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“Hi Becky. Remember me?”

A chill went through me. It had been three years since I'd heard Morgan's voice. A voice I never wanted to hear again.

My thumb moved to the End Call button.

“Don't hang up. We need to talk. Trust me, you'll want to hear what I have to say.”

“How did you find my phone number?” My number was unlisted, and I never shared it on social media. I'm hard to find, and I like it that way.

“That's not important. Take a look at your bitcoin tip jar, the one on your author Web page. I'll wait.”

I didn't trust Morgan. But the address of my bitcoin jar was public, and no one knew the password to the wallet other than me.

“Hold on.”

My tip jar had been up for six months, and thus far had barely received enough donations to buy a coffee. My jaw dropped when I logged in. There was $10,000 in my bitcoin wallet.

“Well?” Morgan asked.

“What's going on?”

“The ten thousand dollars was to get your attention. How would you like to earn one million dollars?”

My heart was racing. I was living in the spare room of my father's two bedroom condo. I had $308 in the bank and a $25,000 student loan that I couldn't shed even if I declared bankruptcy. I had all but given up on finding another job in the corporate world after three years of trying. My books brought in less than $100 a month in royalties, and I was cleaning houses to bring in money. My dad was on a military disability pension, and my mom had died of cancer when I was still in high school.

“I'm listening.” I expected this would turn out to be a cruel prank. But if I ended the call, I'd spend the rest of my life wondering.

“I want to talk face-to-face. Meet me at this cafe in two hours. I'll text you the address.”

Bullying among women isn't like bullying between men.

There's rarely violence. On the surface, if you were a bystander, you might not even know it was happening. But it can be just as destructive. It can crush your spirit. Strip away your confidence and self-esteem. Destroy your social standing and career. Rob you of your joie de vivre and your faith in the world.

I would know.

Morgan was my bully. For eighteen months.

We were hired within a week of each other by a large publishing house. The publishing industry was struggling, and landing this job right out of college had been like winning the lottery. Or so I'd thought at the time. Morgan was five years older than me, and had spent years working at a struggling indie publisher before getting this break into the big league. Morgan and I both grew up on the wrong side of the tracks, and you'd think we would have become friends and allies. But it was not to be.

I'm quiet and nerdy. I was never one of the popular girls in high school or college. But I wasn't one of the unlucky misfits who drew abuse like a magnet, either. I always blended into the background, overlooked and ignored.

Until I ran into Morgan.

I don't know why Morgan took a dislike to me. Did she see me as a rival? Was she jealous because I walked into this job straight out of college? Did she get a sense of power from hurting people? Had I just been a tool she used to control others by making them fear becoming me? Was I just a randomly-chosen punching bag?

I'll probably never know.

Morgan was a skilful and ruthless manipulator. She ingratiated herself with the right people. She turned others against me, including my supervisor. A girl named Courtney who was tight with her pretended to befriend me. She learned that I had self-published several paranormal romances that were more than a little steamy, and got me to divulge my pen name by pretending she wanted to read them. My nom de plume was soon common knowledge throughout the company. Morgan and her clique then circulated rumors that I'd performed in several low-budget porn movies to pay my way through college. I heard whispers and giggles behind my back and was subjected to endless leers, sexual innuendos, and unwanted advances.

People began “forgetting” to invite me to meetings and after-hours events. I was left out of the loop when it came to information I needed to do my job. Or worse, deliberately given flawed data. Every attempt I made to stand up for myself was dismissed out of hand and made things worse.

I began looking for work elsewhere. But it appeared that the damage to my reputation had spread beyond my own company.

My cubicle was eventually taken away. My supervisor claimed that there wasn't enough space for everyone to have a cubicle of their own. No one else lost her cubicle, though. I had to share a conference table with two unpaid interns. I was given crappy tasks that no one else wanted to do, and loaded down with more work than anyone else in our department.

Eventually I was fired for not “keeping up”.

Morgan had delighted in my suffering and abasement. Once, when I was working late and we were the only ones on the floor, she walked up behind me, brought her lips to my ear, and whispered “Your suffering makes me wet.” She walked away as if nothing had happened, leaving me shaken and on the verge of tears.

I assumed at the time Morgan meant those words figuratively. I was wrong.

“My dad passed away six months ago.”

“I'm sorry to hear that, Morgan.”

“Don't be. He was a fucking asshole.”

The apple didn't fall far from the tree, I thought.

We were in an upscale cafe not far from where we used to work together. Morgan had treated me to lunch. She was wearing a designer dress that would have cost several months' pay at the salary we'd gotten from the publishing house.

“As I was going through my dad's safe deposit box, I made an interesting discovery. He bought $100 worth of bitcoin when it was trading at five cents per coin. It's worth eight hundred million dollars now.”

I was stunned. It galled me that this bitch, who delighted so much in hurting others, had this life-changing windfall while my father and I were one cheque away from living in a tent.

Morgan smiled.

“Anyway, being the generous person I am, I thought of you. And how badly you could probably use some financial help.”

I frowned, but held my tongue. Her grin widened.

“I've always fantasized about having you on your knees, Becky. I'd like to make you an offer. If you agree to serve as my personal sex slave for an evening, I'll give you one million dollars.”

I stared at her, unsure if I had heard right.

“One million dollars for a few hours of work. More than you'll make in a lifetime as a house cleaner, Becky.”

How did she know I was working as a maid? I didn't advertise, but relied on word of mouth. And I divulged very little about my personal life on social media.

“I'm serious, Becky. I used to fantasize about turning you into my fucktoy. I want to make that fantasy a reality.”

I sat there with my jaw hanging open. Was this some cruel joke?

“I—I'm straight, Morgan.”

“That's part of the appeal.”

I watched her eyes. She appeared to be serious. I was about to tell her to forget it, but stopped myself.

A million dollars would change everything. My father's disability pension and my earnings from housecleaning barely covered our survival expenses. If I invested Morgan's money well, it could provide enough income for me and my dad to live comfortably for the rest of our lives. I'd never have to scrub another toilet or wash another floor. I could focus on doing what I loved—writing.

“I...uh...I don't know...”

I'd never been physically intimate with another woman. There had been times when I'd found myself attracted to other females. But I'd never acted on it. And there was no one I less wanted to have sex with than Morgan. Let alone to serve as a “sex slave”.

“I know you don't like me, Becky. And I can't blame you. But this is a once in a lifetime opportunity. You'll never have a chance to make this much money again.”

“I'd make a shitty slave, Morgan. I'm not the submissive type.” In my interactions with men, I insisted on give and take. Men who just went to sleep after their own needs were met did not get invited back to my bed.

“Yes, I know. You never broke despite everything we did to you. You resisted. You stood up for yourself. You refused to give in and quit. And that makes the idea of bending you to my will all the more exciting.”

This bitch is insane.

“I promise I won't be too hard on you. But I will make you earn the money. I know that you're not dating anyone right now. You broke up with your last boyfriend five months ago. So you won't have to go behind anyone's back to do this. And I know that you're father is very conservative, and wouldn't approve of my proposal. But there's no need for him—or anyone else who's not directly involved—to know about this.”

“How...how do you know these things about me?”

Morgan just smiled.

I trusted Morgan less than a rattlesnake. Yet my instincts told me she was telling the truth.

“I want your decision this afternoon, Becky. If you agree, I'll send the first hundred thousand to your bitcoin wallet right now. If you say no, I'll respect that, and I won't contact you again.”

My heart was pounding so hard I felt light-headed.

“What...what exactly...would I have to do?”

Morgan was sadistic. I dreaded to think of what she would do to me if I was her sex slave. Obviously she'd make me go down on her. The idea of getting on my knees and pleasuring her with my mouth made me cringe. And that would no doubt just be the start. She could whip me until my skin was crisscrossed with scars. She could force me to clean her ass with my tongue, or sit on my face and use me as a human toilet. She could degrade and humiliate me more completely than she had ever been able to do when she'd been my coworker.

“I—I'm sorry. I don't think I can do this...”

“If I ask you to do something that's truly beyond what you're willing to do—even for a million dollars—you can say no at any time, Becky. You'll still get to keep the hundred thousand dollar deposit if that happens. And the ten thousand dollar teaser. You won't get the rest unless you get through the entire evening and do everything I say. But I won't force you to do anything against your will.”

Seeing that I was still hesitant, Morgan continued.

“I promise I won't do anything that will injure or maim you. Nothing that will leave scars or other lasting damage. No whipping you till you bleed. No branding. No piercing your nipples or your clit.”

I paled. I had not even thought about branding or piercing.

“I'll let you pick one other thing that's off the table. Anything you want.”

I didn't have to ponder long.

“Bathroom stuff. No pissing or shitting on me. Or using my tongue as toilet paper.”

Morgan chuckled. “Alright. No bathroom stuff. I won't even make you eat my ass. As much fun as that would be.”

She was talking as if I'd already agreed to serve her. She was obviously confident that I would say yes.

“So, what's your answer?”

If she asks me to do something that's too horrible, I can say no. I can walk out and keep the hundred thousand. I can't lose.

“Okay. I'll do it.”

Morgan smiled at me like a demon watching a mortal who'd just signed away her soul.

Morgan sent a sedan limo with a female chauffeur to fetch me. I met the driver in front of our apartment building.

The hundred thousand dollar deposit was in my bitcoin wallet before I got home from the cafe. I still didn't trust Morgan. I knew I should tell someone what was going on and where I would be. But I was embarrassed, and had no one I felt comfortable confiding in. I set up an email that would be sent to my father at noon tomorrow if I wasn't back, asking him to call the police and giving him Morgan's address. I wrote opaquely that I had gone to see Morgan to “take care of some business”. If the email got sent, it would almost certainly be too late, but at least he'd know that I hadn't just walked out of his life, that he hadn't done something to drive me away. I wrote the seed words to my bitcoin wallet on a piece of paper with a note explaining what they were, and put it in a manilla envelope at the bottom of my closet. If something happened to me, he would eventually find it.

The limo took me to a mansion in a posh midtown neighborhood. The three-story Victorian home had a turret with a pointed roof, a second floor balcony, and a wraparound veranda. The small urban estate was encircled by a chest-high stone wall, tall, elegant maple, oak and birch trees, and a profusion of rosebushes, peonies, hibiscus and other flowers.

A lady butler met us at the front door. She was dressed, like the chauffeur, in a gray skirt and matching blazer, a white blouse, and black oxfords. She introduced herself as Phillips.

Phillips escorted me to a parlor on the main floor. We walked in silence. The house was sparsely furnished, but what was there was tasteful and expensive-looking. Morgan seemed to favor antiques and dark woods rather than the stylish modern look I'd expected.

“Miss Thomas has asked me to take your phone. You'll get it back at the end of your visit.”

I hesitated, then handed it to her.

“Thank you. Now read this and, if the terms are acceptable, sign it.”

Phillips handed me two copies of a contract. I am a cautious girl, and I actually read it. It stated, in essence, that I consented to be a “slave” for Morgan for one night, and to do whatever she asked of me—subject to the limits we had agreed upon in the cafe—for a fee of one million dollars. I was forbidden to ever speak of our arrangement or anything that took place here tonight. A “safe word” was provided that I could use to halt whatever we were doing. The safe word Morgan had chosen, penguin, made me smile. But I could see the logic in picking a word that wasn't likely to inadvertently pop up in ordinary conversation—unless we were at the zoo. A “safe gesture”—tapping a hand or foot three times against the nearest surface—was also provided. This could be used in lieu of the safe word if I was “for any reason unable to speak”. The contract also absolved Morgan and everyone associated with her of any liability should I “suffer any injury or other harm”.

What the fuck is this bitch planning to do to me?

I considered handing the documents back to Phillips and walking away. But I signed them. Phillips added her name as witness. Morgan had already signed. Phillips took the contracts and told me my copy would be given back to me along with my phone at the end of the night.

I was left alone for what must have been at least an hour. There was no clock in the room, and without my phone I had no way to tell the time. I noticed that at no point had Phillips addressed me as Miss or Ma'am. Nor had she invited me to make myself comfortable or apologized for making me wait. I sat down and tried not to stress about the ordeal ahead.

“Hello, Becky.” I looked up to see Morgan in the arched doorway. “It's good to see you. I was afraid you'd chicken out.”

“I'm here.” I wished I felt as brave as I sounded.

Morgan smiled. There was no warmth in that smile. She stepped into the small room. She was wearing a strapless emerald dressing gown that accentuated her long red hair and intense green eyes. The thin robe showed off her generous curves. I'd always envied her looks. She turned heads wherever she went.

“My other guests won't be arriving for a while. So I have enough time to get you presentable.”

Other guests? Presentable?

Morgan grinned, enjoying my confusion. She stepped closer and leaned down, grazing my ear with her lips.

“I own you now, Becky. For the next few hours, you're my property. And you are going to do whatever I say.”

My anxiety mounted. This felt less and less like a good idea.

“Stand up. I want to have a better look at my new purchase.”

Morgan is psycho. I should get out of here. Fuck the money.

No. I can do this. It's just for a few hours. Then I never have to see Morgan again.

I got to my feet. Morgan, at five foot ten, was tall enough to be a runway model. She was half a foot taller than me in flats. She was wearing four inch pumps, which added even more to our height difference. I was wearing two inch heels, but even so the top of my head barely reached her chin.

Morgan removed my glasses. I tensed, but didn't resist. I could still see, but the hall beyond the archway was fuzzy. She placed my glasses on an end table, then reached behind my head and pulled the elastic from my ponytail, letting my long hair spill free.

“Such a pretty girl you are, Becky. Do you know that? You could be quite striking if you paid more attention to your looks.”

My eyes narrowed at the backhanded compliment. Yet I felt an unexpected pride at learning that Morgan thought I was pretty. I didn't see myself as attractive. I was too thin. My boobs were too small. My hair was a humdrum brown. I'd dyed it blonde for awhile, and had loved the way it had looked, but gave that up when people started treating me like a slutty bimbo at work because of the porn movie rumors. My glasses made things worse, taking me from plain to dorky. I'd tried contacts, but they irritated my eyes.

Morgan leaned down and brought her lips to mine. My eyes widened. One hand cupped the back of my head, holding me gently but firmly in place. Her other hand slid around my waist. I parted my lips, letting her take me. Her kiss was hungry, almost ravenous, yet sensuous and delicate.

Oh my God, I don't believe this!

I'd never been kissed quite like this. I wanted to feel nothing as I served Morgan. To let her use my body as she willed but to keep my mind detached and emotionless. And to then never think of this night again. But desire was stirring within me.

Morgan's kiss intensified. My hands instinctively went to her waist, resting on her hips. She leaned in more aggressively, tilting me back. I felt like I was being devoured. As if my essence—my spirit—was being pulled out of me and absorbed into and consumed by hers. It was frightening. Yet I didn't want it to stop.

Morgan pulled back and gazed at me with a knowing smile. Then her expression hardened.

“Strip.”

I swallowed nervously. I had believed myself mentally prepared for this, but I felt awkward and self-conscious now that it was actually happening.

Morgan hadn't given me any instructions on what to wear. I'd agonized over what to select. I didn't want to look slutty, but also didn't want to look frumpy or prudish and risk having Morgan change her mind. I had chosen skinny jeans, low-rise pumps, and a shoulderless lavender blouse.

I slowly unbuttoned my top and placed it on the chair beside me. Morgan watched like a cobra studying its next meal. I slipped off my pumps, then shimmied out of my jeans and put them with my blouse. Without my shoes, Morgan towered over me even more. Standing before her in just my bra and panties, I felt like a turtle without a shell.

“Did I tell you to leave your underwear on, slave?”

My heart pounded as I unclasped my bra. I had never felt so vulnerable. I added my bra to the pile of clothing, then slid my panties off. I lowered my eyes as I stepped out of them, unable to meet Morgan's gaze.

“That's better. You look so much nicer without that cheap trash.”

I bristled. I didn't have much money, but I put a lot of care into picking my clothes. The lavender blouse was one of my favorite tops. I stifled the urge to tell Morgan to go fuck herself. Morgan smirked.

Her opinion means nothing. Just do what she says and get this over with.

“You will call me Goddess Morgan from now on.”

“Goddess?”

Morgan slapped me. I glared at her, shocked.

“Never question my orders, slave.”

My cheek was stinging. I came within a hair's breadth of telling her we were done. But I didn't. I wanted that million dollars.

“What's my name, slave?”

“Goddess Morgan.”

“Good girl.”

Morgan stroked my hair, brushing a loose strand from my face. She opened a drawer in an end table. My eyes widened as she pulled out a thick leather collar with a dangling silver leash. It looked like something you'd put on a dog. She gently lifted my hair out of the way and slipped it around my neck. I swallowed my dignity and stood still as she fastened it.

“Turn around, my little slut.”

My brow furrowed. Morgan laughed. Then she slapped me hard enough to rock my head to one side. The pain made my eyes water. I looked at her defiantly.

“I just ordered you to turn around. Don't make me repeat myself.”

I turned to the wall. I heard rustling as Morgan retrieved something else from the drawer. She drew one of my arms behind my back and snapped a padded cuff around my wrist. I struggled not to let my fear show as she repeated the process with my other arm, binding my hands together.

“Turn around.”

I turned to face Morgan. I was acutely aware of how helpless I now was. The towering bully grinned, relishing my fear.

Morgan cupped one of my breasts. It barely filled her hand. Her fingers toyed with my stiffening nipple. I gasped.

“You like that, don't you, slut?”

My cheeks reddened.

Morgan released my boob and gripped my hair. She pulled my head back and snarled.

“I just asked you a question. Do I need to slap you again?”

“Yes, Goddess Morgan! It felt good.”

My blush deepened. Pleasure of any sort had been the last thing I'd expected to experience tonight. That Morgan's touch elicited such a response from my body both stunned and vexed me.

“Do you like my body, Becky? Don't you wish you looked as hot as me?”

I would have given almost anything to have Morgan's looks. And she knew it.

“Yes, Goddess Morgan. I wish...I wish I looked as good as you.”

Morgan laughed. I blushed even harder. I hated that I was envious of her. And that she had forced me to admit it.

The neckline of Morgan's gown plunged almost to her navel. She drew my head between her breasts.

“Worship me with your mouth, slave.”

I brought my lips to Morgan's skin. I was so nervous I was almost dizzy. Morgan purred and stroked my hair almost lovingly. She drew the bodice of her dress aside, uncovering one of her full breasts. The big nipple had tightened into a puckered ellipse. I hesitantly kissed my way up the side of her breast. Her skin was soft and warm. Her fingers continued to caress my hair.

She let out a deep, sultry moan as my lips brushed her nipple. I took her engorged nub in my mouth and sucked. My own nipples tightened into excited little knots and a tingling fire spread through my lower belly. I felt betrayed by my own body.

“I can't believe you've never done this before,” Morgan crooned. “You're getting me wet!”

She uncovered her other breast. I trailed kisses across her cleavage and lavished the same attention on it.

“You're doing good, my little slut. Let's see what else you can do with your mouth. Kneel.”

I glanced up. She was looking down at me with a mischievous grin. I lowered my gaze back to her cleavage, then reluctantly got on my knees. My face was now level with her belly. I could see the indent of her navel through the gossamer fabric of her dress. Morgan placed both hands on my head and pushed me lower, so that I was facing her crotch. I had to fold my legs under me, but because she was so tall I wasn't able to lower myself quite enough to sit on my heels. It wasn't comfortable, but I barely noticed. My breasts grazed Morgan's thighs. The sensation of her skin against my straining nipples was delectable. The outlines of her mound, inner thighs, and the curves of her butt were visible through her gauzy gown. She wasn't wearing panties.

My brain swam with a heady mix of anxiety and excitement. I had known this was coming. But now that I was faced with the reality, I wasn't sure I could go through with it. I'd long been curious about what it would be like to go down on another woman. But I didn't want that woman to be Morgan. I didn't want to give pleasure to the bitch who had brought me so much misery. Especially in this demeaning and one-sided manner.

If you don't want to do this, Becky, why are you so wet? a mocking voice from the nether reaches of my subconscious taunted.

I expected Morgan would now command me to eat her pussy. But instead she turned around, so that I was face-to-face with her backside. She lifted her dress around her hips, baring her perfect heart-shaped ass.

“Give me some kisses, slave. Show me how grateful you are for this opportunity to serve me.”

She said she wouldn't make me eat her ass. What is she doing?

I realized that we had agreed I wouldn't have to perform anilingus on her. But that nothing in our agreement forbade her from demanding that I kiss her ass.

Fuck.

I hesitantly planted a kiss on one curvy mound. I had never kissed anyone's ass before. It was degrading. Yet my kitty continued to smoulder.

I gave her booty more kisses. Her porcelain skin was soft and smooth, the muscles beneath firm and toned. My breasts brushed the backs of her thighs. My lips meandering upward to the base of her back. And then down to the undersides of her cheeks. Morgan crooned her approval.

My lips wandered sideways, toward her hip. She gripped my head and pushed my face to her crack. I hesitated, then placed several soft kisses on the cleft between her cheeks. I braced myself, expecting her to try to push my face deeper.

If she tries to force me any further, I'm going to get up and leave. Fuck her and her money. I didn't want to walk away from a million dollars. But there was a limit to what I would do.

Morgan released my head. She seemed to sense exactly how far she could push me. And to be deliberately forcing me to the very edge of my limits.

My heart was pounding. I felt like I'd just missed being run over by an out-of-control truck.

I'm still in the game. I can still get that bitcoin.

Morgan turned around. She was still holding up her dress. I'd never been this close to another woman's ladyparts before. She had a full, trim bush that spread in a triangle over her mound and descended over her plump outer lips. It was the same fiery color as her hair. The delicate scent of her arousal teased my nostrils.

“I don't want to get any stains on the floor while you're eating me. I need a rag. Ah, this will do.”

Morgan pulled my blouse from the pile of clothes on the chair. She dropped it to the floor and stepped on it. I winced. I loved that blouse.

I can buy a new one after this is over. I'll be able to buy any blouse I want.

“I've been fantasizing about this for a long time, Becky. I'm going to turn you into my submissive, obedient slave. Permanently.”

I looked up. Morgan's eyes met mine. I realized with horror that she was serious.

She can't make me do anything I don't want to. And after tonight I never have to see her or talk to her again.

Morgan laughed.

“You don't believe me. I see it in your eyes. That's okay. You'll see.”

She stepped closer. The edges of her curly red hair brushed my nose.

Am I really going to do this? This psychopath destroyed my life! I'll never be able to un-experience this.

But if I quit, I'll have to live with having turned my back on a million dollars. Money that would lift me and my father out of poverty. That would let me live my life the way I want. I'd be letting my loathing of Morgan rule me, and leaving defeated by her yet again.

“What are you waiting for, slut? Eat my pussy.”

I brought my lips to the inside of Morgan's left thigh.

That's it, Becky, the sarcastic inner voice mocked. Don't let her win. Show her who's boss.

I ignored it and caressed Morgan's thigh again. Morgan's fingers toyed with my hair.

“That's it, my little whore. Keep going.”

I moved to Morgan's other thigh. I kissed my way to the edge of her outer lip. Then I placed a slow, sensuous kiss on her belly, just above her bush. She let out a soft sigh.

I kissed my way higher, over the bunched up fabric of her gown, which she was still holding up with one hand. I kept going till I reached her navel. My breasts continued to brush against her.

Morgan moved her free hand to the top of my head and pushed me back down. My nose and lips raked her bush as I was forced lower.

“Eat me, Becky. Make me come.”

I steeled myself and slipped my tongue into Morgan's folds. I feared the taste would be unpleasant or even revolting. But it wasn't. The flavor wasn't quite like anything I'd experienced before. It wasn't exactly sweet, like honey or chocolate. But it was sensuous and silky and strangely delicious.

My own need continued to grow as I looked after Morgan. I hated myself for getting turned on.

“Do you realize that I've turned you into a call girl, Becky? You're having sex for money. That makes you a prostitute. A whore. How does that feel?”

I realized with horror that Morgan was right. I was technically a sex worker now. A whore. An incredibly well paid whore, but still a whore.

Morgan laughed as she watched my dismay. The bitch just kept finding ways to make me hate her more.

Morgan's fingers tightened in my hair. “Move your tongue around, slut.”

Morgan's breathing grew heavier. Her heady taste filled my mouth. Her juices dribbled down my chin and trickled into my throat.

“You're doing good, girl. Now stick your tongue in further. As deep as you can.”

I found Morgan's opening and pushed in. She let out a satisfied groan. I forced my tongue deeper. Her pussy contracted around it like an overzealous lover's kiss. She began thrusting her hips.

Oh God, she's using my tongue as a dildo!

“Damn, girl! Looks like we've finally found something you're good for!”

She fucked my face. Her thrusts grew more aggressive, making me whimper and groan. My suffering clearly excited her. She pounded me harder.

“Oh fuck, I'm gonna come!”

Morgan's head tilted back, and she let out a long, guttural moan. Creamy wetness gushed in my mouth. I swallowed it. My face burned hotly with shame. My bully had turned me into her fucktoy.

“Excuse me, Miss Thomas?”

Phillips was in the doorway. Morgan seemed untroubled by the fact that her servant could see us. She continued to hold my head against her muff. Phillips showed as much expression as a stone gargoyle.

“Yes, Phillips?”

“All of your guests have arrived. They're waiting in the dining room.”

Is she going to make me serve other people? Until she had mentioned guests earlier, it had not even occurred to me that she might share me. But nothing in our agreement prohibited this.

“Thank you, Phillips. Tell them we'll be there in a few minutes.”

“Yes, Miss Thomas.”

Morgan released my head and let the front of her dress fall back into place. She placed two fingers under my chin and tilted my head up.

“That was pretty good, for your first time. I'm going to have so much fun training you over the coming months.”

I wondered if Morgan intended to keep me prisoner by force. Surely she wouldn't do something that crazy. Would she? She's just fucking with my mind.

Morgan picked up my leash.

“Stand up and follow me.”

I rose shakily to my feet. Morgan's taste still coated my tongue. I could wash the taste away when I got home. But never the humiliation. I had never felt more used. More degraded.

And this long night had just begun.

My heart nearly stopped when Morgan led me into a small, intimate dining room and I saw the three women seated around the table.

Isabelle. Talia. And Courtney.

The inner circle of Morgan's cruel clique. The women who had helped Morgan turn my life into a nightmare.

“Oh my God, she looks so cute in that leash!” Isabelle exclaimed. Talia and Courtney laughed.

Three or four platters of hors d'oeuvres sat on the table. They were almost enough for a meal in themselves. A servant was topping up goblets of wine. Morgan led me behind her like a chastised dog. The others rose to their feet, eager to watch my debasement.

“I've started training her,” Morgan announced. “She's going to make a lovely pleasure slave.  She needs more work, though.”

“Well, you know you can count on us to help you, um, break her in,” chuckled Isabelle.

“Becky, get on your knees and greet our guests properly. Kiss their feet.”

I stared at Morgan. It was bad enough that she was forcing me to debase myself in front of her and her lady butler. Now I was supposed to kneel for her minions too?

Morgan slapped me so hard I nearly lost my balance.

“Becky's not a fast learner. But she'll get there. Do I need to repeat my order, slave?”

I stifled my anger and sank to my knees. Isabelle stepped in front of me. She wasn't nearly as tall as Morgan. But she was taller than me. And a lot bigger. She had always had a lush figure, with wide hips and massive breasts. She'd put on a stunning amount of weight since I'd last seen her. Despite her size, her flesh was smooth and firm, not loose or flabby. She was wearing a short, low-cut black dress and matching stiletto boots that rose almost to her knees. Her dark hair, which had fallen to her waist when I'd last seen her, was now short and spiky. The tiger tattoo on her right breast was partially visible above her décolletage. A new tattoo adorned her left bicep, a skull surrounded by roses. She smirked as I looked up at her.

Isabelle scared me. She was the only member of Morgan's encourage who had been physically abusive when we'd been coworkers. Once, when no one else was nearby, she'd “accidentally” bumped into me and made me spill coffee all over myself minutes before a crucial meeting. “Watch where you're going, you fucking dummy!” she'd snarled before walking away as if nothing had happened. Another time, she'd cornered me in a washroom and accused me of looking at her new boyfriend, who had met her at the office a couple of hours earlier and taken her to lunch. Then, before I could even respond, she'd punched me in the stomach. She'd left me gasping for breath on the tiled floor. “If you're thinking of ratting to management or calling the police, I can have half a dozen people swear they saw you hit me first,” she said before she walked away.

“Well? What are you waiting for, Porno Princess? Kiss my boots.”

It was Isabelle who had first started calling me the Porno Princess at work. I'm pretty sure it was her who had initiated the rumor that I had paid my way through school by working in adult films. I struggled to suppress a grimace as I leaned forward and planted my lips on the top of her boot.

“Oh my God, she's doing it!” chortled Isabelle.

“Now the other foot,” ordered Morgan.

I kissed the top of Isabelle's other boot.

“Good girl,” said Morgan, as if speaking to a dog. “Now thank Mistress Isabelle for allowing you the privilege of kissing her feet.”

I gave Morgan a you've got to be kidding look. Morgan's eyes met mine, daring me to disobey.

“Thank you for letting me kiss your boots, Mistress Isabelle,” I mumbled.

“Any time, Becky.”

“Now welcome Talia.”

Talia stepped in front of me. She was the only member of Morgan's entourage who was even  taller than Morgan. She had dark skin, long, luxurious curly black hair, and a graceful, athletic figure that, while not as curvy as Morgan's and Isabelle's, drew male gazes wherever she went. She wore figure-hugging designer jeans with a white sleeveless blouse and low-rise black pumps.

I kissed each of Talia's feet. Talia watched with a contemptuous smirk. Morgan then made me thank her as I had Isabelle.

Last up was Courtney. Courtney was petite, shorter even than me. She had a svelte figure with small, pert breasts and a cute, compact ass. She was the prettiest of the four women, with a wholesome girl-next-door aura that gave no warning of her true nature. She had sparkling blue eyes and natural straw blonde hair that fell to just above her shoulders. She wore a black chiffon dress with a ruffled hem that barely covered her upper thighs and matching three-inch stilettos.

Courtney watched me with a delighted grin. I hated her even more than Morgan and Isabelle. Courtney had done more to hurt me than anyone else in Morgan's small circle of sociopaths. She had pretended to be my friend and then turned me into an object of ridicule. I wanted to smack her.

Instead I swallowed whatever remained of my pride and leaned forward to kiss her foot. She lifted her leg and presented the sole of her shoe to me. I grimaced, but forced myself to press my lips to it. She laughed as I pulled away, my face red with shame. She made me repeat the process with her other foot.

“Now thank Mistress Courtney.”

I looked down at the floor, unable to look any of the bullies in the eye. “Thank you for allowing me to kiss your feet, Mistress Courtney.”

Courtney giggled. “You're training your new slave well, Morgan.”

Morgan led me to the head of the table. I tried to rise, but she forced me to shuffle behind her on my knees. She pushed me down so that my upper body was folded over my legs and my face was just inches from the floor. She seated herself and placed her feet on my back.

She's using me as a fucking footrest!

Her three friends giggled.

“It's good to see Becky doing something useful for a change,” mocked Isabelle.

“I can't wait till I get a turn with her,” exclaimed Courtney.

“You're all going to get plenty of opportunity to use our new toy. But first, let's enjoy these hors d'oeuvres my chef made. You have to try her shrimp canapes....”

“Courtney, remember the time you gave Becky that marketing report with all those made-up numbers and then asked her to fill in for you at that meeting that the CEO attended?”

My four tormentors laughed.  I silently fumed. I'd been six months into my new job. Courtney, whom I had still naively thought was my friend, had claimed to be feeling unwell, and had asked me to fill in for her at the meeting. She'd told me the presentation was ready to go and that all I had to do was read and move the PowerPoint slides forward at the right points. It had seemed like a golden opportunity.

“Ms Dawson, those figures don't make sense,” Isabella mimicked our pompous CEO, Mr Peterson. “How did you arrive at these preposterous numbers?”

I'd panicked. I'm usually a straight-shooter, but I tried to invent a rationale for the off-kilter figures. My inept attempt to bullshit my way out of the mess only made things worse. Morgan, Isabelle, and Talia had been struggling not to laugh. Mr Peterson had suggested that perhaps I should be reassigned to less taxing duties, “like making coffee”.

I'd left that meeting barely holding back tears. I hadn't been demoted to making coffee, but I might as well have been.

“God, I can't believe she fell for that! What a dummy.”

I'd been an idiot, alright. An idiot for trusting Courtney.

The women had just finished the second course, butternut squash soup with a dash of Canadian maple syrup. The serving girl was clearing the bowls and topping up everyone's wine. I was pretty sure they'd already gone through at least one bottle before I arrived. No one offered me so much as a glass of tap water. I was thankful that I'd grabbed a couple of slices of pizza earlier.

“Becky makes an adorable footstool,” remarked Isabelle. “I wonder how she'd do as a seat cushion.”

A seat cushion? Somebody tell me she's joking.

“Go ahead and try her, Isabelle. Her tongue is divine.”

Morgan removed her feet. Isabelle stood up, grinning wickedly. She reached under her short dress and slipped off a black thong.

“Come here, Becky.”

Morgan's foot prodded me between the shoulder blades. “You heard Mistress Isabelle, slave. Get your skinny ass over there.”

I reluctantly shuffled over to Isabelle. I stayed on my knees, knowing there was no point trying to stand. Isabelle's grin widened as I approached.

“Put your head on the chair, face-up.”

I maneuvered my body so that I could rest my head on the edge of the seat. It wasn't easy to do with my hands cuffed behind my back. My lower body was sitting on the floor with my legs sprawled out in front of me. The padded edge of the seat pressed against the back of my neck. It was uncomfortable, but bearable. Isabelle stepped over me, straddling my torso. Her wide ass hovered above my face. She hiked her dress around her hips.

My brain screamed at me to call this off while I still could. I forced myself to stay calm. I didn't come this far only to let Isabelle take everything away.

The big girl slowly lowered herself onto my face.

“Mmmmmpppphhhhh!”

“Oh my! Your new seat cushion is a bit squeaky,” teased Courtney.

“I hope she can breathe,” said Talia with mock concern.

“Don't worry. If she can't, Morgan can easily replace her,” said Courtney.

“I don't care if the bitch can breathe, as long as she makes me come!”

Isabelle settled her full weight on me. My face was completely buried under her bushy crotch and massive ass. The back of my head was mashed into the padded wooden seat. I feared my skull might literally implode under her weight. My eyes were covered by her enormous ass cheeks. My nose was buried in her vagina, and my mouth was covered by her gaping folds. I couldn't breathe. I tried to suck in some air, but in vain.

“Uuuuunnnnngggggg!”

“Damn, Courtney's right, that's one noisy cushion!” joked Talia.

I refused to give in and use the safe signal. I ran my tongue over Isabelle's meaty flesh. The sooner I satisfied her, the sooner she would get off me. Or at least that's what I hoped. She was already wet, and her warm juices ran down my tongue and into my throat. Her taste and scent were stronger than Morgan's. When we'd been coworkers, Isabelle seemed to be dating a different guy every week. From snippets of conversation I'd overheard, she routinely had one nighters with guys she picked up in clubs, sometimes taking home two or even three at once. Sexually transmitted diseases, mercifully, had been eradicated by recent advances in medicine. Even so, I tried not to think about how many men had fucked this slutty cow.

My libido had dampened but not quite gone away after Morgan finished making me eat her in the parlor. It flared back up as I struggled to satisfy Isabelle. This ordeal had erased any doubt that I had a lesbian streak. It was also uncovering a masochistic/submissive side of me that I hadn't even known existed.

“This ho eats pussy like...like a porn star!” mocked Isabelle.

“Oh my God, look at her!” exclaimed Talia. “Her nipples are hard! She's turned on!”

The bullies laughed. I was glad they couldn't see my face, which must have been as red as Talia's dress.

Isabelle started rocking on top of me. I let out a pitiful groan. No one paid any attention. I did my utmost to make her come. I could feel her building toward a climax, but I couldn't seem to get her to the finish line. I found her swollen nub and sucked on it. She squirmed and purred and pumped her hips enthusiastically.

My lungs were on fire. My fingers and toes started to tingle. White spots flickered against my closed eyelids. My legs flailed like those of a drowning swimmer.

“Nnnnngggggghhhhhhhh!”

I was about to use the safe gesture and tap my heel on the floor, accepting that Isabelle had defeated me, when Morgan said:

“Isabelle, that's enough. Let her breathe.”

It seemed for a terrifying moment that Isabelle wasn't going to listen. But then she stopped thrusting. I wheezed and gasped as she lifted herself off me.

I was allowed to finish Isabelle on my knees. She sat in front of me and propped one leg on the edge of the table to allow me better access. Her fingers curled in my hair and pulled me tight against her. My nose was pressed into her thick, unruly bush. The taste and scent of her need were almost overwhelming.

My tormentors dined on filet mignon, sautéed mushrooms, caprese asparagus, and Ceasar salad while I labored between the fat slut's thighs. They chatted about their most recent vacations. Courtney described how while in Tuscany she had separately seduced both the husband and wife who ran the bed-and-breakfast where she'd stayed.

It took me awhile, but I made Isabelle come. She made me keep licking and sucking until everyone had finished the main course, and climaxed three more times. Her silky wetness dripped onto my bare thighs. My own need for release had become a torment. I cursed myself for not jilling off before I came here.

Isabelle released my head and leaned back in her chair with a contented sigh. I remained on my knees, trying to catch my breath. The lower half of my face was coated with her juices.

“Can I use the bathroom for a minute to wash my face?” I asked Morgan meekly.

“No, slut. You may not.”

I frowned, but kept my mouth shut.

“Alright ladies, who wants to try my slave next?”

“Um, I don't think that's going to fit in my pussy....”

Talia had taken off her jeans and panties and donned a large strap-on dildo. It must have been close to eight inches long. I hadn't been intimate with that many men, and had never encountered one who was that well endowed.

Talia grinned. “Don't worry. I'll make it fit.”

“Seriously, Talia, that thing is huge! I'm not sure that I can—”

“You don't have to do it, Becky,” Morgan interrupted. “We can stop if you want. My chauffeur can drive you home.”

I didn't go through everything I've been through just to be sent home with my tail between my legs. That million dollars belongs to me!

“No. I'm not quitting. Go ahead, bring it!”

“That's the spirit! This girl is tougher than we give her credit for.”

For the second time tonight I felt a surge of pride as Morgan complimented me. I told myself that I didn't care what Morgan thought. But clearly some part of me did.

“She won't be so feisty when I'm done with her.”

Talia moved aside her empty plate and other nearby dinnerware. Her hand gripped the back of my neck and she pulled me to my feet and bent me over the table. My breasts were flattened against the tabletop and my cheek was pressed against the linen tablecloth. The serving girl removed the empty plates around me as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

Talia brought her hand across my ass hard enough to make me yelp. She smacked me four more times.

“That's for forgetting to call me Mistress Talia.”

Talia brought her hand across my bare cheeks another five times. My eyes were watering when she finished.

“And that was just because I felt like it.”

She kept me pinned to the table by the neck with one hand. My arms were still bound behind my back. She plunged two fingers into my pussy, making me gasp.

“Wow, this slut is wet!” She forced a third finger in. “I could probably get my whole fist in here.”

Oh fuck, no...

“Please, Mistress Talia, can you just use the strap-on?”

Isabelle guffawed. “It took you like three minutes to get her from whining that your cock is too big to begging you to fuck her with it.”

Morgan, Talia and Courtney all laughed. My face reddened.

The head of Talia's cock nudged my ass. I struggled not to panic. I reminded myself that I could use the safe word if it was too much.

I could only hope that Talia would stop if I did.

Talia slid her cock lower and found my opening. She pushed the tip in. It felt even bigger than it looked.

“Holy fuck!” I gasped.

Talia forced it deeper. I winced as my pussy was stretched wider than ever before. It wasn't quite painful, but it was definitely uncomfortable. Yet it also felt good. Really good.

“Enjoying my cock, bitch?”

I didn't answer. Talia forced the rest in. My insides were squeezed and stretched around it. The base of the dildo met my upturned ass and gaping pussy. I groaned and bit my lower lip.

“I don't believe it!” exclaimed Isabelle. “She took the whole thing!”

“I knew she was a slut,” smirked Courtney.

Talia released my neck, gripped my hips, and started fucking me. I groaned. My arousal continued to escalate as she turned me into her fuckdoll.

“That's it, Talia! Fuck her brains out!” urged Isabelle.

Talia's thrusts sped up till she was pounding me with enough force to rattle the table. It was like being fucked by an angry bull.

I couldn't remember the last time I'd been this horny.

I was about to come when Talia stopped. I nearly screamed in frustration. Talia pulled out and forced me to my knees. She sat on her chair.

“Suck my cock, bitch.”

“I—Mistress Talia—your dildo is all covered with my—could you please wash it first, at least?”

Talia laughed. Then she slapped me.

“That's for talking back, slave.”

“I don't blame her for not wanting to suck it after it's been in her pussy,” teased Courtney. “Who'd want that in their mouth after it's been inside a slut like her?”

Talia clutched my hair and pulled me down. The head of her cock prodded my lips. I could feel my own wetness on it.

“Well, slave? What are you waiting for?”

I parted my lips. She pushed my head lower, driving her cock in. I was barely able to open my jaw wide enough to take it. I cringed as I was forced to taste myself. I hadn't thought anything could be more humiliating than eating Isabelle while the rest of Morgan's gang watched. But sucking Talia's cock after she had just fucked me was even worse.

“Good girl, Becky,” praised Morgan. “We'll turn you into a proper slave girl yet.”

The serving girl set down a cheese board with an assortment of cheeses, deli meats, crackers, nuts, and fruit. Talia pulled her chair forward, forcing me to shuffle backward on my knees with her cock still in my mouth. I retched as her cock repeatedly hit the back of my throat. Talia forced me to back up until most of my body was under the table.

“You have to try these cheeses,” Morgan enthused. “My chef hand-picked each one...”

Talia made me suck her cock for what must have been half an hour as the women twittered about food, shopping, and dating while sampling the latest delicacies Morgan's chef had prepared. They went through another bottle of Merlot. No one paid any attention to my retches, grunts and groans. My jaw and lips ached from being stretched too wide for too long. My entire body ached from being bent forward in an awkward pose for too long. Ropey threads of drool spilled to the floor between my legs. Tears streaked with mascara and eyeliner ran down my cheeks. But I refused to give in and quit.

“Look at Becky go,” said Talia almost admiringly as she sampled a last tidbit from the cheese board. “I wish I had a real cock to make her suck.”

“Next time I'm gonna bring my boyfriend here, and make her clean his cock after he fucks me,” proclaimed Isabelle.

“Which boyfriend?” asked Courtney. The four friends laughed, including Isabelle.

“The little ho's made me horny,” announced Talia. She removed her strappy and drew my face to her muff. My nose was pressed into her curly landing strip. She was sopping wet.

“Make me come, bitch.”

I pushed my tongue into Talia's folds. She let out a sensuous moan and tightened her grip on my head.

“Suck my clit the way you sucked my cock.”

I took Talia engorged nub between my lips and sucked. She came almost immediately, shuddering and squirting in my face.

“Oh fuck, that was good!” Talia released my head, leaving me gasping for breath between her legs.

Courtney reached for my leash.

“It's my turn.”

The grin on Courtney's face chilled me to the bone.

“Look at me, Becky.”

I looked up at the monster I had once mistaken for a friend.

I was kneeling before Courtney with my legs folded under me and my butt resting on my heels. My hands were still cuffed behind my back.

“Open your mouth.”

I obeyed. I was expecting her to pull up her dress and push my face into her twat. But instead she leaned forward and spat. A thick gob of saliva hit my tongue. I cringed.

“Swallow, Becky.”

I stared up at her indignantly.

“You heard Mistress Courtney, slave. Swallow her gift.”

I gave Morgan a baleful look, grimaced, and swallowed. Courtney laughed. I looked at the floor.

Courtney pulled her lacy panties off, turned around, and lifted her dress.

“Give my ass some kisses, slave girl.”

I frowned. A couple of the watching women chuckled. I pushed my indignation aside and planted my lips on one of Courtney's cheeks.

“That's it, ho. Keep going.”

I lavished more kisses on Courtney's smooth, flawless bottom. She let out a satisfied purr. My own need, which had quieted after Talia finished with me, roused from its semi-slumber. My self-loathing reached a new level.

“Now eat my ass, slave.”

I pulled away and turned to Morgan.

“You agreed I wouldn't have to eat anyone's ass.”

“Courtney, you should know better than to ask her to do that. We've already talked about what's permissible tonight and what's not.”

Courtney looked like she was going to talk back, but thought the better of it. “Sorry Morgan.”

Relief washed through me. For the second time, Morgan had saved me. I felt a surge of gratitude toward her, and despised myself for it.

Courtney hopped onto the table. She leaned back, propping herself on her arms, and spread her legs.

“Come here, slut. Eat me.”

I shuffled forward on my knees. Courtney was completely shaved. I could smell her lust. I planted teasing kisses on her thighs, mound and outer lips, then ran my tongue up and down her slit, slowly working it deeper.

“This ho's not bad. But I don't think she's giving it all she has. I think she needs some motivation.”

Courtney reached for her purse and produced a flogger with over a dozen leather strands. I again pulled away and looked at Morgan.

“You said I wouldn't be physically harmed!”

“This little flogger shouldn't break her skin,” Courtney protested. “I won't whip her too hard. Just enough to give her some inspiration.”

Morgan took a moment to consider it.

“Go ahead, Courtney. She can use her safe word if it's too much for her.”

I wanted to get up and leave.

Don't be such a wuss. You can't quit now. Not after all you've been through!

Courtney grabbed my head and mashed it into her cunt. I forced myself not to resist. She brought the leather lash across my shoulders and upper arms. The pain was even sharper than I expected, and I let out a yip. Courtney got wetter.

My pain is making her horny! This bitch is sick!

I'm not a fan of pain. But Courtney's arousal ramped up my own lust.

Courtney's not the only one who's sick.

Courtney brought down the whip again. The tips caressed my buttocks like razors. My skin felt like it was on fire.

A third blow tore into me, then a forth. Courtney's other hand pushed my face even tighter against her pussy.

“Suck me off the way you sucked Talia off.”

Courtney shifted her body, pushing her clit against my lips. I closed my eyes and started sucking.

“Oh God yes. Yes!”

Courtney brought the lash down several more times, criss-crossing my shoulders, arms, hands, back and ass with streaks of burning agony. I whimpered and quivered. My eyes watered. But I didn't break. I didn't use the safe signal.

“Look how red her skin is getting!” Isabelle chortled. “She looks like a lobster!”

“Don't hold back, Courtney,” encouraged Talia. “Teach this skank her place.”

Courtney brought the lash down ferociously several more times. I sobbed. Tears ran uninhibited down my cheeks.

“Oh Jesus, I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come in this bitch's face.”

Courtney dropped the flogger and clutched my head with both hands. She thrust her hips violently. Her thighs clenched my face.

“Ohhhhhhh fuuuck!”

Courtney shuddered as a cataclysmic orgasm wracked her from head to toe. She continued to hump my face, and came a second time. And a third.

She pushed me away with her foot. I sagged forward, gasping and sputtering and sobbing. I tried to spit Courtney's taste out of my mouth.

Courtney hopped off the table and retook her seat. The server began laying out dessert.

“We'll let our fucktoy rest a bit. She's going to need her stamina for what I have planned next. My chef makes the most exquisite desserts. You have to try this creme brule....”

The four friends dug into the creamy treats, leaving me doubled over on the floor.

“Remember the time Courtney put that malware on Becky's computer, and it started playing the soundtrack from a porn video?”

My tormentors laughed at the memory. I had frantically tried to find the source of the sound as coworkers gawked and giggled. I'd rebooted my computer, but the moans, grunts, and desperate pleas to Fuck me harder! had resumed as soon as it powered back on. By the time I'd thought to turn the computer's speaker off, the whole office was laughing. I'd tried to carry on with my work, but had gotten nothing accomplished that day.

“Harder! Fuck me harder, baby!” Courtney mimicked the actress from the video, eliciting more laughs.

I felt anger and embarrassment as the four bullies crowed about the tasteless prank. Morgan had moved us to a sitting room. She and her friends were sitting in armchairs, sipping cognac. I was kneeling in front of Morgan. I was still naked and leashed, but Morgan had removed my handcuffs. 

“I have a present for each of you,” Morgan announced once the snickers died out. “Phillips!”

Phillips appeared with a stack of parcels. She handed one to Morgan and each of her friends. The women peeled them open.

“Wow, these are pretty big!” exclaimed Isabelle, holding up a huge strap-on dildo.

“Yes, they're a bit on the large side.”

A bit on the large side? Is she fucking serious? Those things are even bigger than the one Talia used!

I wondered if I should throw in the towel as Morgan pulled off her dress and fastened the harness around her waist. No amount of money was worth getting injured.

No, I can do this. I can take it. And when this is done, I'll never have to worry about money again.

“These new strap-ons apparently make you feel like you have a real cock. They have a built-in vibrator that goes inside your kitty.  Sensors in the head and shaft detect how deep the receiving girl is taking it and how hard you're pounding her.  The deeper you go, and the harder you fuck her, the more stimulation it gives. It also has a built-in clit sucker. It can tell when she's sucking it. The harder she sucks, the harder you get sucked.”

“Oh wow! I can't wait to try this!” Isabelle sounded like she was close to an orgasm just from thinking about it.

“These strappies also have built-in electronics that sense when you're coming. When you peak,  they pump out a flood of synthetic spunk that looks and tastes just like the real thing.”

“Sweet,” said Talia.

“Not always,” said Isabelle. Morgan, Talia and Courtney all laughed.

Morgan stepped forward, bringing her enormous new cock to my mouth. It looked completely lifelike. It even had veins. A pair of oversized balls hung from its base. They were bigger than my tits.

“Open up, slave.”

She nudged my lips. The other women gathered around, drinks in hand. Their monster cocks wobbled as they walked.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could, but Morgan's fake cock still scraped my teeth as she pushed it in. She either didn't notice or didn't care. My jaw felt like it was going to pop out of its sockets. My lips were stretched into a taut circle around it. Morgan continued forcing it deeper till it nudged the back of my throat. I gagged.

“Good girl, Becky.” Morgan ruffled my hair almost affectionately. “Now suck me off.”

I started sucking Morgan's cock.

“Damn, this feels good!” Morgan exclaimed. “No wonder guys love having their cocks sucked so much!”

“Look at Becky go!” cried Isabelle. “What a slut! She was born for this!”

“Play with yourself, slave,” Morgan demanded. “Get yourself good and wet before I fuck you.”

I slid my fingers between my folds. Jilling off while these four psychopaths watched was beyond humiliating. But it was also making me embarrassingly wet. An involuntary moan escaped me. Morgan looked down and grinned.

“That's it, girl. Make yourself come.”

Morgan gripped my head with both hands and fucked my mouth. I retched as her cock repeatedly ground into the back of my throat. Her thrusts got rougher. Saliva ran down my chin and puddled on the floor. Courtney, excited by my suffering, started sliding her hand up and down her own high tech cock.

My arousal continued to build. I tried to hold back, not wanting to give Morgan the satisfaction of coming on demand for her, even though I knew that the wetter I was, the less uncomfortable it would be when she and the others fucked me.

“Fuck, I'm gonna come already!” cried Morgan.

Her grip on my head tightened. An eruption of hot, sticky cum hit the back of my throat. Morgan tilted her head back and cried out. I quivered and moaned as my first orgasm of the night ripped through me.

Morgan continued to pound my face. Her cock kept jetting, filling me with more cum than any real cock could have. I struggled to swallow it all.

At last Morgan pulled out. I struggled to catch my breath.

“Now I'm gonna fuck this slut. When I'm done, she won't even be able to feel a normal cock.”

You better quit, Becky! She's going to destroy your pussy!

I pushed away the fearful voice inside my head. I wanted that money. And—as much as I hated to admit it—I wanted Morgan to fuck me with that giant cock. I wanted her to fuck me hard.

“Lie on your back, whore.”

I lay on the floor and spread my legs. I was almost trembling. Morgan got on her hands and knees above me. Her full breasts brushed my own, her stiff nipples prodding my yielding skin. She guided her giant cock to my cleft and slid the tip up and down, drawing another moan from me. Courtney stroked her cock faster.

“Ready, slut?”

I nodded. I was as ready as I was ever going to be.

Morgan lowered herself onto me and pushed her cock in. I gasped. I had never had anything this big inside me.

“God, this bitch is tight!”

Morgan slowly forced her cock deeper. I wanted to touch myself again, but couldn't with her on top of me. She steadily filled me until her massive balls nudged my pussy. I moaned.

Morgan pulled out a couple of inches, then slammed back in. She pulled out further and rammed me again. And again. I shuddered. I could barely take it. Yet I didn't want her to stop. I loved the feel of being buried beneath her tall, curvy body. And of her immense cock inside me. The sound of her animalistic breathing in my ear. The way her excitement was building as she ravaged me.

Jesus, what's wrong with me? I'm getting turned on by being used as a fuckdoll!

Morgan had ripped open a Pandora's box of dark desires. I feared that—no matter how hard I tried—I wasn't going to be able to get the lid back on.

“Oh fuck, I'm gonna come again!”

Morgan erupted inside me. My own body quivered beneath hers as a mind-blotting orgasm hit me. She kept pounding, flooding me with spunk. When her balls were at last empty, she remained on top of me for a couple of minutes as she came back down to earth.

At last she rose to her feet, leaving me on the floor like a discarded rag.

Isabelle was next.

She straddled me on her hands and knees, as Morgan had done. I braced myself, expecting her to ram her cock in. But instead she crawled forward and dragged one of her immense boobs over my face. Her swollen nipple brushed my lips.

“Suck.”

I took Isabelle's taut nipple between my lips. The nub was almost as big as the outer joint of my thumb. My own arousal stirred back to life as I sucked it. I fought the urge to bring my hand back to my clit.

“I love having my tits sucked,” purred Isabelle. “Our little toy is getting me all wet!”

“Just fuck her already!” exhorted Talia. “I want my turn!”

Isabelle ignored Talia. She brought her other boob to my mouth. I gave it the same intimate attention. At last she pulled back and brought her monster cock to my yearning pussy. She slid it up and down my slit, as Morgan had done. I barely managed to stop myself from thrusting against it.

She found my opening and, without warning, drove her cock halfway in with one mighty push. I made a sound midway between a groan and a squawk. She rammed the rest of it in with another violent thrust, then lowered her big body onto mine. She was a lot heavier than Morgan, and I was flattened against the floor. I could barely breathe.

She started pounding me. My arms and legs twitched with each thrust. I tried to thrust back, but she was too heavy. Her thrusts grew faster and more violent. She ground me into the hardwood floor.

She lasted longer than Morgan. She let out a long, guttural moan when she finally came. I felt hot splashes of cum jetting into me. A thunderous orgasm shook me. Isabelle's cock kept pulsing, filling me to overflowing. A second and then third climax surged through her. My own orgasm kept going, alternately dimming and peaking as one aftershock after another hit me.

When Isabelle at last pulled out and got to her feet, Courtney squatted astride my chest. She was still stroking her cock. She aimed it at my face, pumping furiously. A geyser of cum shot out. Some got into my mouth before I could snap it shut. I turned my head, but Talia gripped it and forced it back so that it was facing Courtney's jetting cock. Courtney continued to nut in my face until her balls were empty. My face was plastered from forehead to chin with her spunk. She stared down at me, wordlessly daring me to spit out the cum in my mouth. I swallowed. Courtney laughed.

“Go clean yourself up, slut,” ordered Morgan. “You're a fucking mess.”

I staggered to my feet. Morgan took my leash and held it out to Phillips. “Take her to the nearest washroom, and bring her back when she's presentable.”

“Yes, Miss Thomas.”

Phillips took my leash and led me away.

“I want to take her ass,” said Courtney. “Can I?”

I was on my knees in front of Talia. Talia had bent me over an armchair and fucked me half senseless from behind. Then she'd fucked my face, again forcing me to taste my own cum.

I looked fearfully at Courtney's huge strap-on. My eyes turned to Morgan, silently pleading for mercy.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass before, Becky?”

“Y-yes...”

“How often?”

“I let...I let a couple of my long-term boyfriends do it sometimes. But neither of them was as big as these...these strap-ons....”

Morgan thought it over.

“Alright, Courtney. I'm going to let you fuck her ass.”

Courtney grinned.

Oh fuck...

“But I need to prepare Becky first. I don't want to destroy her ass. I intend to get a lot of use out of my new slave girl.”

“Okay, Morgan.”

“Becky, stand up.”

I got to my feet. Morgan removed her strap-on and stepped in front of me. One of her hands snaked around the back of my head. She leaned down and kissed me. Her kiss was hungry and intense. I started getting wet again.

When Morgan at last broke our kiss, I could barely stand. She ordered me to turn around. Once my back was to her, she pressed her body against mine. I could feel her thighs against my ass cheeks and her breasts against my shoulder blades. She kissed the side of my neck as if I was her lover. Her hand cupped my breast, her fingers caressing and tugging my straining nipple. Her other hand slid down to my pussy. She stoked my passion like a master conductor guiding an orchestra to a crescendo.

Holy fuck, she's going to make me come again!

Her fingers circled my nub, but denied me any relief. She removed her hands and stepped away. I mewled in frustration.

She pulled a tube from one of the packages and squirted lube over three fingers. She caressed my ass with one hand, sending fresh surges of pleasure through me. Her other hand circled my waist and returned to my folds. Her lips nuzzled my nape and scalp. She probed the valley between my ass cheeks with her lube-soaked fingers and located my rosebud. She pushed a finger in. Her other hand caressed my clit like a lover's tongue. She pushed her finger deeper, right to the knuckle, while massaging my ladywood.

I came so hard I nearly collapsed.

Morgan continued to stimulate me as she pushed a second finger in, and then a third. She slid them back and forth, fucking my ass with them. She slid two fingers into my pussy. Her thumb stroked my clit as she filled me from both ends.

I shuddered and came again.

Morgan withdrew her fingers from my pussy but continued to ass-fuck me. It was starting to feel good. I brought my own fingers to my clit. Morgan grabbed my wrist.

“I didn't give you permission to make yourself come, slut. Don't touch yourself again unless I tell you too.”

I whimpered in frustration, but didn't attempt to pull my hand free. Courtney laughed.

“Put some lube on your cock, Courtney. A ton of it.”

Courtney obeyed. Morgan positioned me on my hands and knees. Courtney knelt behind me. I felt the stout head of her cock prod my cheeks. I wondered if I was making a mistake.

“Enter her slow, Courtney. Once you're inside, you can give her a good pounding. But I don't want you tearing her ass in half.”

“I'll go easy on her, Morgan,” Courtney promised with an evil grin.

I winced and bit my lower lip as Courtney penetrated me. My ass felt like it was being stretched to its absolute limit.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped.

Courtney kept going. My insides felt like they were literally being rearranged. She didn't stop till her balls were pressing against me.

Morgan stepped in front of me and gripped my hair, pulling me up so that I was kneeling but leaning forward. I clutched Morgan's hips for support. The high-tech strap-ons, unlike real cocks, were extremely flexible, and Courtney's cock shifted to accommodate the change in position.

“Worship my pussy, slut.”

I brought my mouth to Morgan's hungry slit. Courtney gripped my hips and started thrusting. Talia stepped behind Morgan and cupped her breasts, stroking and teasing her engorged nipples. Morgan tilted her head, and their lips met. Morgan started grinding in my face. My own kitty was pleading for attention, but I knew better than to touch myself. I moaned into Morgan's folds.

How is Morgan doing this? She's turning me into a whimpering slut.

Courtney's thrusts grew more insistent. My ass became more yielding as she gradually stretched me out, but it was still too tight for comfort. Even so, it felt good. I thrust back.

“Jesus, look at that slut!” Isabelle exclaimed. “She can't get enough of this.” She squatted beside me and cupped one of my breasts, making me moan.

Morgan and Talia's kiss intensified. Courtney started fucking my ass in earnest. Morgan mashed my face harder with her hips. My need for release was becoming unbearable.

Morgan broke her kiss with Talia and looked down at me.

“Play with yourself, slut. Come for me!”

I eagerly slid my hand between my thighs. Within seconds I was coming. Morgan gushed in my mouth. Courtney erupted in my ass.

Morgan released my head and stepped back. Panting and gasping, I dropped back to my hands and knees. Courtney pulled out and stood up. Warm spunk leaked from my stretched-out hole.

“Look at that fucking cum dump,” Courtney jeered.

I stared at the floor. Morgan returned to her armchair. The others followed suit. The serving girl came in and topped up their drinks.

“Let's give the Porno Princess a little time to recover before we find out just how much she can really take.”

Oh my fucking God!

I was lying face-up on top of Isabelle, who was lying on her back on an ottoman in the middle of the room. Isabelle's strap-on was buried balls-deep in my ass. Morgan was kneeling between my legs and slowly impaling me with her own giant cock.

“She's doing it!” Courtney exclaimed. “She's taking both cocks!”

I groaned as Morgan forced the last two or three inches in. I could see a slight bulge in my belly where it filled me. I could feel the two dildos pressing against each other, separated only by a thin layer of compressed flesh. I'd never been so completely filled. I wanted to play with myself, but didn't dare.

Courtney climbed onto the ottoman and straddled my head as Morgan began fucking me. She lowered her pussy onto my mouth. Isabelle had turned her head to the side, so that the back of my scalp was pressed against the side of her face. Courtney lowered her kitty to my mouth and stared down at me with a sadistic grin.

“Eat me, slave girl!”

Courtney's raw taste filled my mouth as I licked her. It was stronger than the first time I'd eaten her. Her soft, smooth mound was pressed against my nose. She ground against me as if I was a sex toy she was masturbating with.

Isabelle started fucking me from below. She and Morgan synchronized their movements, so that as one was pulling back the other was driving forward. Their thrusts quickly picked up speed.

I couldn't take it anymore. I brought my hand to my kitty and started stroking myself. Talia pulled my hand away. I groaned into Courtney's muff. Talia clambered onto the ottoman and straddled me, pinning my arms with her shins. I could still use my feet to tap out if I wanted, but couldn't do anything to alleviate my need. Talia squeezed my breasts against her cock and began fucking them.

Morgan and Isabelle increased their pace. Talia fucked my tits more vigorously. Courtney humped my face almost frantically.

“Oh fuck, I'm gonna come!” Isabelle barely got the words out before I felt her explode deep inside my ass.

“Oh my God, I'm gonna come too!” Courtney shuddered and flooded my mouth.

Talia moaned and spurted over my chest, throat, and the underside of my jaw.

Morgan pounded me harder than ever, mashing me against Isabelle. The ottoman was jolted forward an inch or two each time she rammed me. Courtney let go in my face a second time.

Morgan pressed my clit as if it was a doorbell. A convulsive orgasm rocked me. It went on and on. I moaned into Courtney's sopping depths. My pussy clenched around Morgan's cock. Morgan erupted, filling me with yet more cum.

When at last all of our orgasms subsided, I felt like a rag doll. It was several minutes before any of us moved.

“You did well, Becky. I wasn't sure you'd make it to the end. But you did. You've made me proud, girl.”

Never in my wildest imaginings had I expected to hear Morgan say she was proud of me. I didn't want to care what she thought. But my heart swelled at the unexpected praise.

I was sitting in one of the armchairs. I was still naked, but Morgan had removed my collar and leash. Phillips offered me a cognac. I downed half the fiery drink in one swallow and winced. Courtney smirked.

“Phillips will bring your clothes and phone in a moment. I just transferred your money to your bitcoin wallet. Congratulations, Becky. You're a millionaire.”

“Thank you, Morgan.” I took a sip of the cognac. “Well, I should be on my way.”

“I want to do this again, Becky. I want you to serve me for another night. Not for money. But so that we can both further explore what we started tonight.”

I stared at Morgan as if she had just grown an extra eye in her forehead.

“I know how hard this was on you. How uncomfortable and scary and humiliating it was. How conflicted it made you feel. But I also know you enjoyed it. That it stirred desires in you that you didn't even know existed. You didn't want to feel those dark pleasures. But you did. Can you live the rest of your life without ever experiencing this again?”

I tried to tell her that was nonsense. That I'd only done this for the money, and had no interest in doing it again. But I couldn't.

“Tell me I'm wrong, Becky. Tell me there's no truth to what I'm saying, and I'll shut up and get my chauffeur to drive you home.”

“I—uh—“

Morgan had made me feel alive in a way I had never felt before. I've always enjoyed sex, but what I experienced this evening had taken it to another level. The arousal I'd felt as Morgan and her friends turned me into their fucktoy—and the orgasms I'd experienced—had been indescribable.

The thought of becoming Morgan's willing sex slave horrified me. But to my dismay it was also making me wet.

Morgan smiled. She seemed to be reading my mind.

No. I won't do this.

“It's an intriguing offer, Morgan. But my answer is no.”

Morgan grinned.

“I knew you had more spine than people give you credit for, Becky. I admire you for that. What if I offered to make Courtney serve you tonight? I know you hate her more than any of us. She pretended to be your friend, and then backstabbed you. She treated you worse than anyone. Will you agree to serve me for one—just one—more night in exchange for the chance to avenge yourself? The chance to put Courtney in her place and humiliate her the way she humiliated you?”

“Hey, what the fuck! Morgan, I'm not going to let this skank—“

“Shut up, Courtney. In a few minutes, you're going to be begging this 'skank' to allow you to try to satisfy her.”

“Are you out of your fucking—“

“Courtney, do you remember my birthday party last week?”

“Of course I do, Morgan. What's that got to do with—“

“While everyone else was down here on the main floor having fun, you snuck upstairs into my office and planted a keystroke logger on my computer. I'm guessing you wanted to get some of my bitcoin.”

“How did you—“

“I have security cameras all over the house. And an AI system that scans the videos 24/7 for suspicious activity.”

“You—you can't prove that I put anything on your computer.” Courtney's brow furrowed as she tried to think of an out. “I—I could have been unplugging and plugging the keyboard because I thought the connection was lose. You can't prove that I'm the one who put the keystroke logger there.”

“I don't have to prove anything, Courtney. I'm not going to report you to the police. I'm going to offer you a deal.”

Courtney looked at Morgan suspiciously.

“If you can convince Becky to let her use you tonight, and if she decides you've done a satisfactory job in serving her, then I'll give you the chance to earn some of the bitcoin you're so eager to get your hands on. You'll be allowed to serve me—and whoever else I choose—next Friday night, just as Becky did tonight. If you get through the night, I'll give you fifty thousand dollars.”

“Fifty thousand dollars! But—but you gave Becky a million!”

“Becky didn't put a keystroke logger on my computer.”

Courtney's lip quivered. She looked like she was going to cry.

“If you agree, I promise I won't do anything that will leave scars or cause other permanent injury. But aside from that, nothing's off the table. You'll be allowed the same safe signals as Becky, and be able to back out at any time if it's too much for you or if you change your mind. But that's it.”

“But she got to pick stuff that was off limits—“

“This is a take it or leave it offer, Courtney. And it's way more than you deserve.”

Courtney looked at Isabelle and Talia for support, but found none. She looked like she was going to keep arguing, but had enough sense to keep her mouth shut.

“Becky hasn't agreed to this, yet, Courtney. And if Becky doesn't agree, then there's no deal for you. You're going to have to convince Becky to let you serve her.”

“Morgan, please. Please don't do this to me.”

Hearing Courtney beg warmed my heart. It wasn't like me to rejoice in the suffering of others. But I had never hated anyone as much as I hated Courtney.

“Phillips, get the contract.”

Courtney begged and blubbered. I noticed with a shock that her nipples were poking against the silky bodice of her cocktail dress.

She's excited by the thought of serving me!

It seemed that, like me, Courtney had a sexually submissive streak. A secret desire that Morgan had detected like a shark smelling blood. One that Morgan intended to drag kicking and screaming into the daylight for all to see.

Phillips handed a document and pen to Courtney. Courtney looked around the room at each of us one last time, vainly searching for mercy. She signed the papers without reading them. Phillips took the contract and left.

“Well, Becky? What do you say? How bad do you want revenge?”

I wanted revenge so bad I could taste it.

“I'll do it. I agree to serve you for another night. If Courtney can persuade me to let her serve me. And if she performs adequately.”

Morgan grinned. So did Isabelle and Talia. They had turned on their treacherous friend with an ease that shocked me.

“Courtney, you need to convince Becky to allow you to serve her. If you can't, or if she agrees but you can't satisfy her, you don't get your chance to earn that $50,000. You'll be walking out of here with nothing.”

Courtney got on her knees in front of me. I took another swallow of liqueur from my goblet, set it on the end table beside me, and stood up.

“Becky, please let me pleasure you. Please let me show you how sorry I am for the way I treated you.”

“She didn't call you Mistress Becky. She needs to be punished, don't you think?”

I grinned. My palm cracked across Courtney's face so hard her head rocked. I was stunned by how hard I had hit her. All that pent-up fury at how I had been treated was spilling out. Morgan, Isabelle and Talia stared with a mix of surprise and admiration.

“You need to remove that dress, Courtney,” said Morgan. “Slaves don't wear clothes in my house.”

“Yes, Goddess Morgan.”

Courtney unzipped her dress and awkwardly pulled it over her head. An angry handprint marked her left cheek. I barely restrained myself from giving her another wallop. I wanted to make this bitch cry.

“Kiss my feet, you worthless fuck.”

“Yes, Mistress Becky.” Courtney bent forward and kissed the top of each foot. I lifted my feet one by one and ordered her to lick the undersides. She frowned, but complied. I made her lick each sole from heel to toe.

“You're lucky that Morgan's floors are fairly clean,” taunted Isabelle. Courtney glowered.

Phillips was back. Morgan turned to her.

“Phillips, get Courtney's flogger. Let's see if Courtney can take it as well as she can dish it out.”

Courtney paled. Phillips fetched the whip. I took it, then paused.

Do I really want to do this? The famous quote by Nietzsche ran through my my head. The one about being careful when fighting monsters that one didn't become a monster oneself. Do I really want to lower myself to Courtney's level?

Fuck Nietzsche. I'm doing this.

“Stand up and turn around, bitch.”

Courtney rose and faced the wall. I thought about how she had betrayed me. The way she had insulted and degraded me over and over. How she had whipped me till I almost bled—and gotten wet as she did it.

I brought the whip down with enough force to make Courtney yelp. A flurry of additional blows followed. I lashed her back, her arms and legs, and her buttocks. Red welts soon crisscrossed her pale skin from her shoulders to her calves.

Morgan grabbed my wrist as I raised my arm to deliver another strike.

“That's enough, Becky.”

Courtney was breathing raggedly. I was surprised she wasn't crying. The bitch was tougher than she looked.

“Lie down, Courtney. Becky is going to sit on your face.”

“Morgan, do I really have to do this?”

“You don't have to do anything, Courtney. No one's forcing you. If you don't like the arrangement, the door is over there.”

Courtney lay on the ottoman. She grimaced as her inflamed skin touched it. She watched me warily. She knew that her chance to earn fifty thousand dollars depended on making me very happy. Her nipples were still tight, eager knots, and her clit was peeking between her folds. She seemed genuinely appalled at the thought of having to serve the misfit loser she had and her friends had mocked and shunned for so long. And yet at the same time intensely excited by the prospect. The girl definitely had a masochistic streak.

And what does it say about me, that I'm getting so wet at the prospect of humbling her?

I got on the ottoman and straddled Courtney's head on my knees. I planted my shins on her arms so that she couldn't play with herself.

“Open up, skank.”

Courtney reluctantly parted her lips. I leaned forward and spat into her mouth. The expression on Courtney's face was almost worth more than the bitcoin I'd earned.

“Swallow my gift, slut.”

Courtney closed her eyes and downed the gob of saliva. I slapped her face.

“Did I give you permission to close your eyes, ho?”

Courtney opened her eyes and gave me a withering look. It made me laugh, which made her scowl even harder. I lowered myself onto her face.

“Show me how a nasty, backstabbing bitch eats pussy, Courtney.”

Courtney hesitated. I wondered if she was going to tap out with the safe signal. Then her tongue delved into me. I settled myself comfortably. My mound was pressed against her nose, and my thighs brushed her cheeks. I gripped her hair roughly with one hand, tugging it hard enough to make her wince.

I let her bring me to orgasm three times. Then I brought my free hand to my clit and jilled off in her face. The humiliation in her eyes was almost enough to make me come on the spot. She struggled underneath me. Not to free herself, but to bring her hand to her kitty. I didn't let her.

“Get that tongue in deeper, slut.”

Courtney obediently pushed her tongue in as far as it would go. I rocked on top of it while continuing to play with myself. I fucked her face increasingly hard.

“That's it, Becky!” encouraged Morgan. “Let her have it!”

Isabelle and Talia jeered and belittled their former friend. It felt weird to suddenly be the one dishing it out and not the one on the receiving end. Weird, but good.

Courtney worked hard to get me over the edge again. She was struggling to breathe under my  pumping hips. But she made no attempt to use the safe signal.

“Oh fuck, I'm gonna come!”

I barely got the the words out before I was wracked by a cataclysmic orgasm. I released Courtney's hair and sagged forward, bracing myself with my arms while staying seated on her face.

Courtney whimpered. She was desperate to come.

Too fucking bad.

A wicked grin crossed my face as an idea occurred to me. I slid forward slightly, bringing my other hole to her mouth.

“Mmmmmpphhh!”

I'd never had my ass eaten. I'd long been curious as to what it would feel like, but hadn't been comfortable asking anyone to do it when I wasn't willing to return the favor.

“I think the Porno Princess wants her ass licked,” said Isabelle gleefully.

“Better do it, Courtney!” advised Morgan. “Or do you want to quit and go home?”

Courtney was no more willing to give up than I'd been. She pushed her tongue into my tush.

Oh...my...God...

I squirmed and brought my fingers back to my kitty. Courtney let out an indignant moan. Or was it a moan of pleasure? It was hard to tell.

I didn't really care.

I ground my butt into Courtney's face. She worked her tongue deeper. It took me only minutes to bring myself to another convulsive orgasm. I remained seated astride Courtney's face as I recovered.

“Well, Becky? How was she? Does she get to have a try at earning fifty thousand dollars?”

“Hmmm. I don't know. I think I need more convincing...”

Courtney's tongue got back to work.

“If you decide to allow Courtney the chance to serve me for a night, I'll let you perform your second night of service the same night. And I'll let you have another turn at topping Courtney.”

Courtney groaned in protest. I came again.

“It's a deal. Courtney passes.”

Morgan called Phillips and told her to serve everyone another drink.

The first dawn light was peeking over the eastern skyline as Morgan's chauffeur drove me home.

Morgan had persuaded me to stay for a couple more drinks. The bully who'd made my life a misery had disappeared, replaced by a suave, charming, and funny hostess. Isabelle and Talia had seemed like different people too. I knew that they were still the same women, but I was seeing a different side of them, a side they presented to others but had never shown me. Courtney had been sullen and subdued, and barely said a word.

I wasn't much of a drinker, and had fallen asleep in my armchair. Someone—Phillips, I suspect—had placed a blanket over me. Morgan and the others were gone when I awoke. Phillips almost immediately appeared, perhaps alerted by the AI security system. She offered to get me some food from the kitchen. I was ravenous, and accepted. Then she led me to the garage and handed me over to Jamieson, the chauffeur. Jamieson looked like she'd just been roused from sleep. Morgan seemed to have her staff on call twenty four hours a day when they were on duty.

I watched the streets and houses roll by. I was elated. My father and I were never going to have to worry about money again.

I was also scared. I couldn't believe Morgan had gotten me to agree to be her slave a second time. Next Friday, I would again belong to her for an evening. And whoever she chose to share me with. I had barely managed to say no when she had invited me to “further explore what we started” before she offered me Courtney. Would I be able to say no when she invited me to join her a third time?

Would I want to?

I tried to tell myself that the unexpected excitement and illicit pleasure I'd experienced tonight had been a fluke. A one-time thing. But I knew it was more. I wasn't the same same girl I'd been twenty-four hours ago.

I don't know where this dark adventure will lead. But one thing is certain. It isn't going to be boring.
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