right there.” She murmured into her pillow. “Yes, right there, bitch. Go further–further–just like that.”

Annie tried valiantly to follow her mistress’s instructions despite having never done such a revolting thing before. What frightened her the most about this whole thing was that she was beginning to like it. She especially liked the sound of Rin’s voice moaning in pleasure. Her pussy begged for release once again. Maybe... just maybe... Annie could get off on this. She dug her tongue deeper into Rin’s hole, pushing her mouth flush up against the woman’s cheeks. Her fingers squeezed so tightly around the thin woman’s hips that they left bright red marks across her skin.

“Oh–fuck, god–yes...” Rin moaned, squirming and writhing against the best. She pushed her ass higher, forcing it further into Annie’s mouth. “You like that, don’t you? You like eating my asshole? What a dirty girl you are.”

“Mmmm,” Annie moaned into the moist, warm space between Rin’s asscheeks. Warmth blossomed deep in her core and spread slowly throughout her entire body. She could feel her wetness growing very suddenly. Never would she have ever expected she would be getting horny from digging her tongue deep into another woman’s asshole.

“Yes–yes, don’t stop–don’t stop, my little whore. I’m–oh, fuck!–I’m cumming–” Rin gasped, her whole body heaving with every ragged breath that escaped her. She was suddenly very taut, drawn like a bowstring, and then she deflated like a balloon. Divine relaxation sent her down to the bed with a soft sigh.

Annie pulled away as Rin laid down. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand and tried to get a hold of her own panting breath. Rin had cum so suddenly and so quickly. Annie couldn’t believe she hadn’t needed any kind of clitoral or vaginal stimulation to cum.

“W-was that good, mistress?” She dared to ask.

Rin hummed quietly, her dark eyes rolling towards the ceiling, then slowly back down to Annie. “You should be punished for speaking out of turn... but I’m feeling rather charitous after you did such a good job licking me. Come. Come here.” Rin commanded as she sat up onto her elbows. She patted the spot beside her on the bed.

Annie tried not to look too eager as she climbed up the bed and lay beside her mistress. God, she was so fucking horny now. She desperately wanted to touch herself, but assumed that was against the rules. Lying on her back, Annie tipped her head backwards as Rin straddled her. She hardly at a moment to process what was happening when she felt something long and cool sliding up inside of her.

“Ohhh–jesus!” She cried out through gritted teeth, her body tensing with the transcendent paralysis that came with being penetrated. She opened her eyes just wide enough to see Rin plunging the silicon dildo into and out of her with quick, forceful thrusts. With her free hand, Rin reached out and tweaked Annie’s nipple with a tight, twisting grip. She teased the little knobs until they hardened into sensitive pleasure rods shooting more wetness into Annie’s already soaked pussy.

“You like that, do you? Give it to me, slut. Let me hear how much you like it.” Rin purred.

“Ahh–oh, god––mistress, please-please––” Annie begged, though for what she wasn’t sure. Her eyes shot open against as she felt a splash of wetness against her chest. Rin was now facing away from her, one leg swung over Annie’s side and a stream of warm urine cascading out of her.

“How’s that feel, slut? I own you, don’t I? Say that I own you.”

“You-you-oh, god–you own me! You own me, mistress!” Annie moaned. “I’m––I’m going to––oh, mistress, I’m going to cum–please-please, may I cum? May I cum, mistress?” Annie’s voice came in garbled, hurried whines as her body threatened to overtake her mind. If she couldn’t hold this orgasm in, she would certainly be in trouble with Rin.

“Hm,” The older woman said with mock thoughtfulness. She stopped thrusting the silicon cock in and out of Annie and shifted her fingers to the woman’s clit. She fingered the area with slow, soft circles, smiling gently over her shoulder at her toy. “You want to cum? Is that it?”

“Oh god, yes–please, please, mistress! Please let me cum...”

Rin’s fingers sped up and flicked wildly at that tiny pleasure center of Annie’s pussy. She fucked it like she knew it well, like she knew exactly where to touch. “Okay. You may cum.”

“Ahhh! Ahh–ahhhh–fuck! Fuck! God, yes–yes–I’m–I’m–!” Annie’s voice trailed away as an orgasm ripped through her body like a bullet. For many moments she couldn’t hear, couldn’t see, couldn’t think. There was nothing but her pleasure.

Finally, her senses calmed and her body relaxed. Annie looked up into the face of this strange and alluring woman. She was panting wildly as if she had just run a marathon while Rin looked as if she were relaxing at a spa.

“Good job. I’ll let you have a little rest. You’ll need your energy for–” She stopped herself and chuckled quietly. “Well, I wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise.”
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