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		Seeing her neighbor setting up for her third yard dale in as many weeks, Kayla slipped into a pair of shorts and a tank top before heading over for a little chat. “Hey babe!” she called out as she approached tables lined with odds and ends. “Another yard sale?”

		“It’s the only hope I have of saving the place,” Kayla let slip.

		“Oh honey, if you needed money all you had to do was ask.”

		“If I can’t make it on my own then…”

		“How much for everything?”

		“I don’t need your charity, Lana.”

		“It’s not charity if I’m buying what you’re selling. Come on, how much for everything?”

		“I haven’t added it all up.”

		“You don’t have to tell me, but how much do you need?”

		“Fifty-nine grand in the next two weeks or I lose the house and car.”

		“Is that all?”

		“Not all of us have your kind of money so if you don’t mind I’d…”

		“What are you willing to do to earn the money?”

		“Excuse me?”

		“I’m not just going to hand you that kind of money without earning it, so what are you willing to do to earn it?”

		“At this point anything,” Kayla said, her head hanging in defeat as a pitiful sigh escaped her lips.

		“Anything huh? I like it. And I like you, Kayla, which is exactly why I’m going to help you save your house and car. Also, you’re the best neighbor a woman can ask for so I can’t let you move that easily. Box all of this stuff up and take it back inside and then come over to my place when you’re done.”

		“Why?”

		“So you can earn that fifty-nine grand and maybe more.”

		“I’m not…” the look on her wealthy neighbor’s face telling her she was not going to take no for an answer, she changed her mind mid-thought. “I’ll be over in about an hour.”

		“See you then, sexy.” Turning, Lana took about ten steps, stopped and spun around on her heels. “Let’s make this fun,” she said, reaching into the front right pocket of her denim shorts. “If you pack all this stuff up while completely naked I’ll give you all the money I have in my pocket.”

		“Um, excuse me?”

		“You heard me. I’ve wanted to see that gorgeous body of yours since you moved in two years ago and you need the cash so…”

		“H-How much?”

		“Not saying.”

		“That’s hardly fair.”

		“You can always say no.”

		Eyes going to the street some two hundred feet behind her neighbor, Kayla gulped back her pride and pulled her shirt off. Her shorts, bra and panties quickly followed and then she looked down at her shoes. “Um, I don’t want to step on any bees or anything so…”

		“You can keep the shoes on.” Pulling her hand out of her pocket, Lana dropped the wad of cash on the table and grinned. “I’m not going to lie. I want you, Kayla, so why don’t you start with that and I’ll show you just how much,” she said, pointing to a small wooden crate filled with various glassware sitting on the ground.

		“W-What are you going to do?”

		“Only one way to find out, babe.” Walking around the table, Lana made no attempt to hide the fact that she was checking her sexy neighbor out.

		Having a pretty good idea what Lana wanted to do, but at the same time hoping she was just teasing as she always did, Kayla turned, bent down and as her fingers wrapped around the handles she felt hands spreading her open and the tip of a tongue flick over her clit. Eyes going wide, she let them drift to the stack of fifties and hundreds on the table. Lana’s tongue slid along her vulva and then she her inner labia were sucking into her neighbor’s mouth. “Ooohhhhh GOD!” Hands coming up, she braced them on the edge of the table in front of her as a few taps on her right ankle prompted her to spread her legs. “I…I k-knew you were going to…uuhhnnn…and I did it anyways. I’ve never…”

		“Just relax and let me make you feel good, babe. And if I can make you orgasm I’ll help you pack this stuff up so we can head to my place all the sooner. Deal?”

		“I’ve never had sex with another woman before, Lana.”

		“If you want me to stop just say the word.”

		“I…” taking a deep breath and exhaling slowly, Kayla spread her legs a little wider as she lay her upper body on the table.

		“Good girl.”

		“More like desperate. Do…am I going to have to eat your pussy too?”

		“That would only be fair.” Standing, Lana playfully slapped Kayla’s ass and then stripped out of her clothes. Taking her by the hand, she twirled her around. “Tell me, do you have a gag reflex?”

		“Um…”

		“It’s okay, you can tell me.”

		“No.”

		“No you don’t have a gag reflex or no you can’t tell me?”

		“I don’t have a gag reflex.”

		“Nice. Then get on your knees. If you can make it through this next part without spilling a drop I’ll give you another grand.”

		All Kayla heard was more money as she let her already weak knees buckle and take her to the ground. She offered no resistance when Lana put a hand on the back of her head and only marginally flinched when she tasted her first pussy. Lips parting, she extended her tongue and licked. A moment later her mouth filled with warm, bitter fluid and her neighbor’s words suddenly made sense. Looking up in wide-eyed shock, she swallowed. Her mouth filled again and she gulped it down while doing everything in her power not to throw up. When the stream trickled to a stop she the hand on the back of her head encouraged her to lick and she obeyed.

		“Not many people can drink an entire bladderful their first time without spilling a drop so well done. I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together. Right after we get each other off.” Taking a step back, she smiled down at her new lover. “Lay back.” When Kayla lay back, Lana got on top of her in a sixty-nine position and then started licking. A moment later she smiled as the tongue licked along her vulva. Scrunching her fingers together as tightly as possible, she eased them into Kayla’s pussy – managing to get nearly to the knuckles before her neighbor squirmed and whimpered beneath her.

		Head spinning in a maelstrom of conflicting emotions. She felt embarrassed at having sex with another woman. Alarmed that someone could show up and catch them in the act. Amazed at just how much she liked the taste of pussy. And eager to do whatever it took to earn the money needed to save her home and car even if it completely humiliated her in the process. Sucking Lana’s clit, she pushed three fingers into her pussy at the same time teeth gently sank into her own hooded love button. Bucking her hips, she came hard. Feeling herself being stretched open, she came again as the hand pulled out of her. Rolling over so that she was now on top, she sat back and looked down just as the hand pushed back in. “SWEET FUCKING JESUS! Your hand is in me!”

		“Ride it babe. Fuck yourself on my hand and arm like the sexy fucking slut that you are!” Balling her hand into a fist, Lana pushed upward until her knuckles were pressing against Kayla’s cervix. “Come on, babe, you can do it. Ride my arm like a massive cock.”

		Even the smallest of movements bringing great pleasure, Kayla raised up and slammed herself back down as she experienced her third orgasm in as many minutes. Throwing her head back, a guttural moan escaped her lips and when she leaned forward to brace her hands on Lana’s legs she saw a car pull into the driveway. “OH GOD!” Screeching, she pulled herself off her lover’s hand and quickly grabbed her shirt. “Someone’s here, get dressed!”

		“I don’t think we have time for that,” Lana said as the sedan rolled to a stop. “Besides, seeing us naked might encourage them to buy something.”

		“Dammit, Lana, this isn’t a game! I need every penny I can make from selling this stuff and…” words catching in her throat, she looked at the man looking back at her with wide eyes and broad smile. Her body rapidly going from pink to red as humiliation set in, she offered a nervous smile. “S-Sorry sir but we’re…”

		“Honey, you have absolutely nothing to be sorry about, the lanky, twenty-something man dressed in khaki shorts and tee shirt said, his eyes locked on Kayla’s perky breasts.

		“Kayla here is selling everything she owns in a desperate attempt to save her house,” Lana said as she pressed herself against her neighbor’s back. “For the right amount that might even include herself, big boy,” she said, her eyes going to the man’s tented shorts.

		“LANA! I am not selling myself, sir, my friend is just trying to…”

		“I’ve got a grand on me.”

		“I’m not a hooker!”

		“I meant no offense. What if I were inclined to buy a thousand dollars’ worth of stuff?”

		“Go for it babe,” Lana encouraged her neighbor turned lover. “He’s not half bad looking and I know you’ve noticed that huge bulge in his shorts so…”

		“What the actual fuck, Lana? You want him so bad then you fuck him.”

		“Okay, but I’m not the one that needs the money.”

		“Look, I’m not going to force myself on you so if you’re not interested I’ll just, um, get going now before I get blamed for something I didn’t do.”

		“Wait,” Kayla sighed. “I’ll do it. You can fuck me but I want to see the money first. And Lana, please go take the damn sign down so no one else pulls in.” Getting on all fours, she looked back over her shoulder. “Hurry up before I change my mind.”

		Moving around the table, the man unzipped his shorts, pulled out his cock and thrust it into Kayla’s pussy. “My name’s Rick by the way,” he said as he took her by the hips.

		Lowering her head to folded arms on the ground, a moan was the only thing to come out of Kayla’s mouth as she rocked her hips back to meet his every thrust. Seeing her neighbor coming around the table, she adjusted her position and as soon as Lana was on the ground she lowered her head and started licking and sucking her vulva – telling herself she was only doing it for the money and not believing a word of it as she felt the fourth orgasm of the day rapidly approaching. Caught up in the ecstasy of being fucked by a well-endowed stranger while pleasuring her first female lover, Kayla gave no thought to the consequences of having sex with a man she did not know or what might happen when he blows his load deep inside of her and by the time she did it was too tale. The grip on her hips tightened. Rick slammed in and out of her hard and fast and then with one final lunge he was cumming and so was Lana. Shocked she actually made another woman orgasm, let alone squirt, Kayla thirstily placed her mouth over her friend’s vulva and swallowed.

		“Give me ten minutes and I’ll be ready to go again, Rick said as he pumped the last of his seed into Kayla’s tightly clenching pussy.

		“Sounds fair,” Lana grinned as she stared into Kayla’s wide eyes. “I mean, he is paying you a grand after all so the least you can do is show him a good time until he can’t get it up anymore.”

		“He…he just came in me. I’m not on birth control Lana!”

		“OH, now that’s exciting! I know fifty guys that would pay good money for the chance to breed such a sexy young filly as yourself. You’d make enough to save the house and car in no time flat.”

		“You’re insane!”

		“And you’re desperate. Come on, at least let the man have the pleasure of taking your ass next.”

		Looking up over her shoulder, Kayla sighed. “Seeing as how you’re paying so much you can fuck me until you can’t get it up, but no more cumming in me.”

		“If I can’t cum in you then I’m not paying a grand.”

		“Fine, you can cum in me,” Kayla said as images of a swollen belly popped into her head.

		“What about you?” Rick said, eying Lana.

		“I’m here so she can practice pleasing another woman, but if you’re lucky I might let you fuck me later. Now pull out so I can lick her clean.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Several sex-filled hours later, Kayla lay on her back staring up at the late afternoon sky with Lana nuzzled up next to her left side. “I can’t believe I let that man fuck me five times.”

		“That he got it up that many times is testament to your stunning beauty, babe. On the bright side you made twenty-five hundred dollars and the only thing you had to sell was your sexy self.”

		“Don’t remind me.”

		“There’s no shame in making a few bucks doing what we all love. I mean, how do you think I’ve made my fortune?”

		“Seriously? I thought you inherited it or hit the lottery or something.”

		“Nope. And if you’re willing to keep an open mind I’ll gladly show you how to make more money than you’ll ever need.”

		“By whoring myself out to strangers?”

		“Not necessarily. Come on, let’s go take a nice hot bath and grab some dinner before I show you exactly what I do for a living.”

		“O-Okay.”
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		Opening the door to one of three large pole barn on her property, Lana waved Kayla inside and then closed the door behind them. Entering a small office area with a long couch to her left and a reception-style desk at the other, Kayla raised a brow but before she could ask any of the hundred questions forming in her mind, Lana began explaining.

		“There are a few rules to go over before we get started,” Lana said as she took a seat behind the counter. Pulling out a keyboard tray, she moved a mouse around the screen and clicked a few times before turning her attention back to her guest. “First and foremost, consent is everything in what I do so to that end everything from this interview to what takes place beyond that door will be recorded,” she said with a nod toward the door to Kayla’s left. “You are entitled to a copy of everything you do free of charge to do with as you please, but be aware that so does everyone you star with so if you’re not comfortable having your most intimate moments plastered all over the internet then you should say so now.”

		“Um…”

		“I’ll take that as a no. Well, that was…”

		“I didn’t say no. Am I allowed to wear a mask or something to hide my identity?”

		“While mask and hoods will absolutely be a part of some scenes, they may not be worn for the sole purposes of hiding your identity. And in the same spirit of complete transparency in everything I do here, you must use your real name as well.”

		“And what exactly will I have to do on camera?”

		“Whatever you agree to do, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Are you okay with something like what we did today being put on the internet?”

		“Not particularly, but desperate times and all that.”

		“I need a yes or no answer please.”

		“Yes, I’m okay with what we did today being put on the internet,” Kayla said even as her cheeks flushed bright red to reflect the sudden and dramatic rise in body temperature.

		“Great! We’ll start with the basics and then move on to the consent, waiver and fetish forms after that. Name?”

		“Seriously? We’ve been neighbors for over two years. You know my name.”

		“I still need you to speak it for the record. Cameras, remember?” Lana said as she pointed to the corners of the room. “Full name please.”

		“My name is Kayla Decker.”

		“Age and date of birth?”

		“I’m twenty-three and I was born April thirteenth, nineteen-ninety-six.”

		“Height and weight?”

		“Five-seven, one-twenty-nine.”

		“Measurements?”

		“Seriously? Nevermind. Thirty-four-cee, twenty-five, thirty-five.”

		“Perfect. Do you see the footprints on the floor behind and to your right? Please stand on them stare at the heart on the wall to my left.” Once her newest star was in position Lana snapped her picture. “Great. Now turn to the left.” Another photo. “Please face to the right.”

		“Why does it feel like you’re taking mug shots?” Kayla asked as she did a one eighty to face the right.

		“Because that’s exactly what I’m doing. Now face away from the camera.” With a press of a button another picture was taken. “Great, now please take off all of your clothes so that I can take full body shots.”

		Having already spent the day naked with her and Rick, Kayla felt absolutely no shame in once again stripping for her neighbor. Clothes folded on the couch, she got back into position and allowed her picture to be taken another twelve times before they got to all of the paperwork she needed to fill out in order to proceed through the door and into the rest of the barn turned porn studio.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		“Alright,” Lana smiled “Everything is now in the system and after carefully going over all of the fetishes you marked as willing I’m going to put you through your first bdsm scene if you’re ready.”

		“As I’ll ever be.”

		“I want all of your reactions to be genuine and sincere so I’m not going to tell you what the scene will be, but I can assure you that it’ll fall within the confines of your limits. And remember, if at any point you begin to feel overwhelmed, need to take a short break or want everything to come to an immediate stop you may use the appropriate safe word. Go ahead and put your clothes back on and then we’ll take a walk to the stables.”

		“THE STABLES?” Kayla exclaimed as horribly perverse images popped into her head.

		“Don’t worry, I’m pretty fucked in the head and that’s too much even for me.”

		“Thank god! So, if we’re not, um, you know, then what are we going to do at the stables?” Kayla asked as she stepped into her panties.

		“You’ll see.”

		Ten minutes later, Kayla was dressed and standing in the middle of the stables watching as her new employer led a beautiful brown and white stallion from its stall and tethered it to a four foot high concrete pole. Stomach filled with butterflies, she nervously chewed her lip as Lana walked away and then came back a few minutes later carrying a saddle. “WHOA! What the hell are those?” she shrieked when her eyes focused on two long, perfectly placed tapered additions.

		“Those are the dildos you’ll be riding,” Lana said as she placed the saddle on the horse’s back. Since you’ve already let me fist you three times while playing with Rick you shouldn’t have any trouble taking the one in front and by the time we’re finished the back one will be completely buried in that tight ass of yours.”

		“That thing is massive!”

		“I know. Four inches at the base,” Lana grinned. “While I finish saddling the horses why don’t you go ahead and take your clothes off?”

		“Are you going to ride a saddle like that too?”

		“Absolutely. Now come on, let’s see that tight ass one last time before it’s completely wrecked.”

		“Yes Mistress,” Kayla said as she pulled her tee shirt off.

		“Not yet, babe, but we’ll definitely get to that after the ride.”

		Butt naked, Kayla lubed the two huge dildos attached to the saddle and then mounted. Positioning herself, she took half of them in her pussy and ass before tugging the reins and trotting out of the stables. Bouncing up and down, it did not take her long to realize her leg muscles would hold out only so long before she was forced to give them a break and by doing so take much more of the fat toys. A hundred feet from the building and several hundred from the start of the forest trails, she suddenly took another three inches as Lana rode up and slapped her horse into a gallop. “UHN! God damn you Lana!” she screeched as the powerful animal took off towards the trees like a bat out of hell. Uhn…uhn…motherfucking hell! Uuhhnnn…slow down you crazy animal!” Kayla grunted as the dildos stretched both of her holes – her ass more than it had ever been stretched before.

		“Enjoying the ride?” Lana asked as she trotted up next to her newest star. “How’s that sexy ass feeling?”

		“Wrecked.”

		“Perfect. Come on, we’ve got four miles of trails to ride, babe.”

		“After you,” Kayla said, slapping the hindquarters of the horse her friend was riding. Lifting herself halfway off the dildos, she took up the rear and watched Lana take the two dildos completely with every bounce. Taking a deep breath, she kicked her steed into a cantor and followed after – taking one tightly packed dirt path after another until emerging into a large clearing with a small cottage sitting about a hundred feet from a man-made, crystal clear pond she had never been to before. “What a beautiful little retreat,” she said as she rode up next to her friend.

		“Thanks. How’s the back door?”

		“Wide open and ready to be fisted.”

		“Nice. But first, it’s been a long, sex-filled day so let’s tether the horses and relax in the pond.”

		“I’d rather spend the rest of the night between your legs, but I suppose I can settle for a swim.”

		“Don’t worry, babe, we have all the time in the world to play but right now it’s time to relax.” Tying her steed to one of the posts on the bank of the pond, Lana dove in and swam to the middle before coming up for air. “Come on, slowpoke, if you’re not swimming to me in the next ten seconds I’ll have to cane that not so tight ass of yours.”

		“Is this where I say yes Mistress?” Kayla grinned as she pulled the sock off of her right foot.

		

	
		3

		

		“Twenty-seven seconds,” Lana said when Kayla came up for air a few feet in front of her. “I sincerely hope you’re looking forward to your first caning as much as I am.”

		“Um…”

		“Don’t worry, babe, being disciplined is all part of the lifestyle and if I’m unlucky you’ll learn your lesson the first time.”

		“You mean lucky, right?”

		“I said what I meant.” Kicking back, Lana splashed her lover in the face and they both had a giggle as they chased each other around the pond.

		A few laps interspersed with kissing, groping and a whole lot of splashing, Kayla hopped out of the pond only to find herself head down and ass up with a hand wrist deep in her vulva. With a command, she raised up and started crawling toward the cottage, doing everything in her power to keep the hand from slipping out and earning herself further discipline, but thanks to Lana increasing and decreasing her pace she racked up a painful seventy-five swats in a game obviously designed to fail. But, being the good submissive she was pretending to be, she kept her mouth shut and crawled up the stairs and into the cabin behind her would-be Mistress.

		In place of a couch stood a spanking bench. A kneeler sat were there should be a chair. Bolted to the wall where a TV should be stood a Saint Andrews cross. Fucking machines for end tables. Dildos, butt plugs and other sex toys lining bookshelves build into the walls. The cottage was nothing like Kayla expected and she was not complaining. That is not to say the living room had no normal furniture, but even the metal chair sitting in the corner came equipped with two dildos, restraints and only slightly rounded nubs on the seat.

		“Nice place, Mistress.”

		“Wait until you see the bedroom. Now, I do believe you have one hundred swats coming so…”

		“A hundred, Mistress? My count is seventy-five.”

		“For pulling yourself off of my fist. You’re forgetting the twenty-five from not jumping in the pond in time. I’m thinking fifty to your ass, fifteen to each inner thigh and the remaining twenty to your breasts. The rules are simple. You will count each swat and say: thank you Mistress. If you move, say anything other than the count and thanks or forget to count and give thanks ten more swats will be added per infraction. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress. And for the record, I have an incredibly low tolerance for pain so I have a feeling I’m in for a lot more than a hundred swats.”

		“Good to know but that’s not going to get you out of being disciplined. You’re eventually going to have to learn all of the submissive positions, but for now we’ll start with one I like to call spread the pain. Basically, you’ll assume a standing spread eagle position so that I have complete access to every inch of your sexy, vulnerable body.” Plucking a bamboo cane from a hook on the wall, she lightly ran the tip between Kayla’s breasts. “Oh, I forgot the most important rule. While you may use the safeword to slow down or take a short break, you may not stop it completely. Also, if you leave before you’ve received your full discipline you will not get paid for anything you do here until you accept the rest plus twenty-five swats. Is that understood?”

		“Y-Yes Mistress. Um, since this is the first time I’ve ever been caned and you restrain me so I can’t move?”

		“Normally I would say no, but seeing as how I really like you I’ll make you a deal. You’ve marked play piercing as a fetish as a soft limit meaning you’re willing to do it under certain circumstances. Allow me to give you an actual piercing and I’ll restrain you for this particular session of discipline.”

		“What do you want to pierce, Mistress?”

		“Does it matter?”

		“I suppose not, Mistress. Okay, I agree. You may pierce me but I think that’s worth more than being restrained for one punishment.”

		“Tell you what, I’m feeling really generous so if you let me pierced you three times I’ll allow you to be restrained for this and all future disciplines at your choosing.”

		“I…if I weren’t so damn desperate I wouldn’t be here right now, but seeing as how I am, I accept, Mistress. “You may pierce me three times and in exchange I get to be restrained for this and all future disciplines.”

		“Great. I’m going to give you the piercings first and then we’ll get to the discipline. You may place your hands behind your head but keep your legs spread.”

		“Not to question what’s about to happen, Mistress, but you do know how to do piercings, right?”

		“Always question what’s about to happen to your body, Kayla, and yes, I know how to give piercings. Not that I’ve ever worked in a shop or anything but I spent nearly three years being mentored by one of the best piercers and tattoo artists in the business. Trust me, Kayla, you’re in good hands.”

		“I believe you, Mistress.”

		Hanging the cane back on the hook, Lana went to the small kitchen and washed her hands. Returning to the living room dungeon she put on a pair of blue nitrile gloves and then grabbed a container of alcohol wipes which she used to thoroughly clean her submissive’s breasts and vulva. Next, she gathered everything she needed onto a cart and rolled it over to where Kayla stood nervously chewing her lower lip. Picking up a pair of piercing tongs, she placed it on Kayla’s right nipple and then quickly pushed a needle through. Kayla grunted but otherwise remained in position as her left nipple was as expertly pierced. Leaving the needles in place, Lana knelt and after carefully measuring placed the tongs on Kayla’s clit hood. Looking up, she grinned and then pushed the needle through.

		Picking up the first captive bead ring, Lana was about to place it in the hollow end of the needle sticking through Kayla’s right nipple when she got a better idea. “Change of plans,” she said, putting the ring back on the cart. Grabbing the cane from the hook, she lightly tapped it all over her submissive’s body and then slapped it hard across her breasts a fraction of an inch above her areolas.

		“Ghaahhgghhh! Son of a god damn that hurt!”

		“That’s an additional thirty swats for failing to count, give thanks and saying something that isn’t the count or thanks.”

		“But…yes Mistress,” Kayla sighed as she hung her head in defeat.

		THWACK! The cane bit into Kayla’s inner left thigh.

		Clenching her teeth, Kayla mustered every ounce of self-control she had to remain in position and not scream obscenities. “One. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK! Swinging hard, Lana struck Kayla’s breasts just above the nipples.

		“TWO! THANK YOU MISTRESS!”

		THWACK! This one landed on Kayla’s ass.

		“Three. Thank you Mistress.

		THWACK! Inner right thigh less than an inch below the vulva.

		“FOUR! T-T-Thank you M-Mistress.”

		THWACK! Breasts.

		“Five. Thank you Mistress.”

		Wrapping the leather cord around her wrist, Lana picked up one of the rings, placed it in the hollow end of the needle in Kayla’s right nipple and then pushed it into place. Leaving it to dangle open, she gripped the cane and slapped it hard across her breasts.

		“S-Six. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK! Inner right thigh.

		“Seven. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK! The cane sliced across Kayla’s ass.

		“Eight. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK! Another to the ass.

		“Nine. Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK! Inner left thigh.

		“Ten. Thank you Mistress.”

		Picking up another ring, Lana pushed it through Kayla’s hood.

		THWACK! To change it up a bit, Lana truck across the backs of Kayla’s legs.

		“ELEVEN! Thank you Mistress.”

		THWACK! Liking the reaction the previous swat elicited, Lana caned the backs of Kayla’s legs for a second time.

		“Twelve. Thank you Mistress.

		THWACK! Another welt was added to Kayla’s breasts.

		“Thirteen! Thank you Mistress,” Kayla groaned, her knees growing weaker by the swat.

		THWACK! Her submissive’s trembling now visibly apparent, Lana brought the cane down hard on Kayla’s ass.

		“FOURTEEN! Thank you M-Mistress.”

		THWACK! Her sadistic side coming out to play, Lana struck Kayla across the thighs a fraction of an inch above her newly pierced hood.

		“FIFTEEN! THANK YOU MISTRESS!” Kayla wailed.

		Picking up the last of the rings, Lana pierced her surprisingly obedient submissive’s left nipple. “That’s fifteen down, a hundred and fifteen to go,” Lana said as she gently tapped Kayla’s left side with the cane. “I can see your knees about to buckle so I’ll make you another deal. Allow me to give you a nice little tattoo marking you as my own and I’ll forgive the rest of the swats.”

		“DEAL, Mistress!” Kayla panted without bothering to ask what she would be getting first.

		“Are you sure?”

		“Yes Mistress! Please tattoo me so I never have to feel that thing again.”

		“I’m going to place it where it can and most likely will be seen so I need you to be absolutely certain you want me to do it, Kayla.”

		“If it gets me out of the rest of my discipline I don’t care where you place it, Mistress so please mark me as your own.”

		“Very well. You may kneel while I gather what I need.”

		“Thank you Mistress.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		About an hour later, Kayla stared at the tattoo of a triskelion with OWNED BY MISTRESS LANA written around it on her left bicep and wondered how she was going to explain it to family and friends when they eventually saw it. Deciding that was a discussion for another time, she looked up and offered her friend a nervous smile. “Thank you Mistress for marking me as your own.

		“Thank you for accepting me as your owner, Kayla. Now, I think you’ve been through enough for one day so why don’t we go take a nice relaxing hot bath and then go to bed?”

		“As you command, Mistress. Can I ask you a question, Mistress?”

		“You may ask me anything you want.”

		“Thank you Mistress. So, um, is this the end of the scene? Am I still required to call you Mistress?”

		Staring at the tattoo she had just placed on her submissive’s bicep, Lana grinned. “What do you think?”

		Seeing where Lana was looking, Kayla felt her heart skip a beat at the implications. Initially doing this for the money, she had the sudden and unmistakable feeling that by accepting her friend’s mark she was also accepting a life of being owned like a piece of property. Which, considering she was about to lose everything she had, struck her as ironic. “I think…I think I am yours to command, Mistress.”

		“Come on, let’s go take that bath.”

		“Yes Mistress.”
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		Two weeks later…

		

		Earning enough her first day as a virtually no limits submissive thanks to the generosity of her wealthy neighbor turned Mistress, Kayla paid off her house and car and banked the rest. Given a break to allow her tattoo and piercings to heal, she spent nearly every waking moment reflecting on her actions that first day and no matter what angle she approached from she could not for the life of her feel even the slightest bit of guilt or regret. When she was not pondering her decision to submit, she was on the internet researching everything from the dozens of positions she would be expected to learn and assume without thought, to what it truly meant to give complete control over to another.

		At the end of her two week reprieve, she called her parents and best friend over to explain how she was able to save everything and why she was avoiding their calls and knocks at the door. She also called Mistress Lana and asked that she not interfere – a request her neighbor thankfully agreed to. Nervous as hell, she spent most of the day pacing back and when the doorbell rang shortly before five she felt her heart skip a beat. Walking over, she pulled it open and invited her parents in.

		“Hey mom, hey dad. Come on in. Can I get you something to drink?”

		“You okay, hun?” her mother asked. “You look like you just stepped out of a freezer or something.”

		Looking down at her trembling hands, Kayla attempted to make them stop but that only made it worse as the anxiety of telling her parents the truth reared its ugly head. “I…I’m fine. I just…” There was a knock at the door and she had never been happier to lose her train of thought. Opening it, she invited her best friend in and locked the door behind her. “Finally!”

		“You said five and its three minutes till.”

		“Sorry, I’m just really nervous.”

		“I can tell. Hey Mr. and Mrs. Decker.”

		“Hi, Amanda. Long time no see. How have you been?” Kayla’s mother replied.

		“I’d be doing a whole lot better if someone would learn to answer their phone once in a while,” Amanda said as she stared into her best friend’s eyes. “Okay, Kayla, out with it. What’s been going on with you lately?”

		“I have something I need to tell the three of you and believe me when I say this is going to be as hard for me to explain as it is for you to accept, but it needs to be said so…” Taking a deep breath, Kayla slowly exhaled and then continued. “The reason I haven’t been answering my phone, or the door for that matter, is because…” Another deep breath and then she raised the left sleeve of her tee shirt and showed them the tattoo.

		“Oh damn!” Amanda exclaimed. “I bet you regretted drinking that night, huh?”

		“What does it mean, owned? And who is this Mistress Lana? Wait, isn’t that your neighbor’s name?”

		“Slow down. I’ll answer all of your questions but you need to give me the chance to do so. First, there was no drinking. I was completely sober and got it of my own free will. And yes, my neighbor’s name is Lana and she is the one that owns me. We’re all adults here so I don’t think I need to explain was bdsm is to any of you. That being said, the reason I’ve been able to pay off the house and car on the last couple of weeks is because I am her submissive. There, it’s out. And if you can’t handle the fact that I’ve given myself to her completely then please allow me to see you out.”

		“Look at me Kayla,” her mother said. “Are you being forced to do this?”

		“What? NO! Like I said, I’m doing it of my own free will and if you don’t believe me then I have video evidence to back it up as everything we do is recorded. Which brings me to the next item on the agenda. My training will be recorded and placed on the internet for all the world to see.”

		“Jesus, Kayla!” her best friend gasped. “Are you sure that’s the wisest of choices?”

		“Yes and that’s all I’m going to say about it as I really don’t want to get into any arguments.”

		“Did she do anything else to you?”

		“She pierced my nipples and hood. There’s one more thing I need to mention and it requires everyone to read and sign consent forms.”

		“I’m not consenting to anything!” Her father replied with barely contained anger.

		“Honey, calm down and let her talk.”

		“Thanks mom. I’ know this is a lot to take in, but this is who I am now and the consent forms I need you and everyone else who visits to sign is to acknowledge the fact that you understand this to be a nudist only property and with the exception of the bathrooms available for all to use everything will be recorded. But don’t worry, nothing will be put on the internet unless you sign waivers giving me permission to do so.”

		“Um, if this is a nudist only property then why are you wearing clothes?” Amanda asked, giving her best friend a raised brow.

		“Simple, I didn’t want to give you a heart attack by answering the door naked. But now that you’re here and know the truth…” Stopping a moment, Kayla pulled her tee shirt off and dropped it on the floor. Reaching back to unclasp her bra she continued. “I have no problem taking my clothes off.

		“KAYLA!” Her mother exclaimed, her face turning bright pink as she averted her gaze from her stripping daughter.

		“Sorry mom, but if you can’t handle seeing me nude, or being seen nude then perhaps it is time you and dad leave because I am not going to change for you or anyone else.”

		“What you do in the privacy of your own home is your business, Kayla, but you can’t expect everyone to just strip because you say so.”

		“What was it that you and dad loved to say when I was a kid? Oh yeah, my house, my rules.” Picking a folder up off the coffee table, Kayla pulled out a piece of paper and held it out for her mother to take. “If you’re not going to sign the consent form then you can go, but remember that you will not be permitted on my property again until you do.”

		“If your goal is to completely alienate yourself from your family and friends then this is the perfect way to do so,” her father said, shaking his head in disappointment while trying not to look at the rings in his daughter’s nipples and hood.

		“She’s not going to alienate herself from everyone,” Amanda said as she took the paper from her best friend’s hand and began reading it. True to her words it was a simple consent form acknowledging the signer agrees to go nude at all times while on the property and that there were cameras in every room of the house save the two bathrooms available to all guests. Her private bathroom, on the other hand, was wired like the rest of the place. Picking up a pen, she signed her name at the bottom, wrote in the date and then handed it back to Kayla. Offering a nervous smile, she unbuttoned her shirt and let it slide down her arms.

		“Thank you,” Kayla said as she tucked the form back into the folder. “I’ll make a copy just as soon as my parents sign or leave.”

		“You’re being serious right now?” her father said as his eyes drifted up to Amanda’s large 34DD’s. “You’d actually ban your own parents from visiting for not agreeing to go nude?”

		“You, my best friend. I’d ban god himself if he actually existed and refused to sign the consent form.” Taking two more forms from the folder, she held them out to her parents.

		Taking the paper from Kayla’s right hand, Tiffany read the consent form, looked from her daughter to her husband and back down at the paper. “This is by far the most humiliating thing anyone has ever asked me to do, but you’re my daughter, our only child and I’m not going to risk losing you over this.” Picking up a pen, she too sighed and then began stripping out of her clothes.

		“Dad?”

		“I think you’re all out of your damn minds but…your mother is right.” Taking the offered form, he signed and handed it back. “That being said, it has a mind of its own so don’t blame me,” he said as he pulled his pants down and his hard cock sprang free.

		“Holy shit, Mr. Decker!” Amanda said as she locked eyes on his long, thick manhood.

		“AMANDA!” This time it was Kayla’s turn to blush.

		“What? He’s hung like a freaking horse! And seeing as how we’re being all open and honest with each other…I really, really love me some big dick. Um, not that I would ever ask him to cheat on you or anything Mrs. Decker, but seriously, if you’re ever looking to do a threesome, I’m in. So, um, anyways, why isn’t your Mistress here?”

		“I didn’t want you guys to tell her off if my confession went south so I asked her to stay home.”

		“Does she like have a dungeon and all that like in fifty shades?”

		“She has an entire cottage in the woods filled with sex toys and bdsm equipment.”

		“Cool. Can I see?”

		“I think that can be arranged but first I’d like to get back to you wanting to have sex with my dad.”

		“Can you blame me? I mean, come on, that thing is as big as my damn forearm and like I just said, I love me a monster sized cock.” Eying it, teeth scraping back and forth on her lower lip, Amanda did something she was sure would end her and Kayla’s seventeen year friendship, but like a woman possessed the urge to feel him inside of her was too strong to deny. Acting fast, she walked over, turned around, grabbed his cock and then backed up – taking his entire ten thick inches in one swift movement. “Ooohhhhh my god!”

		“AMANDA! What the actual fuck do you think you’re doing?”

		“Y-Your dad,” Amanda grinned in reply. “P-Please Mr. Decker…don’t pull out.” Seeing the pissed look on Mrs. Decker’s face, she reached up, drew her in and then sucked her clit.

		“Well, this isn’t at all how I imagined things would go,” Kayla sighed. “Mom, dad, if you want to have sex with Amanda as much as she obviously wants the two of you then be my guest and I’ll just go call and give Mistress Lana the news.

		Mr. Decker stepped back but Amanda moved to keep him balls deep. “Please don’t pull out.” Rocking her hips, she fucked herself on him while sucking and licking his wife.

		“We are not…” Mrs. Decker said before being interrupted.

		“His dick is already in me. I’ve tasted your sweet pussy. Please, let me pleasure you. Get on the floor so I can eat you and he can fuck me properly. And Mr. Decker, I’m not on birth control so please pump your load deep.”

		“Jesus, Amanda! What in the hell has gotten into you?”

		“Um, your husband. But seriously, I’ve dreamed of this day for years so please don’t turn it into a nightmare.” Hands tightened their grip on her hips and she felt her best friend’s dad fucking his huge cock in and out on his own accord. It took Mrs. Decker a few more minutes to accept this was really happening and when she lay back on the floor with legs spread, Amanda crawled between them and started licking and sucking. “Mmmm…thank you for making my dream come true.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		“Hey Kayla, how are things going with your friend and parents? Have they bolted yet?”

		“Um, quite the contrary, Mistress. They’re currently enjoying a threesome in the living room.”

		“Seriously?”

		“Seriously, Mistress. I told them my property was nudist only and wired with cameras and they signed consent forms agreeing to be recorded. And then Amanda, that’s my best friend, just fucked herself on my dad’s dick and started eating my mom out.”

		“Nice! Also, since when is your property nudist only and wired with cameras?”

		“Um, I had the cameras installed last week so I could make some vids of my own and I got the idea to make my place nudist only last night, Mistress. Anyways, considering what’s going on in the living room right now I don’t think there will be any complaints if you wanted to drop by.”

		“Why don’t you bring them to the dungeon?”

		“Um, if it was just Amanda I would, Mistress, but my parents are here too and as cool as it would be for them to submit it’s not something I want to see with my own eyes. Anyways, I’ll leave the back door open if you want to drop in. Just remember that you need to strip completely naked from now on when you do.”

		“Funny, I thought I was the dominant one in this relationship.”

		“You are, Mistress, but my house, my rules and I won’t make an exception for anyone.”

		“Good to know you’re willing to stand up for what you believe in, Kayla. I’ll be over in a little bit.”

		“See you when you get here, Mistress.” Hanging up, Kayla lay back on the bed and sighed in relief knowing that at the very least she still had her parents and best friend on her side.
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		Her secluded cottage in the woods not the only place Lana kept toys, she grabbed a few things from her huge walk-in closet, packed them into a dark blue duffel bag and then headed out already butt naked and ready to play. As promised, the glass door leading into Kayla’s kitchen was unlocked so she slid it open and the first thing she saw when she stepped inside were the three other guests still going at it hot and heavy. Eyes immediately going to the fat cock pounding in and out of Amanda, she grinned and made her presence known.

		“Don’t stop on my account,” she said, dropping the heavy bag on the floor.

		“Who…what the…w-who are you?” Mr. Decker asked as he took a step back and turned to face the intruder.

		“Don’t be alarmed. My name is Lana. Kayla left the door open for me so that we could play.”

		“Lana? Her neighbor? You’re the one that’s training her to be a submissive?”” Amanda asked.

		“I am. Is that a problem?”

		“Nope, no problem at all. M, I’m her best friend Amanda and these are her parents…”

		“You may call me Kyle and the one on the floor getting eaten out is my wife Tiffany.”

		“Pleased to meet all of you. And by all means please continue what you were doing.”

		“I think Kayla went to her room,” Tiffany purred as Amanda slid three fingers into her.

		“I’m not here to play with my submissive,” Lana grinned. “I’m here to give the three of you a very brief introduction to the lifestyle so you have at least some idea what she’ll be trained to do.” Bending down, she unzipped a side pocket on the duffel bag and pulled out a pair of cloverleaf clamps connected by a thin silver chain. Walking over to the group, she attached them to Amanda’s nipples. “Lesson number one. You will call me Mistress or you’ll be disciplined. Is that understood?”

		“Yes Mistress,” Amanda was quick to reply.

		“Look, I appreciate that you want to give us something we can share with our daughter, but this is way too kinky for my tastes,” Kyle said. “Come on honey, let’s get the hell out of here before we do something we both regret.”

		“WAIT!” Amanda screeched. “You haven’t bred me yet! Please, at least fuck your load into me before you go.”

		“Sorry, Amanda, but I’m a happily married man and the last thing I want to do is ruin my marriage by knocking up my daughter’s best friend.”

		“If she wants you to breed her then you should breed her,” Tiffany purred as she guided Amanda’s tongue back to her dripping wet vulva.

		“You can’t be serious!”

		“Dammit Kyle, just fuck your load into her and get it over with.”

		“Mmmm, now that’s my kind of woman,” Lana purred. You heard her, stick that big cock of yours back in Amanda and don’t pull out until she’s milked every last drop out of you.”

		“You’re outnumbered three to one,” Amanda said as she looked over her right shoulder “so you might as well accept the fact that I want you to knock me up and get back to it.” Looking up at the camera in the corner of the room, she smiled. “If you’re listening or watching, Kayla, sorry I fucked your parents before we had a chance to play but I promise to make it up to you. Also, stop watching me having sex with your parents, pervert.”

		Reaching into her bag, Lana pulled out a purple feeldoe. Slipping the short bulbous end into her pussy, she grabbed a bottle of lube and generously coated it as she moved in behind Kyle. “Amanda, while Kyle here is breeding you I’d like you to keep fingering Tiffany until you’re fisting her.”

		“Yes Mistress!” Amanda excitedly replied.

		“What? Wait! Don’t I get a say in this?” Tiffany asked as a fourth finger was added to her pussy. “Uuhhnnn! H-Hold on dammit! What if I don’t want to be fisted?”

		“I’m sure Kyle doesn’t want to be fucked up his ass either but you don’t hear him complaining,” Lana said as she pushed all six and a half inches of red silicone into his ass.

		“UHN! Fucking hell!” Kyle grunted, slamming his hips forward and driving his cock deeper into Amanda. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

		“Making this a party to remember,” Lana grinned. “Now be a good submissive and fuck yourself on my cock while your sexy little breeding cow fists your wife.”

		“I’m not…uhn…uhn…dammit, stop fucking me!”

		“If you really wanted me to stop you’d pull yourself off my cock. Also, you’re the one fucking yourself on my cock. I haven’t moved an inch. Tell me, do you fuck your wife up the ass?”

		“Every damn chance he gets,” Tiffany moaned as the fingers fucked in and out of her. “Let her fuck your ass or you’ll never touch mine again.”

		“Dammit, hun, this isn’t…uhn.”

		“If I can let our daughter’s best friend fist me, you can take it up the ass.”

		“F-Fine,” Kyle said as he rocked back onto the dildo.

		“Good boy,” Lana said. “Don’t stop until you’ve bred your sexy little bitch.”

		“Y-Yes Mistress.”

		“Roll over so I can play with your sexy ass as well,” Amanda purred.

		“Okay, but no fisting it.”

		“Actually…” Lana smirked.

		“Seriously?” Tiffany said even as she rolled onto her belly and raised her ass.

		“If you don’t want her to fist you then you can always stop. Otherwise, I’d love to see you submit to her fists just as your husband is submitting to my cock.”

		“Y-Yes Mistress,” Tiffany moaned as a finger pushed into her ass.

		Bucking his hips back onto the dildo and forward into Amanda, Kyle’s grunting grew louder by the thrust. Grabbing a handful of her hair he pulled her head back and came deep in her pussy. Keeping his dick buried balls deep, he gave no resistance as Lana continued pounding his ass. Scrunching her fingers together as tightly as possible, Amanda pushed. Her hand went into Tiffany’s pussy wrist deep and she was immediately rewarded with a gushing orgasm that had her best friend’s mother slamming fists into the carpeted floor.

		“HOLY SHIT!” Amanda exclaimed. “You did it! My hand is actually in your pussy! How does it feel?”

		“You’ll find out when she returns the favor,” Lana replied.

		“Yes Mistress.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Still in her bedroom, Kayla drowned out the sounds of sex by putting in earbuds and cranking up the music. Minutes ticked away and when no one came to tell her they were done she dared log into the camera system just in time to see her best friend push a hand into her mother’s pussy. Grinning despite what she was seeing, she turned the cameras off, lay on the bed and waited. After another hour, she checked to see her best friend and mother doing a sixty-nine with the former on the bottom moaning as a fist pounded in and out of her pussy, and the latter squirming and squirting with a hand punching in and out of her pussy and ass at the same time while her father stood with legs spread and hands clasped behind his head as her Mistress knelt in front of him. His occasional grunts stoking the fires of her curiosity, she watched as Lana pushed a needle through the eyes of a pair of piercing tongs attached to the underside of Kyle’s cock. Just before closing her laptop for the third time she counted seven barbells above the needle. Having no idea how the hell her Mistress convinced them to get so kinky, she lay back on the bed and waited.

		The bedroom door opened twenty minutes later and her best friend poked her head in. “Hey sexy, you still awake?”

		Sitting up, Kayla pulled the earbuds out. “You guys finally done?”

		“Yeah, sorry it took so long but we kind of got a bit carried away. I know you don’t want to hear it, but your mom and I fisted each other and Mistress Lana pierced your dad’s cock. Eight freaking times.”

		“I saw.”

		“You did?”

		“I kept checking the cameras to see if you were done and caught a bit of what you were doing. So, thoughts?”

		“I’m joining you and Mistress Lana in the dungeon tomorrow and maybe more in the future.”

		“Um, you know everything you do will be recorded and put in the internet, right?”

		“I don’t care. Tonight was fucking amazing and I want to do it again. Are you mad at us?”

		“Mad? Are you kidding me? This is the exact opposite from how I thought this night would go. Are my parents still here?”

		“Yep. We’re done with the sex stuff so do you want to come back out?”

		“Right behind you,” Kayla said, hopping off the bed. Following her best friend out to the living room, she looked from her mother to father to Mistress and then back to her parents. “So, how did you enjoy your first night of perversion? Will you be letting Mistress train you as well? Dad, are you really going to breed my best friend?”

		“I’m still shocked it all happened,” her mother answered. “Sorry you had to hear all that.”

		“Actually, I had music blaring in my ears so I didn’t hear anything. I did, however, check the cameras on occasion so I saw you and Amanda fisting each other, dad taking it up the ass and Mistress piercing his cock. Dad? Care you explain why you let her do that to you?”

		“Temporary loss of sanity? Caught up in the perversion of the moment? She’s just that damn convincing? And if she wants me to knock her up then I’m going to knock her up.”

		“Oh, I’m definitely your breeding cow now Mr. Decker,” Amanda purred.

		“I think you can call me Kyle now.”

		“And you can call me Tiffany,” Kayla’s mother said. Turning her attention to Lana, she continued. “Mistress, will you please give me the same piercings and tattoo at my daughter? Will you continue training me as your submissive?”

		“Yes and yes. Kyle? Amanda?”

		“You already know my answer, Mistress,” Amanda answered.

		“In for a penny,” Kyle replied.

		“Then let’s head to my place and I’ll get those done for you. Unless that’s going to be a problem,” she said, looking over at Kayla.

		“As long as you don’t command us to have sex with each other, Mistress. Did you explain to them that their training will be recorded and put on the internet?”

		“She did and your father and since your father and I already have well-paying jobs we’re going to give you half of everything we make so you can build a nest egg.”

		“Thank you, but the house and car are completely paid off so that’s not necessary.”

		“Of course we don’t have to do it, but what kind of parents would we be if we didn’t help secure your future?”

		“I know the futility of arguing with you so I’ll just say thank you. Why don’t the three of you head over to Mistress’ so she can pierce and tattoo you and we can talk more afterward?”

		“I think your father and I will go home afterward,” her mother replied.

		“I’ll come back and talk or whatever else you want to do to me,” her best friend said.

		“Considering you just had sex with my parents, I think it’ll be a little weird doing anything with you tonight.”

		“Fair enough. I’ll still drop by though.”

		“See you later. And mom, dad, Amanda I can’t even express how proud I am at everything you did tonight and are willing to do going forward. I can honestly say I was scared to death you would think I lost my damn mind and never want to talk to me again so this is beyond my wildest dreams.”

		“Honey, there’s nothing you can do to ever make us stop talking to you,” her father replied.

		“Please know that you can tell us anything,” her mother added.

		“This is going to sound fucked up on so many levels, but holy shit dad your dick looks so fucking amazing with all those piercings.”

		“Yeah, that’s pretty fucked up, but thank you sweetie,” her father blushed.

		“Okay, I think we better go before things get too weird,” Amanda suggested. “I’ll be back as soon as possible,” she said, giving her best friend a kiss on the lips.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Returning to her best friend’s house a little over an hour later dressed in a shirt she definitely was not wearing when she left butt naked, Amanda was all smiles. Without hesitating she removed the borrowed garment and showed off her new piercings before turning to the left and showing Kayla her tattooed bicep. Proud that her best friend would go to such lengths, Kayla stared at the fresh ink through teary eyes for a good fifteen or twenty seconds before realizing something was not right.

		“Um, Amanda, that said owned by Mistress Kayla.”

		“It does? God damn it, Mistress told me she knew what she was doing how could she…” busting out laughing, Amanda took a moment to compose herself before continuing. “Sorry, I tried but there was no way in hell I was getting through that with a straight face. Anyways, seeing as how we’ve been best friends our entire lives I thought it would be cool if you were my Mistress and Lana agreed. Um, if you want to train me that is.

		“I don’t know the first thing about dominating someone.”

		“And I don’t know the first thing about submitting to someone so we’ll learn together. Please tell me you’re at least willing to try, otherwise I got inked for nothing.”

		“Of course I’m willing to try.”

		“Thank you Mistress. After I take a nice hot bath can we just cuddle?”

		“Of course. I’ve done a fair bit of research on bdsm and aftercare is of the utmost importance so if we’re going to make this work please always tell me your needs.”

		“All I need right now, Mistress, is to fee the touch of your body against mine.”

		“Come on, let’s go take that bath. And Amanda, I can see the worry in your eyes so let me alleviate your concerns. You have my permission to continue acting as my father’s breeding cow for as long as you both desire.”

		“Thank you Mistress, but that’s actually not what I’m worried about. I now find myself in the same position you were in earlier this evening. There’s no way of hiding the tattoo so I’m going to need to explain it to my parents and I’m afraid they won’t be as…accommodating, as yours.”

		“I thought the same and everything worked out, but if it doesn’t know that I’ll always be here for you no matter what you decide.”

		“Thank you Mistress.”

		Arms wrapped around each other, Kayla led her best friend turned submissive into the master bathroom, ran her a nice hot bubble bath and then sat on the edge of the tub where they spent every bit of an hour discussing everything they had done. What it meant for their lives moving forward and how it would affect those they loved and cared about. In the end, they decided nothing mattered more than their own happiness and whomever walked away was not worthy of their time, friendship or love. After drying her best friend off, Kayla took Amanda into the bedroom where they fell asleep in each other’s arms with a bizarre, perverse future to look forward to.

		

	