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CHAPTER 1
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Andrea

I knew the ad that popped up in my social feed was too good to be true. Everyone said you couldn’t trust Selecta. Especially this new re-training program.

City life isn’t working for you, is it? You’re not alone, and help is only a click away! Selecta has a subsidy program that will work for you. Schedule an appointment today at a Selecta re-training office.

I had just lost yet another shit job for arriving to my shift ten minutes late for the second time. The first time, sure, I had spent too long watching my favorite scene from Brigadoon for the five hundredth time while I sipped my coffee. Me and movie musicals—I took the L on that one. This last time, though, it hadn’t been my fault! The fucking train had broken down.

The thought of looking again, of finding another horrible job that would barely pay the rent in the apartment I shared with three other women…

I clicked.
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The re-training office in one of the grimier suburbs had the too-familiar red SELECTA logo above the door, along with a much more cheerful blue re-training! emblazoned across the bottom of the crimson block letters.

I pushed open the heavy glass door, my heart pounding as I stepped into the sterile, air-conditioned lobby. The faint scent of lemon cleaner tickled my nose. A bored-looking receptionist barely glanced up from her screen as I approached.

“Andrea Jacobsen, for Mrs. Tompkins,” I said, my voice wavering slightly.

She nodded toward a row of uncomfortable-looking chairs. “Have a seat. She’ll be with you shortly.”

I perched on the edge of a chair, my legs bouncing nervously. The clock on the wall ticked away the minutes, each second feeling like an eternity. Just as I was considering bolting for the door, a sharp voice cut through the silence.

“Miss Jacobsen?”

I looked up to see a stern-faced woman in her mid-fifties, her salt-and-pepper hair pulled back in a tight bun. Her crisp navy suit practically screamed corporate executive. This had to be Mrs. Tompkins.

“Y-yes, that’s me,” I stammered, scrambling to my feet.

She beckoned me with a perfectly manicured hand. “This way, please.”

I followed her down a long hallway, my heels noisy on the polished floor. Mrs. Tompkins ushered me into a small office, gesturing for me to take a seat across from her imposing mahogany desk.

“Now then,” she began, her cold gaze making me squirm, “let’s get started, shall we? I’ll need you to grant access to your social media accounts for our data crawler.”

My stomach dropped. “All of them?” I asked weakly.

Mrs. Tompkins’s thin lips curved into what might have been a smile. “Yes, dear. It’s a standard part of our evaluation process. Just scan this code and our software will do the rest.”

With trembling fingers, I pulled out my phone and pointed it at the complex matrix of dots she had pointed to, on the back of her monitor.

Grant access? asked the pop-up on my screen. As I tapped Yes, heat crept up my neck and into my cheeks. God, what would she find? Those drunken graduation party photos? The late-night rants about my exes?

“I… there might be some embarrassing stuff in there,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.

Mrs. Tompkins waved a dismissive hand. “Oh, don’t worry about that, dear. We’ve seen it all before. This is purely for data-analysis purposes.”

I nodded, unconvinced. Mrs. Tompkins’s eyes flickered across her computer screen, occasionally making small ‘hmm’ noises that sent shivers down my spine. What was she seeing? What conclusions was she drawing?

After what felt like hours but was in fact only a minute or so, Mrs. Tompkins looked up from her screen, her expression unreadable. “Well, Miss Jacobsen,” she said, folding her hands on the desk. “I believe we have quite a lot to discuss.”

She leaned back in her chair, the leather creaking softly. Her eyes, sharp as a hawk’s, fixed on me. “I see you’ve had two boyfriends.”

My heart skipped a beat. How could she possibly have already figured that out, so precisely, from my social media feed?

“Tell me,” Mrs. Tompkins continued, her voice cool and clinical, “did you engage in sexual activities with either of them? And I mean any kind of sexual activity—oral, anal, anything at all.”

The blush that had been simmering beneath my skin now exploded across my face, a crimson tide I could feel creeping down my neck. The air in the room suddenly felt thick, oppressive. I squirmed in my seat, the fake leather squeaking beneath me.

“I… I…” I stammered, unable to form words. How could I possibly answer such a personal question? To a complete stranger, no less?

Mrs. Tompkins’s eyebrow arched, a silent demand for an answer. I swallowed hard, my throat dry as sandpaper.

“Yes,” I finally managed to whisper, my voice barely audible. “With Carlos, my second boyfriend. I… I gave him oral sex.”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy and suffocating. Mrs. Tompkins’s expression remained impassive, but I could have sworn I saw a flicker of something—disappointment? judgment?—in her eyes.

“He told me he’d break up with me if I didn’t,” I rushed to explain, the words tumbling out in a desperate flood. “I felt pressured, and I… I gave in. But I realized immediately that it was wrong. That I shouldn’t have done it just because he threatened to leave me.”

As I spoke, memories of that night flooded back. The dim light of Carlos’s bedroom. The musky scent of his cologne. The way my heart had raced, a mixture of fear and… something else. Something I didn’t want to acknowledge.

“I see,” Mrs. Tompkins said, her tone maddeningly neutral. She typed something into her computer, the rapid-fire clicks of the keyboard like gunshots in the quiet room.

I sat there, my hands twisting in my lap, awash in a sea of conflicting emotions. Shame at having revealed such a personal detail. Fear of what Mrs. Tompkins might think of me. And buried deep beneath it all, a flicker of that same forbidden excitement I’d felt that night with Carlos.

But I’d broken up with him immediately after, hadn’t I? I’d recognized how wrong it was to let someone pressure me like that. I’d stood up for myself, for my values.

Hadn’t I?

As Mrs. Tompkins continued to type, her eyes flicking between me and her screen, I couldn’t shake the feeling that she could see right through me. Her gaze seemed to bore straight through my skin into my heart, my mind. Worse, the parts I didn’t want even to think about, down below my belly. I felt a cold sweat break out across my skin. My pulse raced as I wondered just how much she could discern from whatever data was scrolling across her screen. Did she somehow know the real reason I’d ended things with Carlos?

Unbidden and unwelcome, more memories of that night flooded back, in much too vivid colors. Carlos’s low, commanding voice as he ordered me to strip. My fingers trembling as I unbuttoned my blouse, letting it fall to the floor. The air moving over my naked skin as I unhooked my bra, my large breasts spilling free.

Carlos’s rough hands cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing over my hardening nipples. The jolt of electricity that shot through me at his touch. The confusing mix of humiliation and arousal as he told me how good I looked, how he was going to use me. How much he liked having big tits to play with.

Then his fingers tangling in my hair, guiding me to my knees. The thick, musky scent of him as he pressed it against my lips. The stretch of my jaw as he pushed it inside, the weight of him on my tongue.

His grip tightening, controlling my movements as he began to thrust. The sound of his grunts and groans above me. The feeling of being used, of being nothing more than a vessel for his pleasure. And worst of all, the shameful thrill that coursed through me, the wetness gathering between my thighs.

When it was over, when he’d spilled himself down my throat with a final, guttural moan, I’d fled. Disgusted with myself, unable to reconcile the fierce arousal I’d felt with my beliefs about equality and mutual respect.

I blinked hard, forcing the memories away. Mrs. Tompkins was still watching me, her expression unreadable. Did she know? Could she somehow see the truth written in the data before her? The thought made me squirm in my seat, a fresh wave of heat flooding my cheeks.

“Is everything alright, Miss Jacobsen?” Mrs. Tompkins asked, her tone deceptively mild. “You seem… distressed.”

Again I had to swallow, trying to find my voice. “I’m fine,” I managed to croak out. “Just… um, thinking about some things I’d rather forget.”

Mrs. Tompkins nodded, a knowing glint in her eye that made my stomach clench. “I’m sure you are,” she said softly. “But sometimes, Andrea, it’s the things we try hardest to forget that tell us the most about ourselves.”

She turned back to her computer, fingers flying across the keyboard. The rapid-fire clicking filled the small office, each keystroke feeling like another nail in a coffin I hadn’t known I was building. My palms were slick with sweat, and I resisted the urge to wipe them on my skirt.

The older woman’s eyes darted back and forth across her screen, occasionally narrowing or widening in response to whatever data was flowing before her. I sat frozen, hardly daring to breathe. What did she see? What conclusions was she drawing?

After what felt like an eternity, Mrs. Tompkins’s hand moved to her mouse. She clicked once, decisively, then leaned back in her chair. It creaked softly as she shifted her weight, the sound unnaturally loud in the tense silence.

Her gaze locked onto mine once again. I felt a shiver run down my spine. There was something in her eyes—a mixture of satisfaction and… was that pity? My tummy felt like lead.

“Well, Miss Jacobsen,” Mrs. Tompkins said, her voice crisp and businesslike. “I have some news for you.”

I swallowed hard. “Yes?” I managed to croak out.

Mrs. Tompkins’s lips curved into a small smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “You’ve been accepted. Your bus leaves at 1:30, from right outside. Your clothes and necessities will be provided for when you get to your destination, and you can send through us for anything you want from your current residence.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. Accepted? Bus? My mind reeled, struggling to process what she was saying. My heart began to race, pounding so hard I was sure Mrs. Tompkins must be able to hear it.

“I… what?” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. “Where am I going? What will I be doing?”

Mrs. Tompkins leaned forward, resting her elbows on her desk. Her voice took on a tone of forced patience, as if explaining something to a particularly slow child. “You’ll be taken to a town called Cato, about two hours from here. It’s one of our New Modesty communities.”

New Modesty. The words echoed in my head, setting off alarm bells. I’d heard whispers about these places—rural towns where traditional values were strictly enforced, where women were expected to be demure and obedient. My feminist friends had railed against them, calling them prisons disguised as utopias.

“But… but I didn’t apply for anything like that,” I protested weakly. “I just wanted a job, maybe some career counseling…”

Mrs. Tompkins’s smile turned cold. “Oh, my dear,” she said, her voice dripping with false sympathy. “Based on our analysis, this is exactly what you need. In fact, I’d say it’s what you’ve been looking for all along.” She leaned back in her chair again. “You’ll start as a housemaid,” she said, her eyes roaming over me appraisingly. “But with your… assets, I expect you’ll have the opportunity to become a homemaker quite quickly.”

My cheeks burned as her gaze lingered on my chest. I resisted the urge to cross my arms, to shield myself from her scrutiny.

“You’ll have no shortage of suitors, I’m sure,” Mrs. Tompkins continued, her tone matter-of-fact. “That pretty face of yours, those big blue eyes… and of course, that figure.” She gestured vaguely toward my body. “Men in our New Modesty communities appreciate a woman with curves.”

My mind reeled, struggling to process her words. Suitors? Homemaker? It was like I’d stepped into some kind of time warp, back to the 1950s. This couldn’t be real.

“But I don’t want—” I started to protest, but Mrs. Tompkins held up a hand, silencing me.

“Now, now,” she said, her voice taking on a patronizing tone. “I know it might seem overwhelming at first. But trust me, dear. This is what’s best for you. What you need.”

As she spoke, I felt a war raging inside me. Part of me—a part I’d tried so hard to ignore, to suppress—thrilled at the idea. The thought of being taken care of, of having a strong man to lean on, to obey… it sent a shiver down my spine that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

But the logical part of my brain, the part that had devoured feminist literature and attended women’s rights rallies, screamed in protest. This went against everything I believed in, didn’t it? The idea of being nothing more than a homemaker, existing solely to please a man… it was archaic, oppressive.

And yet…

I thought of my life in the city. The endless cycle of dead-end jobs, of struggling to make rent, of feeling lost and alone. The relationships that never seemed to work out, leaving me feeling hollow and unfulfilled.

Maybe… maybe this was the answer? Maybe this was what I’d been missing all along?

No. No, I couldn’t think like that. I shook my head, trying to clear the traitorous thoughts.

“I… I can’t,” I squeaked. “This isn’t… it’s not who I am.”


CHAPTER 2
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Andrea

Mrs. Tompkins smiled, a knowing glint in her eye. “Are you sure about that, Andrea?” she asked softly. “Are you really sure you know who you are?”

Her words hit me like a physical blow. Did I know? The certainty I’d always clung to suddenly felt fragile, like a soap bubble ready to burst at the slightest touch.

I opened my mouth to respond, but no sound came out for a full five seconds. My throat suddenly felt like the Sahara. The room seemed to spin around me, the walls closing in. Mrs. Tompkins’s penetrating gaze bore into me, waiting for an answer I couldn’t give.

“I… I think I’ve made a mistake,” I finally managed to get out, in something between a gasp and a croak. “I should go. I’ll just leave now.”

I started to rise from my chair, my legs shaky beneath me. But Mrs. Tompkins’s next words froze me in place.

“I’m afraid it’s too late for that, Andrea,” she said, her tone eerily calm. “Selecta has already assumed guardianship over you, in accordance with our powers under the corporate laws.”

The air left my lungs in a rush, as if I’d been punched in the gut. Guardianship? What did that even mean?

Mrs. Tompkins must have seen the panic in my eyes, because her lips curved into a smile that was probably meant to be reassuring but only sent chills down my spine.

“Now, now,” she said. “There’s no need to worry. We have your best interests at heart.”

She gestured toward the door of the office, and for the first time, I noticed the man standing there. He was tall and beefy, dressed in a crisp security uniform. A holstered gun hung at his hip.

“That’s Officer Porter,” Mrs. Tompkins explained. “He’s here to ensure your safety and compliance.”

My eyes widened as I took in the guard’s imposing figure. Earlier, when I’d first entered the building, I’d barely registered his presence. In fact, I’d felt a flicker of relief at the sight of him, assuming he was there to protect us from the rising crime rates that everyone said plagued the city.

Now, though, that sense of security evaporated like morning dew in the harsh light of day. Officer Porter wasn’t here to protect me. He was here to contain me.

I felt my breath coming faster, my chest rising and falling rapidly as panic set in. The room seemed to shrink around me, the walls pressing in. The faint scent of lemon cleaner that had seemed so innocuous before now felt cloying, suffocating.

“You can’t do this,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “It’s… it’s illegal. I have rights.”

Mrs. Tompkins let out a soft chuckle, the sound grating against my frayed nerves. “Oh, Andrea,” she said, shaking her head. “I’m afraid you signed those rights away when you agreed to our terms and conditions.”

My mind raced, trying to remember the mountain of legalese I’d scrolled through without reading. Had I really agreed to this? To be shipped off to some backwards town, to live a life I’d never wanted?

I looked from Mrs. Tompkins to Officer Porter and back again, feeling like a trapped animal.

My legs felt like lead as I followed Mrs. Tompkins out of her office and down the hallway. The sterile white walls felt ever more confining with each step. At the end of the hallway, Mrs. Tompkins gestured to a small waiting area tucked into an alcove. “You can wait here until your bus arrives,” she said, her tone brisk and efficient. “There are refreshments available if you’d like.”

I nodded mutely, sinking into one of the simple plastic chairs. A coffee table in front of me held a tray of pastries. I saw a coffee machine in a nook nearby. The scent of freshly brewed coffee wafted through the air, incongruously comforting.

As Mrs. Tompkins’s receded down the hallway, I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. My mind raced, trying to make sense of everything that had just happened. How had a simple job search led to this?

I poured myself a cup of coffee with trembling hands, more for something to do than out of any real desire for caffeine. The warmth of the mug was grounding at least, giving me something tangible to focus on as my thoughts spiraled.

What would happen to me in Cato? The name itself sounded oppressive, conjuring images of stern-faced men and subservient women. Would I really be expected to be nothing more than a housemaid, a homemaker? The thought made my skin crawl.

And yet… a traitorous part of my mind whispered that maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. To have a clear purpose, to know exactly what was expected of me. No more endless job searches, no more feeling lost and alone in the vast, uncaring city.

I shook my head violently, trying to dislodge those dangerous thoughts. This wasn’t me. I was Andrea Jacobsen, feminist, independent woman. I didn’t need a man to take care of me. I didn’t want to be subservient.

Did I?

The coffee turned bitter in my mouth as doubt gnawed at me. I set the mug down, my stomach churning. I had to get out of here. I had to think, if only just to clear my head.

I glanced around the waiting area, my heart racing. The receptionist was engrossed in her computer screen, fingers flying across the keyboard. Officer Porter stood at attention by the main entrance, his gaze fixed straight ahead. Mrs. Tompkins was nowhere to be seen.

This was my chance.

I set my coffee mug down with exaggerated care, wincing at the soft clink as it met the table. Neither the receptionist nor Porter reacted. Slowly, I rose from my chair, willing it not to squeak. My legs felt like jelly beneath me, threatening to give way with each step.

The distance to the door seemed to stretch endlessly before me. My breath came in short, shallow gasps as I willed myself to move naturally, to not draw attention. The scent of the cleaning agent grew stronger as I neared the exit, mixing with the acrid tang of my own fear-sweat.

Just a few more steps. Freedom was so close I could almost taste it.

My fingers had barely brushed the cool metal of the door handle when Officer Porter’s gruff voice cut through the air like a knife.

“Miss, I’m sorry, but you’re not allowed to leave until your bus comes.”

I froze, my heart pounding so hard I was sure he must be able to hear it. Slowly, I turned to face him, plastering what I hoped was a convincing smile on my face.

“Oh, there must be some mistake,” I said, my voice trembling slightly despite my best efforts. “Mrs. Tompkins specifically told me to go to the drugstore to get maxi pads.”

Porter’s brow furrowed, confusion evident in his eyes, along with at least a little of the discomfort with feminine hygiene I had hoped to instill in the beefy man. A bead of sweat trickled down my spine as I held his gaze, silently willing him to believe me.

After what felt like an eternity, he spoke again. “Stay here while I check with Mrs. Tompkins,” he said, his tone gruff but uncertain.

As soon as his back was turned, I acted. With a surge of adrenaline, I yanked the door open and bolted outside. The sudden brightness of the afternoon sun momentarily blinded me, but I didn’t stop. I blinked rapidly, desperate to clear my vision as I stumbled forward. The rough concrete of the sidewalk scraped against my palms as I caught myself from falling. My heart pounded in my ears, drowning out the sounds of traffic and pedestrians.

Freedom. I could taste it on my tongue, mingling with a bitter note of fear and adrenaline. Just a few more steps and I’d be lost in the crowd, able to disappear into the anonymity of the city. I’d go home, pack a bag, and⁠—

A vise-like grip closed around my upper arm, yanking me to a halt. I let out a startled yelp as I was spun around, coming face-to-face with another security guard. This one was shorter than Porter but just as muscular, his dark eyes glinting with barely contained anger.

“And where do you think you’re going, missy?” he growled, his fingers digging painfully into my flesh.

I opened my mouth to protest, to lie, to do anything that might loosen his grip. But before I could utter a word, he was already dragging me back toward the Selecta office. The glass door swung open with a soft whoosh as Officer Porter held it for his colleague to march me in, the air conditioning hitting me like a slap in the face after the warmth of the sun.

Porter wore an expression that mingled disappointment with resignation. Without a word, he took my other arm and began to march me down the hallway as his colleague returned to his post.

We reached Mrs. Tompkins’ office far too quickly. She looked up as we entered, her thin lips curved into a smile that sent chills down my spine. “Ah, Andrea,” she said, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “I see you decided to take an unscheduled field trip.”

Officer Porter released my arm, leaving me standing before Mrs. Tompkins’ desk. I rubbed my biceps, wincing at the tender spots where his fingers had dug in. “I… I just needed some air,” I mumbled, unable to meet her condescending gaze.

Mrs. Tompkins tsked softly, shaking her head. “Oh, my dear,” she said, her tone patronizing. “I’m afraid we can’t have that sort of behavior. We need to make sure you start your new life on the right foot.”

She turned to Porter, her expression hardening. “Take her back to the waiting area,” she instructed. “And this time, make sure she stays put.”

Porter’s hand closed around my upper arm once more, gentler this time but no less insistent. As he began to lead me away, Mrs. Tompkins’ voice stopped us.

“Oh, and Andrea?” I turned back, dread pooling in my stomach at the glint in her eye. “When you get to Cato, I’m afraid you’ll have to be taught a lesson. We can’t have this kind of disobedience going unchecked.”

My breath caught in my throat. A lesson? What did that mean?

Mrs. Tompkins must have seen the panic in my eyes, because her lips curved into what might have been meant as a reassuring smile. “Don’t feel too bad, dear. You would have undoubtedly earned a lesson soon enough anyway. Best to start as you mean to go on.”

I opened my mouth, but no sound came out. A thousand questions raced through my mind, but I couldn’t voice any of them. My legs felt like lead as Porter gently but firmly guided me back to the waiting area.

This time, he didn’t leave me alone. Instead, he produced a pair of handcuffs from his belt. With practiced efficiency, he secured one end to my wrist and the other to the arm of the chair. The metal was cold against my skin, a stark reminder of my newfound captivity.

As Porter stepped back, I found my voice at last. It came out as barely more than a whisper. “What… what kind of lesson?”

Porter’s expression softened slightly, a flicker of something that might have been pity crossing his face. “It’ll be the bare-bottom kind, miss,” he said gruffly. “Best not to dwell on it. Just remember, it’s for your own good.”

With that, he turned and resumed his post by the door, leaving me alone with my racing thoughts and the cold bite of metal around my wrist. The reality of my situation began to sink in. There would be no escape, no last-minute reprieve. In just a few short hours, I would be on a bus to Cato, to a new life I had never wanted.

The idea of being bent over, my bottom bared for punishment… my forehead creased so hard it hurt as I felt a helpless thrill of wayward arousal between my thighs. I shifted in my seat, my face burning with shame at my body’s betrayal.

This isn’t me. It can’t be me.


CHAPTER 3
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Andrea

I couldn’t deny that the bus ride to Cato was pretty, at least if you liked waving wheat, which I had to admit I did. I had not the slightest chance of enjoying it, though, despite all my attempts to sing songs from Oklahoma under my breath. Officer Porter’s casual revelation of what would befall me at my destination echoed in my mind in time with the rhythm of the cars that whooshed by the lumbering bus.

The bare-bottom kind… the bare-bottom kind…

The endless fields of golden wheat undulated in the gentle breeze, creating mesmerizing waves that stretched to the horizon. Fluffy white clouds drifted lazily across the vast expanse of blue sky, occasionally casting fleeting shadows on the landscape below. The late afternoon sun bathed everything in a warm, honeyed glow that would normally have filled me with a sense of peace and contentment.

But I couldn’t appreciate any of it. Officer Porter’s words echoed relentlessly in my mind, drowning out the soft hum of the bus engine and the quiet conversations of my fellow passengers.

The bare-bottom kind… the bare-bottom kind…

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, my face burning with a mixture of shame and mortifying, unwelcome arousal. I tried to focus on the scenery passing by my window—a picturesque red barn, a herd of grazing cattle, a quaint farmhouse with a white picket fence. But each new sight only served as a stark reminder of the traditional, antiquated world it seemed I had no choice but to enter.

Desperate for distraction, I pulled out my phone. My eyes widened in surprise as I noticed a new app icon on my home screen—a demure silhouette of a woman in a modest dress, labeled simply ‘NM.’ New Modesty. With trembling fingers, I tapped the icon.

The app opened to reveal a detailed map of a small town, helpfully labeled Cato. My gaze was immediately drawn to a prominent star icon on Main Street, marking the New Modesty Authority office. As I zoomed in, I noticed a small house icon on a street in what looked like a residential area near the town center.

My heart racing, I tapped on the house icon. A window popped up, displaying the words: “Your new home, the Weathers residence.” I tapped again, my throat constricting as a photo appeared of a couple in their mid-forties—Devin and Greta Weathers.

I read the accompanying text with growing trepidation. Devin, I learned, managed one of the large automated farms outside of town, as well as owning a farm-supply business. Greta was a homemaker who ran a small crafting business with the help of the New Modesty girls they took in. The profile explained that new girls entered the household as housemaids but could earn their way to becoming assistants.

At the bottom of the Weathers’ profile, I noticed a link.

House rules.

My finger hovered over it for a moment before I gathered the courage to tap it. When I did, I got a new screen, full of text. The basic tenets appeared at the top: respect, obedience, dedication, and modesty. Innocuous, if old-fashioned. As I scrolled down to read the specifics, though, I felt a wave of mortification wash over me.

Girls will address their elders as sir and ma’am.

Girls will be home by sundown unless given express permission for a date with an approved suitor.

Girls will do whatever they are told by Mr. and Mrs. Weathers without question.

Girls will maintain proper hygiene, including weekly shaving of intimate areas.

Girls will submit to weekly inspections to ensure their modesty and hygiene.

Girls will wear the modest underwear and dresses provided by the New Modesty authority, except on Saturday when girls are allowed to wear pants, if they’ve behaved themselves.

My eyes widened as I read this rule. I glanced down at my current outfit—a knee-length skirt and blouse that I had thought was perfectly modest. Apparently, it wouldn’t meet the standards in Cato. I tried to imagine what kind of dresses and underwear would be considered acceptable. Would I be forced to wear long, shapeless sacks that hid every curve? And the idea of someone else dictating my undergarments made me squirm in my seat.

The next rule made my tummy flip:

Girls will go on the dates arranged for them and be respectful to their approved suitors.

Arranged dates? Approved suitors? The words swam before my eyes as I struggled to process their implications. I thought of my past relationships—the awkward first dates, the thrill of mutual attraction, the freedom to choose who I wanted to be with. All of that would be taken away. Instead, I would be expected to docilely accept whichever man the Weatherses deemed appropriate for me.

My mind conjured an image of myself sitting across from some stern-faced stranger at a quaint diner, forcing polite small talk while he evaluated me as a potential wife. Would I be expected to laugh at his jokes, agree with his every opinion? The thought made me feel slightly ill.

With growing dread, I read the final rule:

Infractions of the rules will be punished with traditional family discipline: spanking for minor offenses, the family strap for more serious ones.

My breath caught in my throat. Spanking? A strap? Officer Porter’s words came flooding back, much more loudly.

The bare-bottom kind. The… bare… bottom… kind.

I shifted again in my seat, much too aware of my backside pressed against the worn fabric. To my horror, I felt a surge of heat between my thighs. I clenched my legs together, my face burning with shame.

This isn’t me. I don’t want this.

I tried to stop reading these rules over and over, but found myself unable to look away. My eyes kept darting back to certain phrases—modest underwear, approved suitors, traditional family discipline. Each time I read them, I felt a confusing mix of revulsion and the wayward heat that made me feel I had gone crazy.

As the bus rolled on through the picturesque countryside, making occasional stops to drop off Selecta workers and other young women whose destinations I couldn’t bear to contemplate, a desperate plan began to form in my mind. Maybe I could get off at a different stop. Slip away before anyone noticed I was gone.

An hour and a half into the journey, I decided to try it. As the bus slowed for another stop, I stood up, trying to look as casual as I could. I made my way forward along the aisle, my heart pounding. But as I reached the front, the driver’s gruff voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Andrea Jacobsen, get your backside back in that seat,” he said firmly. “I don’t want to have to tell the folks in Cato that you need even more of a lesson than you’re already in for. Cato’s next. Twenty minutes.”

My face burned with mortification as I realized the driver knew about my impending punishment. Shoulders slumped in defeat, I shuffled back to my seat, acutely aware of the curious stares from the other passengers.

As I sank back down, I caught sight of my reflection in the window. My cheeks were flushed, my blue eyes wide with fear.

Fear. That’s all. That’s all.

I looked away immediately, unable to face the conflicted emotions I saw there.

The bus rumbled on, eating up the few remaining miles between me and my new life in Cato. With each passing moment, my anxiety grew. What would happen when we arrived? Would someone be there to meet me? Would I be taken straight to the Weatherses’ home, or to the New Modesty office first?

And looming over it all was the promise—the threat—of my ‘lesson.’ My stomach twisted as I imagined myself bent over, skirt raised, panties lowered…

The bare-bottom kind, Officer Porter had said. I squirmed in my seat, trying to banish the mental image. The way he had said it, I realized, had made it ten times worse. As if…

As if it were something I would be getting used to.

As fields gave way to small clusters of houses, I knew we must be getting close. I wiped my sweaty palms on my skirt, my breathing shallow and rapid. This was really happening. In just a few minutes, I would step into a world I had never imagined for myself.

The bus slowed as we entered the town proper. I peered out the window, taking in the quaint storefronts and neatly manicured lawns. Everything looked so… normal. Peaceful, even. It was hard to reconcile this idyllic scene with the strict rules that it seemed governed life here.

Finally, with a hiss of brakes, we pulled up to the curb. “Cato,” the driver called out. Through the window I didn’t see a bus stop. Just a storefront, a window bearing the ominous words in a decal, New Modesty Authority.

On shaky legs, I stood and made my way to the front of the bus. As I stepped down onto the sidewalk, the warm afternoon sun on my face, I took a deep breath.

“Andrea,” a gruff male voice said. I turned to see that Devin Weathers stood a few feet away, dressed in a flannel shirt and faded jeans. He hadn’t looked so big in the profile picture; in person he loomed over me, his muscles subtly bulging under the checked fabric that covered his arms and chest.

I stood frozen, staring up at him. His blue eyes were cool as they assessed me, and I felt terribly revealed under his gaze.

“Y-yes,” I managed to stammer out. “I’m Andrea.”

Mr. Weathers nodded curtly. “I’m your elder now, Andrea. You’ll address me as ‘sir.’”

My face flushed hot with embarrassment. “Yes… sir,” I whispered, the word feeling foreign on my tongue.

“Good girl,” he said.

I felt my tummy lurch as other parts of my body responded to this older man’s praise in a way I refused to think about. I felt my blush get even hotter, and I tried to cover it over with the first words that came into my mind.

“I read the… the house rules… in the app, I mean. So, I… uh… I understand. About… the… the rules, I mean.”

Oh, god. This was horrible. I sounded to myself like I accepted the horrible things I had read.

“Well, I guess those newfangled things are worth something after all,” Mr. Weathers said, the corner of his mouth crooking slightly up. I nodded mutely, not trusting myself to speak. The sign of pleasure vanished as quickly as it had come, though: Mr. Weathers’ expression turned serious.

“Is it true you tried to run away, back in the city, despite being told to stay put?” he asked sternly.

I trembled, considering lying for a brief moment. But Mr. Weathers’ intense gaze made it clear he would tolerate no dishonesty.

“Yes, sir,” I confessed in a whisper, eyes downcast.

Mr. Weathers nodded grimly. “I see. Then I suppose you know you have a lesson coming.”

My tummy clenched at his words, the awful mix of dread and shameful anticipation washing over me. This was really happening. In just a short time, I would be bent over for the first spanking of my life.

I shifted nervously from foot to foot, acutely aware of my helplessness before this stern man who now had authority over me. What would happen next? How soon would my ‘lesson’ be administered? And most pressingly—just how much was it going to hurt?

“We’ll take care of that at home, after dinner,” he said. “I’m parked right around the corner, so you can go ahead and follow me.”

He gave me a final long look, his eyes narrowing slightly as if he might be trying to decide whether I would try again to escape. Then he turned and began to walk down the sidewalk. With a crease in my forehead that felt as deep as the Grand Canyon, I followed him, my legs feeling shaky beneath me.


CHAPTER 4
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Dylan

I was halfway through my second cup of coffee, scrolling mindlessly through my phone, when the New Modesty app chimed with a new arrival alert. I almost failed to tap on it: I had to get back out to make sure the robot combine had updated its firmware. Andrea’s picture, though—something about the look in her blue eyes, a spark of ambition, even of defiance—in the thumbnail image that popped up on the alert refused to let me just scroll past.

When I tapped through to Andrea’s profile for a better look, I saw it more clearly. Andrea Jacobsen. My breath caught in my throat a little as I studied her image. She had shoulder-length blonde hair that looked like it would shine like spun gold in the sunlight. But it was those eyes that truly captivated me—deep blue and filled, yes, with a simmering challenge that both intrigued and, frankly, concerned me.

As vice president at Devin Weathers’ automated farm, I had access to the profiles of all the girls in the Weathers household, just as I had access to their bodies from time to time. It was a privilege I tried not to abuse, but something about Andrea compelled me to dig deeper.

I tapped on her profile, eager to learn more about this intriguing newcomer. The standard information was there—age nineteen, height five foot five, weight one hundred twenty-five pounds—but it was the notes section that made my eyebrows rise. There I found a stark message: “To be spanked upon arrival for attempted escape.”

My mouth crooked into a smile as I read those words. I could picture it very clearly, having seen it more than once before when Lila or Lydia had gotten into trouble—the offender bent over Devin’s knee, her bottom bared, her face flushed with shame and the unwelcome arousal so many girls felt when they paid the traditional price of feminine misbehavior.

I set my phone down, my coffee forgotten as I gazed out the window at the sprawling fields beyond. The wheat swayed gently in the breeze, golden waves stretching to the horizon. It was a peaceful scene, its serenity rather different from the stirring I felt inside.

I had no doubt that Andrea’s punishment was necessary. If she’d done something to earn a spanking on her very first day, she clearly needed firm guidance to help her adjust to her new life. Part of me felt sorry for her, though, at the same time. New girls had a hard enough time getting adjusted to Cato, even when they didn’t have to face their elder’s justice as soon as they arrived.

I picked up my phone again, studying Andrea’s photo more closely. There was something in her eyes beyond the defiance, I thought—as if vulnerability and strength had mingled in her heart—and it called to me. I found myself wondering what her voice sounded like, what made her laugh, what dreams and ambitions she’d had before coming to Cato.

As an associate of the Weathers household, I had the right to request a date with Andrea. If we hit it off, I would have the chance to guide her, to mentor her… and yes, to discipline her myself if needed. I felt my cock start to swell along my thigh, and I knew what I had to do. I tapped out the message to Devin before I headed out to check the combine.

Hey, boss! Can I come over for dinner tonight?

Punishments in the Weathers household took place after dinner. To ensure that the miscreant felt as much embarrassment as possible about her naughty conduct, everyone present witnessed her correction.

Sure thing, Dylan, came the reply, as I walked out across the field. I think you’ll like Andrea. There’s a good girl in there struggling to get out.
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Andrea

Thankfully the ride in Devin’s pickup truck from the center of Cato to the development where the Weatherses lived only took five minutes or so. Devin told me about the town’s history, but I couldn’t seem to retain any of that information; the mere sight of his enormous, callused right hand on the steering wheel set my heart racing.

The truck rumbled to a stop in front of a charming two-story farmhouse. Its white clapboard siding gleamed in the late afternoon sun, and cheerful red shutters framed each window. A wraparound porch, complete with a porch swing, gave the house a welcoming air that belied the anxiety churning in my stomach.

As Devin cut the engine, the front door swung open. Three women emerged, descending the porch steps with graceful, measured movements. My breath caught in my throat as I realized this must be Greta Weathers, along with Lila and Lydia, the other girls living in the household.

Greta was a striking woman in her mid-forties, her blonde hair neatly styled and her curves accentuated by a modest floral dress. Her warm brown eyes crinkled at the corners as she smiled, but there was a firmness in her gaze that made me instinctively want to stand up straighter.

Flanking her were two younger women, both stunningly beautiful in their own ways. One had long chestnut hair that fell in soft waves down her back, while the other’s auburn locks were plaited into an intricate braid. They wore identical powder-blue dresses that fell just below the knee, cinched at the waist with white sashes.

As Devin opened my door, I stumbled out on shaky legs, suddenly very aware of my city clothes—a knee-length skirt and blouse that had seemed perfectly modest this morning, but now felt scandalously revealing.

“Welcome, Andrea,” Greta said, her voice warm but authoritative. “We’re so pleased to have you join our household.”

I mumbled a thank you, my cheeks burning as I felt everyone’s eyes on me. Greta turned to the two younger women. “Lila, Lydia, please show Andrea around the house and then take her to her room. Make sure she changes into proper clothing.”

The girls nodded obediently. “Yes, ma’am,” they chorused.

As they led me into the house, I couldn’t help but feel impressed by its interior. Sunlight streamed through large windows, illuminating polished hardwood floors and walls adorned with tasteful artwork. The air was filled with the comforting scent of freshly baked bread and something floral—lavender, maybe.

Lila and Lydia guided me through each room, their soft voices explaining the function and rules of each space. The kitchen gleamed with modern appliances, while the living room boasted big sofas and a large fireplace. A formal dining room held a long table that could easily seat twelve.

As we entered the living room, my eyes were immediately drawn to the large stone fireplace that dominated one wall. The mantelpiece above it was adorned with family photos and decorative knick-knacks, but there was one item that stood out starkly against the homey backdrop.

Hanging from a brass hook was a long, thick strip of dark leather. It was about two feet long and maybe two inches wide, with a wooden handle at one end. My tummy flipped as I realized what it must be. The family strap Mr. Weathers had mentioned in the rules.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it. The leather looked well-worn and supple, its surface gleaming dully in the afternoon light. I could almost feel its weight, imagine the sting it would impart when brought down on bare skin. A shiver ran through me, equal parts dread and an unwelcome anticipation I pushed away immediately.

“What’s that?” I heard myself ask, so softly I could barely hear myself. I knew the answer, of course, but some part of me needed to hear it confirmed.

Lila and Lydia exchanged a glance, their expressions a mixture of sympathy and resignation.

“That’s… well, that’s the family strap,” Lila finally said, her voice soft. “Mr. Weathers only uses it for serious offenses.”

Lydia nodded, adding, “It’s not something you want to become acquainted with, believe me. A regular spanking is bad enough, but the strap…” She trailed off, shuddering slightly.

I swallowed hard, unable to look away from the implement. “How… how often does he use it?” I asked, morbid curiosity overriding my better judgment.

“Not very often,” Lila assured me quickly. “Maybe once a month, if that. And only for really serious infractions.”

“Like what?” I pressed, even as part of me screamed to change the subject.

Lydia bit her lip, considering. “Well, last time… I… well, I snuck out to meet a friend in town. Mr. Weathers said it was dangerous and disrespectful.”

I nodded mutely, my mind racing. Would my attempted escape back in the city be considered serious enough to warrant the strap? The thought made my knees weak.

“Come on,” Lila said gently, sensing my discomfort. “Let’s go upstairs and get you settled in your room.”

As we left the living room, I couldn’t help casting one last glance at the strap. It hung there innocuously, but its presence seemed to fill the entire room. A silent warning, a promise of consequences for those who stepped out of line.

I followed Lila and Lydia up the stairs, my legs feeling like lead. The weight of my impending punishment pressed down on me, made all the more real by the sight of that strap.

They led me up the polished wooden staircase to the second floor. The hallway was lined with closed doors, each bearing a small brass nameplate. My heart skipped a beat as I noticed one that read ‘Andrea.’

“This is your room,” Lila said softly, opening the door.

I stepped inside, my eyes widening as I took in my new living space. The room was small but cozy, with pale blue walls and white curtains framing a large window that overlooked the sprawling fields beyond. A narrow bed with a patchwork quilt occupied one corner, while a simple wooden desk and chair sat beneath the window. A tall wardrobe stood against the opposite wall.

“It’s… nice,” I managed.

Lydia moved to the wardrobe, opening its doors to reveal a row of modest dresses in various pastel shades. “These are your new clothes,” she explained. “You’ll need to change into one of these right away.”

I ran my fingers over the soft fabric of a pale yellow dress, my stomach churning. “Do I… do I have to wear these all the time?”

Lila nodded. “Except on Saturdays, if you’ve behaved well. Then you’re allowed to wear pants.”

As I stared at the dresses, a thousand questions bubbled up inside me. “What exactly are we being… I don’t know… trained for?” I asked, turning to face the other girls. “The app mentioned something about becoming… you know… submissive brides?”

Lila and Lydia exchanged a glance, as if they felt hesitant to fill me in.

“That’s right,” Lydia said finally. “We’re here to learn how to be proper wives and homemakers. To serve our future husbands and maintain an orderly household.”

I felt my face grow hot. “But… but what about our own dreams? Our careers?”

Lila placed a gentle hand on my arm. “This is our career now, Andrea. Our purpose. It takes time to accept, but… it can be fulfilling, in its own way.”

I shook my head, struggling to process this information. “How long have you been here? Do you… do you like it?”

“I’ve been here for eight months,” Lila said. “Lydia for almost a year. And… yes, we’ve come to appreciate this life. It’s not always easy, but there’s comfort in knowing your place, in serving others.”

Lydia nodded in agreement. “The hardest part at first is the discipline. Mr. Weathers is strict, but fair. If you obey the rules and show a willing spirit, you’ll be fine.”

I swallowed hard, remembering the strap hanging in the living room. “And… and what if I don’t? What if I can’t adjust to this?”

Lila’s eyes filled with sympathy. “Then there will be consequences,” she said simply.

Lydia hastened to elaborate, as if she thought it would help. “The only really difficult part is being available to the associates, while you don’t have an accepted suitor.”

I blinked wide eyes at both of them.

“Available? To… to who?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. My heart pounded in my chest and a terribly unwelcome heat seemed to creep all over my body as my mind tried to grasp what they meant.


CHAPTER 5
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Andrea

Lila and Lydia looked at each other again, their expressions a mix of sympathy and resignation.

“To the associates,” Lila repeated softly, her hazel eyes meeting mine. “The men who work for Mr. Weathers in one way or another.”

I felt my brow furrow in confusion. “What do you mean, ‘work for him’? And… and what exactly does ‘available’ mean?” The words tumbled out in a rush, my voice rising slightly with each question.

Lydia took a deep breath, her auburn braid swinging slightly as she shook her head. “The associates are the men who work at the robofarm or at the feed store in town. They’re… well, they’re allowed to, um, use us. To help them relax.”

My eyes widened in shock, my mouth falling open. “Use you? What… what does that mean exactly?” Even as I asked, a part of me knew the answer, dreaded hearing it spoken aloud.

Lila stepped forward, placing a gentle hand on my arm. “It’s part of Cato’s subservience system,” she explained, her voice low and soothing. “Devin’s associates are allowed to… to use his girls sexually. To help them unwind after a long day’s work.”

I felt the blood drain from my face, my legs suddenly weak beneath me. I sank down onto the edge of the bed, the patchwork quilt rough against my palms as I gripped it tightly. “Sexually?” I repeated, my voice barely audible. “You mean… they can just… just take you whenever they want?”

Lydia shook her head quickly. “No, no, it’s not like that,” she assured me. “There are rules. They’re not allowed to… to have sex with us. Not in our… our pussies or our, you know… our bottoms.” Her cheeks flushed pink as she spoke. “Those are reserved for accepted suitors and husbands.”

I blinked, trying to process this information, which I didn’t find reassuring in the slightest—especially the new part about accepted suitors. “Then… then what…?”

“They’re allowed to use our mouths,” Lila said softly, her eyes downcast. “For their pleasure. And if we refuse…” She trailed off, biting her lip.

“If we refuse, they’re allowed to spank us,” Lydia finished, her voice almost inaudible.

I sat there, stunned into silence. My mind reeled, trying to reconcile this information with everything I thought I knew about the world. It was barbaric, archaic, completely at odds with my beliefs about equality and bodily autonomy. And yet…

To my horror, I felt a flicker of heat low in my belly, a shameful tingle between my thighs. The image of being made to kneel in front of a man I had just met—as Carlos had made me kneel—of feeling his hand on my head, his hardness moving between my lips, seeking his release in my mouth… or of being bent over with my panties down to receive the reward of disobedience… the mental pictures sent a terribly unwelcome thrill through me. I shifted uncomfortably, crossing my legs tightly.

“This… this can’t be legal,” I stammered, desperately trying to focus on the logical part of my brain. “It’s… it’s assault. Coercion.”

Lila shook her head sadly. “The corporate laws changed everything, Andrea. Selecta has a lot of power now. And here in Cato, this is just how things are done.”

I looked from Lila to Lydia, searching their faces for any sign of distress or unhappiness. But all I saw was a calm acceptance, maybe even a hint of contentment. It made no sense.

“And you’re… okay with this?” I asked incredulously. “You don’t mind being used like… like objects?”

To my surprise, both girls blushed, exchanging shy looks.

“It was hard at first,” Lydia admitted. “But… there’s a certain freedom in it, you know? Not having to make decisions, just… serving. And some of the associates are quite handsome.” Her cheeks reddened further as she spoke.

Lila nodded in agreement. “It can be… arousing,” she whispered, not meeting my eyes. “Knowing you’re desired, that you’re pleasing someone…”

I felt my own face grow hot, that unwelcome heat between my thighs intensifying. This was insane. How could they possibly find this arousing? It was different from that thing that had happened with Carlos, because I had known him, right? How could I be feeling even a hint of excitement at the thought of being made to do it to a stranger?

“I… I can’t,” I said, shaking my head vehemently. “I won’t do it. They can’t make me.”

Lydia’s eyes widened in alarm. “Oh, Andrea, you mustn’t refuse,” she said urgently. “The punishment would be severe. And… and you might find you actually enjoy it, in time.”

I opened my mouth to protest further, but before I could speak, a sharp knock at the door made us all jump.

“Girls?” Greta’s voice called from the other side. “Dinner will be ready in thirty minutes. Andrea needs to be dressed and downstairs in twenty. Make sure she’s presentable. I’ll set the table tonight—Andrea, honey, so you know, that’s your job from tomorrow. You hear me, girls?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Lila and Lydia chorused.

As Greta’s footsteps retreated down the hall, Lila turned to me with a sympathetic smile. “We’d better get you changed,” she said gently. “You don’t want to be late to dinner your first night.”

I nodded mutely, still reeling from everything I’d just learned. I expected Lila and Lydia to leave, then, so I could get changed, but to my surprise they merely stood there, looking at me.

“Go ahead and get undressed,” Lydia finally said. “We don’t have that much time.”

I frowned. “But… I mean, okay—I’ll see you when I’m ready?”

Lila shook her head. “Greta said we have to make sure, so we have to watch you change.”

I stared at Lila and Lydia in disbelief, my cheeks burning hot. “You… you want me to undress in front of you?” I stammered, wrapping my arms protectively around myself.

Lila nodded, her expression sympathetic but firm. “I know it’s uncomfortable at first, but it’s part of life here. We all had to get used to it.”

“But I…” I began, searching desperately for some way out of this mortifying situation.

Lydia cut me off gently. “Andrea, please. We don’t want to have to report you to Devin. Especially not on your first day, when you’re already in trouble.”

I felt my stomach clench at the reminder of my impending punishment. The thought of adding to it made me shudder. With trembling fingers, I reached for the top button of my blouse.

“That’s it,” Lila encouraged softly. “Just take them off quickly, like ripping off a Band-Aid.”

Swallowing hard, I forced myself to undo each button, hyperaware of Lila’s and Lydia’s eyes on me. As I shrugged the blouse off my shoulders, I felt goosebumps rise on my exposed skin.

“Now the skirt,” Lydia prompted gently.

With shaking hands, I unzipped my skirt and let it pool around my feet. Standing there in just my bra and panties, I felt more revealed than I ever had in my life. I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to shield myself from their gaze.

“The rest too,” Lila said, her voice kind but leaving no room for argument. “Bra and panties. We wear a different kind of underwear here.”

I closed my eyes, willing myself to get through this. With a deep breath, I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. As it fell away, I heard twin gasps from Lila and Lydia.

“Oh, my,” Lydia breathed. “Andrea, you’re… you’re stunning.”

I opened my eyes to see both girls staring at my chest, their eyes wide with a mixture of admiration and envy.

“Those breasts,” Lila murmured. “They’re so… so big and full. And those curves…” She gestured to my hips and waist.

I felt my face flame even hotter, if that was possible. I’d always been self-conscious about my figure—my large breasts and womanly hips that seemed out of place on my otherwise slender frame. Now, under their scrutiny, I felt more aware of my body than ever before.

“The associates are going to love you,” Lydia said, a hint of wistfulness in her voice. “I’m sure they’ll want to use you often.”

Lila nodded in agreement. “And with a figure like that, you’ll have an accepted suitor in no time at all. The men here appreciate a woman with real curves.”

Lydia had opened the top drawer of my new dresser and taken some white things out. She approached me, holding out a pair of plain white cotton panties and a matching bra. “Here,” she said softly. “These are your new undergarments.”

I took them hesitantly, the fabric feeling stiff and unfamiliar in my hands. The panties were high-waisted, covering far more than the bikini-style ones I was used to. The bra was equally modest, with wide straps and full coverage cups.

“Go ahead,” Lila urged gently. “Put them on.”

With a deep breath, I stepped into the panties, pulling them up over my hips. They felt confining, almost like a girdle. The waistband came up to just below my navel, smoothing out the slight curve of my lower belly.

Next, I fastened the bra, adjusting the straps. It cupped and lifted my breasts, but in a way that minimized rather than enhanced them. I felt oddly constricted, yet also strangely… secure.

“Now for your dress,” Lydia said, holding out the pale yellow frock I’d noticed earlier.

I slipped it over my head, feeling the soft cotton settle around me. The dress fell to just below my knees, with a modest neckline and sleeves that came to my elbows. A sash at the waist accentuated my figure without being too revealing.

As I smoothed the fabric down, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. The girl staring back at me looked like a stranger—demure, modest, almost… old-fashioned. Yet there was something undeniably feminine about the way the dress hugged my curves.

“You look lovely,” Lila said warmly. “Very proper.”

I turned to face them, a thousand questions swirling in my mind. One in particular pushed its way to the forefront.

“You mentioned… suitors,” I said hesitantly. “What exactly does that mean? Do you two… I mean, do you have them?”

Lila’s face lit up. “Oh! Well, I have an accepted suitor named Bill,” she explained, a hint of pride in her voice. “He’s one of Devin’s top associates at the robofarm.”

“And… what does being an ‘accepted suitor’ entail?” I asked, not entirely sure I wanted to know the answer.

Lila blushed prettily. “Well, it means Devin allows Bill to… to use my pussy and bottom,” she said softly. “Because Bill is serious about marrying me, if we’re really compatible.”

My eyes widened at her casual use of such intimate terms. “You mean… you’re having sex?”

Lila nodded. “Yes, but only because we might get married. It’s a way for us to see if we’re truly suited for each other. Bill… well, he takes me up to my room after dinner, and that’s when he trains me to… to, you know… be a good wife.”

A shiver went through me. I turned to Lydia, who had been quiet during this exchange. “Do you have a suitor too?”

Lydia smiled shyly. Her cheeks flushed a delicate pink as she nodded. “I have an approved suitor named Hank,” she said softly, her eyes taking on a dreamy quality. “He works at the feed store in town.”

“So approved and accepted are different?” I asked, my brow furrowing in confusion.

Lydia nodded, twirling a loose strand of her auburn hair around her finger. “Approved means Devin has given Hank permission to court me,” she explained. “We go on chaperoned dates, and he’s allowed to kiss me and… touch me a little. And, you know, he uses my mouth to relax. But it’s not…” She trailed off, her blush deepening.

“Not like Bill and me,” Lila finished for her, a hint of pride in her voice.

Lydia shook her head. “No, not yet. Hank hasn’t asked for permission to… to use my pussy or bottom.” Her voice dropped to a whisper on the intimate words, her eyes darting to the floor.

I felt my own face grow hot at the casual way they discussed such things. It was so at odds with the modest dresses and demure behavior, yet there was an undercurrent of excitement in Lydia’s voice that I couldn’t ignore.

“But,” Lydia continued, a small smile playing at her lips, “I think he might ask Devin soon. He’s been… well, he’s been touching me more lately when we’re alone. And the way he looks at me sometimes…” She trailed off once more, her eyes taking on that faraway look again.

I stood there, my mind reeling as I tried to process all of this information. The idea of needing permission to be intimate with someone, of having your sexual activities dictated by others… it went against everything I’d ever believed about relationships and bodily autonomy.

I tried desperately to deny the helpless thrill that ran through me. The thought of being pursued, of being desired so openly, of having a strong man take charge and guide me through intimacy… it stirred something deep inside me that I didn’t want to acknowledge.

Desperate to change the subject, to focus on something—anything—else, I blurted out the question that had been nagging at me since my arrival. “When… when do you think I’ll be spanked?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lila’s and Lydia’s expressions softened with sympathy.

“It’ll be after dinner,” Lydia told me.

At that moment, as if the whole universe had decided to conspire against me, we heard Greta’s voice call from downstairs.

“Dinner, girls!”


CHAPTER 6
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Andrea

To my surprise, as Lila and Lydia led me in the direction of the kitchen, I noticed that five other men were sitting with Devin at the fully set dining table. I did my best to go unnoticed, but I couldn’t help wondering if Bill and Hank were among the dinner guests—and if so who the remaining three might be.

The rich aroma of roasted chicken and herbs wafted through the air of the kitchen, making my stomach growl despite my nerves. Lila and Lydia moved with practiced efficiency, gathering serving dishes and utensils. I was hesitating, unsure of what to do, when Devin’s deep voice called out from the dining room.

“Girls, bring Andrea in here first. She should meet the associates before we eat.”

My heart leapt into my throat as Lila and Lydia exchanged knowing glances. Gently, they guided me toward the dining room, their hands at my elbows as if they sensed I might bolt at any moment.

As we entered, I felt the weight of six male gazes upon me. Devin sat at the head of the table, his presence commanding even while seated. The other five men were spread out around the long table, each one studying me with varying degrees of interest.

“Andrea,” Devin said, his voice firm but not unkind, “these are my associates. You’ll be seeing a lot of them, so best to get introductions out of the way now.”

He gestured to a solidly built man with sandy brown hair and warm eyes. “This is Bill, Lila’s accepted suitor.”

Bill smiled, his gaze flickering briefly to Lila before returning to me. “Welcome to Cato, Andrea,” he said, his voice deep and resonant.

Next, Devin indicated a man of average height with short brown hair. “This is Hank, Lydia’s approved suitor.”

Hank nodded politely, his expression friendly but reserved.

“Travis,” Devin continued, pointing to a tall, lean man with dark hair and sharp features.

“Ethan,” he said, indicating a muscular blond man who looked to be in his early thirties.

“And finally, Dylan,” Devin concluded, gesturing to the last man at the table.

I felt my breath catch as I met Dylan’s gaze. He was strikingly handsome, with dark, wavy hair and penetrating hazel eyes. There was something in the way he looked at me—a mixture of authority and empathy—that made my heart race.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Andrea,” Dylan said, his voice low and smooth.

I felt my cheeks flush as I mumbled a greeting, suddenly very aware of my body in the modest yellow dress. The room felt stiflingly warm, and I could feel beads of sweat forming at the nape of my neck.

Just as I thought the introductions were over and I could escape to the relative safety of the kitchen, Bill spoke up, a mischievous glint in his eye.

“So, Andrea,” he said, his tone light but with an undercurrent of something that made me shiver. “I hear you’ve got a date with Devin’s palm after dinner.”

I felt the blood drain from my face as Bill’s words sank in. My legs trembled beneath me, and I was grateful for Lila’s and Lydia’s steadying hands on my elbows.

“I… I…” I stammered, unable to form a coherent response. The room seemed to spin around me, the faces of the men blurring together.

Bill chuckled, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “No need to be shy, sweetheart. We’ve all been there before—well, not me personally, but we’ve seen our fair share of naughty girls get what’s coming to them.”

Travis leaned forward, a predatory grin spreading across his sharp features. “I, for one, am looking forward to the show,” he said, his words full of lust. “Nothing quite like watching a pretty young thing learn her place.”

My breath caught in my throat, a wave of dizziness washing over me. The whole household? They were all going to watch? The persistent, impossible-to-suppress thought of being bent over Devin’s knee with my bottom bared for all to see threatened to overwhelm me. I swayed on my feet, feeling as though I might faint at any moment.

Just as I thought my legs might give out entirely, Dylan’s voice cut through the haze of my panic.

“Come on, guys,” he said, his tone firm but gentle. “Let’s not make this harder for Andrea than it already is. She’s new here, and I’m sure she’s nervous enough without all this teasing.”

I blinked, focusing on Dylan’s face. His hazel eyes met mine, filled with a warmth and understanding that made my heart skip a beat. In that moment, I noticed again just how handsome he was—the strong line of his jaw, the subtle curve of his lips, the way his dark hair fell in soft waves across his forehead.

A sudden surge of affection welled up inside me, catching me off guard with its intensity. Dylan’s kindness, his willingness to stand up for me in front of the others, touched something deep within me. It was a small gesture, perhaps, but in that moment, it meant the world.

“Th-thank you,” I managed to whisper, my voice barely audible.

Dylan smiled, a gentle quirk of his lips that sent a flutter through my stomach. “Don’t mention it,” he said softly. “We all had to adjust when we first came to Cato. It takes time.”

I nodded, grateful for his understanding. But even as I basked in the warmth of Dylan’s kindness, I couldn’t shake the dread that coiled in my gut. Much too soon, the mental image would come true: I would be over Devin’s knee, my backside burning under his palm—and everyone in this room would be watching.

The thought made me want to run, to hide, to do anything to avoid the humiliation that awaited me. Desperation clawed at my throat as the full implications set in. The thought of being spanked was mortifying enough, but to have it done in front of all these people—strangers who would soon have such intimate power over me—was more than I could bear.

“Mr. Weathers,” I blurted out, my voice trembling. “Please, sir. Couldn’t we… couldn’t you punish me in private? In my bedroom, maybe?”

The room fell silent, all eyes on me. I felt my face flame with embarrassment, but I pressed on, words tumbling out in a panicked rush.

“I know I deserve to be punished,” I said, hating the way my voice quavered. “And I… I promise I’ll take whatever you think is right. But please, sir, not in front of everyone. I’ll learn my lesson just as well in private, I swear.”

Devin’s steady blue eyes met mine, his expression unreadable. For a moment, hope fluttered in my chest. Maybe he would show mercy, spare me this public humiliation.

But then he shook his head, his voice firm and unyielding. “I’m afraid that’s not how we do things here, Andrea,” he said. “A public spanking serves two purposes. First, it ensures that you fully understand the consequences of your actions. There’s nothing quite like the shame of having your bottom bared and warmed in front of others to drive a lesson home.”

I flinched at his words, once more, to my dismay, imagining the scene all too vividly. My hands instinctively moved to cover my backside, as if I could somehow shield it from what was to come.

“Second,” Devin continued, his tone softening slightly, “it shows the rest of the household that justice has been served. It reinforces the rules for everyone, not just the person being punished.”

He leaned forward, his gaze intense. “I know it seems harsh, Andrea. But in the long run, this is the best way to make sure you’ll behave in the future. It’s for your own good, truly.”

Tears pricked at my eyes, threatening to spill over. I opened my mouth to protest again, but Devin held up a hand, silencing me.

“That’s enough,” he said, his voice taking on a gruffer edge. “The matter is settled. Now, follow Lila and Lydia to the kitchen. Dinner isn’t getting any warmer, and I won’t have good food go to waste because of your dallying.”

I stood there for a moment, frozen in place by the finality of his words. The reality of my situation crashed over me like a wave—there was no escape, no reprieve. In just a short while, I would be over this man’s knee feeling the sting of his palm as I kicked and squirmed helplessly.

In a fog of shame and fear, I followed Lila and Lydia out of the dining room, my legs trembling beneath me. The kitchen seemed impossibly far away, each step an eternity. The polished hardwood floor creaked softly under our feet, the sound unnaturally loud in the silence that had fallen.

As we reached the doorway to the kitchen, Lydia leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “Remember,” she whispered urgently, “we’re not allowed to speak at the table unless we’re spoken to. Just keep your eyes down and do as you’re told.”

I nodded mutely, my throat too tight to form words. The smell of well-cooked food enveloped us as we entered the kitchen, making my stomach churn with a mixture of hunger and nausea though I knew I should have found it comforting and homey.

Greta stood at the gleaming granite island, an array of steaming dishes spread out before her. Her eyes swept over us critically, lingering on my flushed cheeks and trembling hands.

“Well,” she said briskly, “let’s get this food out while it’s hot. Lila, you take the chicken. Lydia, the dumplings. Andrea, you bring out the vegetables.”

She handed each of us a large, heavy platter. The weight of the dish in my hands anchored me, giving me something tangible to focus on. I inhaled deeply, catching notes of rosemary and onion mingling with the savory scent of perfectly roasted chicken.

We filed out of the kitchen in a silent procession, the delicious aromas wafting ahead of us. As we entered the dining room, I kept my eyes lowered, focusing on the floorboards under my feet. The low murmur of male voices fell silent as we approached the table.

I watched from the corner of my eye as Lila gracefully set the platter of golden-brown chicken in front of Devin. She moved with practiced ease, her movements fluid and demure. But as she leaned forward to place the dish, something happened that made my breath catch in my throat.

Bill, seated to Devin’s right, casually slipped his hand beneath the hem of Lila’s powder-blue dress. I watched in stunned disbelief as his fingers disappeared under the fabric, clearly caressing her thigh and then her little bottom. Lila’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, but she didn’t flinch or pull away. Instead, she continued serving, her movements only slightly less smooth than before. I kept studying her face, noticing that she’d taken her lower lip between her teeth.

I felt my own face grow hot, a mixture of secondhand embarrassment and shock coursing through me. I wondered suddenly if Bill’s fingers had even gone between Lila’s thighs, to remind her of his privileges, as granted by Devin. How could Bill do that so openly? And why didn’t Lila object?

But as she straightened and turned to head back to the kitchen, I caught a glimpse of her expression. To my surprise, beneath the blush that stained her cheeks, I saw a flicker of… pride. My eyes went to Lydia, on the other side of the room. I thought I could tell that she, too, had noticed Bill’s roving hand. Was that envy in the redhead’s eyes? To have an accepted suitor, in Cato, clearly had its satisfactions alongside its indignities.

Once Lila, Lydia, and I had finished serving the men, Greta gestured for us to take our seats at the far end of the long table. I sank into my chair, grateful to be off my shaky legs. The modest yellow dress felt confining as I sat, the fabric pulling taut across my thighs. I tugged at the hem, trying to ensure I was properly covered.

Greta took her place at the foot of the table, directly across from Devin. Her sharp eyes swept over us girls, lingering on me. I felt myself wilting under her scrutiny, hyper-aware of every move I made. Was I sitting up straight enough? Were my elbows off the table? I couldn’t remember all of the etiquette rules my mother had tried to drill into me as a child.

“You may begin,” Devin announced from the head of the table.


CHAPTER 7
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Andrea

The clinking of silverware filled the air as everyone started to eat. The aroma of the roasted chicken made my mouth water, but as I lifted my fork to take a bite, I felt Greta’s gaze boring into me. I glanced up to see her watching me with narrowed eyes, as if waiting for me to make a mistake. My hand trembled slightly as I brought the food to my lips.

The chicken was perfectly cooked, juicy and flavorful. Under different circumstances, I would have savored every bite. But with Greta’s constant surveillance, each mouthful felt like a test. I chewed slowly and carefully, terrified of spilling even a crumb.

At the other end of the table, the men’s voices rose and fell in animated conversation. I tried to focus on what they were saying, hoping it might distract me from my nerves. But the topic—something about the fluctuating price of feed corn—was so far removed from my city life that I quickly lost track.

My mind began to wander, drifting back to the surreal events of the day. Had it really been just this morning that I’d been in my tiny apartment, getting ready for another fruitless job search? Now here I sat, in a modest dress I would never have chosen for myself, about to be spanked like a naughty child in front of a room full of strangers. The contrast was so stark it felt almost dreamlike.

I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t realize someone had addressed me until Greta cleared her throat pointedly. I looked up, blinking in confusion, to find everyone at the table staring at me expectantly.

“I… I’m sorry,” I stammered, feeling my cheeks grow hot. “What was that?”

Dylan’s kind eyes met mine from across the table. “I was just asking if you’d heard anything about the new robofarms, living in the city,” he repeated, a gentle smile playing at his lips.

I opened my mouth to respond, but my mind went blank. Robofarms? I vaguely recalled seeing something on the news about automated agriculture, but the details escaped me. As I hesitated, I noticed Devin’s brow furrowing, his blue eyes narrowing slightly. The other men exchanged glances, their expressions darkening. Even Dylan’s kind smile faltered, replaced by a look of disappointment.

My heart raced as I realized my silence was being interpreted as disrespect or disinterest. Panic bubbled up inside me, threatening to choke off my words entirely. I had to say something, anything, to salvage the situation.

“I… I’m afraid I don’t know much about farming,” I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper. The words felt inadequate, clumsy on my tongue. I could feel the weight of everyone’s stares, the tension in the room palpable.

Greta’s disapproving ‘tsk’ from the other end of the table made me flinch. I gripped my fork tightly, my knuckles turning white as I struggled to continue. The yellow fabric of my dress suddenly felt suffocating, clinging to my skin as a bead of sweat trickled down my spine.

“But,” I rushed on, my face burning so hot I was sure it must be visible even in the dim light of the dining room, “I know how important agriculture is. Without farmers, none of us would have food on our tables.” I paused, taking a deep breath to steady myself. The scent of rosemary from the chicken still lingering in the air seemed to give me a moment’s clarity. “I’m… I’m really interested in learning more about it, especially the new technologies being developed.”

To my immense relief and surprise, the men’s expressions began to soften. Devin’s frown melted away, replaced by a look of cautious approval. Bill and Hank exchanged nods, while Travis’s and Ethan’s stern faces relaxed into something closer to curiosity.

But it was Dylan’s reaction that truly caught my attention. His hazel eyes lit up, a warm smile spreading across his handsome features. The sight made my heart skip a beat, a fluttery feeling blossoming in my chest.

“That’s a great attitude, Andrea,” Dylan said, his voice rich with enthusiasm. “As it happens, Selecta just sent us a new breakthrough in their automated harvesting technology.” He leaned forward slightly, his passion for the subject evident in every word. “They’ve developed a new type of combine that can not only harvest multiple types of crops, but also analyze soil conditions and plant health in real-time.”

As Dylan spoke, I found myself genuinely intrigued. The way he described the complex machinery made it sound almost magical, a perfect fusion of nature and technology. I leaned in, eager to hear more, momentarily forgetting my earlier embarrassment and the punishment that still loomed in my future.

“That’s fascinating,” I said, a bit surprised to find I meant it.

Dylan’s eyes sparkled with enthusiasm as he delved deeper into the subject. “The new combine uses advanced AI algorithms to optimize its harvesting patterns,” he explained, gesturing animatedly. “It can detect subtle variations in crop density and, like, adjust its speed and cutting height in real-time. It means we can harvest, I don’t know, maybe even thirty percent more efficiently than with the last model.”

I realized suddenly how far I’d leaned forward, so captivated by Dylan’s words that I’d lost track of my posture. The tension that had knotted my shoulders began to ease as I lost myself in his vivid description.

“But that’s not all,” Dylan said, glancing over at Devin as if to confirm that his boss didn’t mind him going on about this stuff. Devin nodded approvingly, and Dylan went on, his voice rich with excitement. “It’s got these onboard sensors that analyze soil composition and moisture levels, and they even detect early signs of pest infestations or nutrient deficiencies. It’s like having a team of scientists working around the clock, providing us with data we can use to optimize our crop yields for years to come.”

As Dylan spoke, I could almost see the gleaming machine in my mind’s eye—a behemoth of steel and circuitry, rolling through endless fields of golden wheat. I imagined the whir of its processors, the constant stream of data flowing through its systems, all working in harmony to bring food to tables across the country.

Part of me realized my newfound interest in agriculture must come from how handsome Dylan was and how eager I was to keep myself from thinking about what would happen after dinner. Another part thought, Well, it really is pretty interesting, though, right?

“Of course,” Dylan added with a self-deprecating chuckle, “I’m probably boring you with all these technical details. I tend to get carried away when it comes to⁠—”

“No!” I exclaimed, my voice ringing out louder than I’d intended in my eagerness. I sounded a little desperate even to myself, but I really did want to hear everything Dylan had to say. I continued, my mouth on some kind of automatic pilot, “I mean, you’re not boring me at all. I can tell how important this is, not just for your farm but for the future of agriculture as a whole. It’s, you know, really cool, and I…”

As I babbled on, I suddenly realized I’d made a mistake. I’d spoken out of turn, interrupting Dylan and breaking the rule of silence Lydia had warned me about. The room fell deathly quiet, and I felt the weight of everyone’s stares once again.

Greta’s sharp voice cut through the silence like a knife. “Andrea,” she scolded, her tone icy, “we do not interrupt when others are speaking. It’s rude and unbecoming of a proper young lady.”

I felt my face flame with embarrassment, my earlier excitement evaporating in an instant. “I’m sorry,” I whispered, my eyes fixed firmly on my plate. “I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“I’m going to have to spank you a little longer for that outburst, honey,” Devin’s deep voice rumbled from the head of the table. “Interruptions will not be tolerated in this household.”

My heart plummeted at his words. The spanking that awaited me after dinner suddenly loomed larger in my mind even than it had on the bus, when I’d heard Officer Porter’s words, the bare-bottom kind, on autoplay in my brain. Terror gripped me. I’d managed to make my punishment worse before it had even begun.

“It’s alright,” Dylan interjected quickly, his voice gentle. “I appreciate Andrea’s enthusiasm. It’s refreshing to see someone take an interest.”

Dylan’s kind words brought a little surge of warmth to my chest, but they did nothing to ease the dread that had settled in my stomach like a lead weight. I stared down at my plate, barely seeing the half-eaten chicken and vegetables through the tears that welled up in my eyes. A single droplet escaped, sliding down my cheek and splashing onto the white tablecloth.

The room fell silent, the only sound the soft clink of silverware as the others continued eating. I could feel their eyes on me, a mixture of pity and curiosity that made my skin crawl. My shoulders shook with suppressed sobs as I desperately tried to regain control of my emotions.

“Oh, honey,” Greta’s voice, surprisingly gentle, broke the silence. I looked up, blinking away tears to see her expression had softened, her earlier sternness replaced by something almost maternal. “It’s just a spanking, not the end of the world. We’ve all been there before.”

Her words, meant to be comforting, only served to heighten my distress. Just a spanking? The casual way she said it, as if it were a normal, everyday occurrence, made my stomach churn. In my world—my old world—spankings were something from the history books, not a real punishment doled out to adult women.

Greta turned to Lila and Lydia, her tone brisk once more. “Girls, clear the table now. And fetch dessert from the kitchen.”

Lila and Lydia sprang into action. They gathered the plates and serving dishes quickly, stacking them carefully before heading to the kitchen.

As they worked, I couldn’t help but marvel at their composure. How many times had they sat through dinners like this, knowing that afterward, one of them would be bent over a knee for punishment? The thought made me shudder, a fresh wave of tears threatening to spill over.

Devin’s deep voice cut through my spiraling thoughts. “Andrea,” he said, his tone firm but not unkind. “Usually, a girl who’s going to be spanked doesn’t get dessert.”

I looked up at him, my vision blurry with unshed tears. His blue eyes met mine, and I saw a flicker of something—was it sympathy?—in their depths.

“But,” he continued, his voice softening slightly, “since it’s your first night here, and you’re still adjusting, I suppose we can make an exception. You can have some dessert tonight, if you’d like.”

His words should have been a relief, a small kindness in the face of my impending punishment. Instead, they only served to remind me of how much my life had changed in the span of a day.

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my voice. “I… I don’t want any dessert,” I said, aiming for a neutral, detached tone but hearing the slight quaver in my words. “Thank you.”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I knew I’d made another terrible mistake. Devin’s blue eyes hardened, his jaw clenching visibly. The other men exchanged glances, their expressions a mixture of surprise and disapproval.

Greta’s sharp intake of breath cut through the silence. “Andrea,” she said, her voice low and warning. “Mr. Weathers has offered you a kindness. It’s not your place to refuse.”

The full weight of my error crashed down upon me. In my desperate attempt to assert some small measure of control, I’d only managed to dig myself deeper. My heart raced, pounding so hard I was sure everyone at the table must be able to hear it.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted out, my earlier attempt at coolness evaporating like mist in the summer sun. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean… I mean, I’d love some dessert. Thank you. Thank you, sir.” The words tumbled out in a panicked rush, my voice rising in pitch with each syllable.

Devin regarded me silently for a long moment, his piercing gaze seeming to see right through me. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and measured. “Andrea, come here.”

My legs felt like lead as I pushed back from the table, the scrape of my chair against the hardwood floor unnaturally loud in the tense silence. I stood on shaky legs, smoothing down the front of my yellow dress with trembling hands. The short walk to the head of the table seemed to stretch on forever, each step bringing me closer to my impending humiliation.

As I reached Devin’s side, I kept my eyes downcast, focusing on the intricate pattern of the Oriental rug beneath my feet. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell the subtle notes of his cologne mingling with the lingering aroma of the meal.

“Look at me,” Devin commanded softly.

Slowly, I raised my eyes to meet his. The intensity of his gaze made me want to shrink away, but I forced myself to hold steady.

“Your willfulness needs to be addressed immediately,” he said, his voice calm but firm. “We can’t wait until after dessert for your lesson to begin.”


CHAPTER 8
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Dylan

Surely before Andrea could even process Devin’s words, the elder’s hands were at her waist. My own heart rate sped up a bit as in one swift motion, Devin grasped the hem of the lovely girl’s dress and began to lift it. Andrea gasped, her hands instinctively moving to stop him, but a sharp look from Devin froze her in place.

“Arms at your sides,” he ordered.

Andrea complied, her trembling arms falling limply along her bewitchingly curved hips. I watched, my pulse quickening, as Devin slowly raised her yellow dress, exposing more and more of her shapely legs. The modest white cotton panties came into view, clinging to the curves of her hips and bottom.

Devin didn’t stop there. He continued lifting the dress until it was bunched around Andrea’s waist, fully revealing her underwear and the soft, pale skin of her thighs. Andrea’s face burned crimson, her eyes wide with mortification as she stood revealed before the entire table. With practiced hands, Devin rolled the fabric and tucked it to ensure Andrea’s skirt would stay raised.

“Now,” Devin said calmly, “I want you to lower your panties.”

Andrea’s breath caught audibly. “P-please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Not here, not in front of everyone.”

Devin’s expression hardened. “You were warned about what to expect, Andrea. Now do as you’re told.”

With shaking hands, Andrea grasped the waistband of her panties. She hesitated for a moment, then slowly began to lower them. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as the white cotton slid down her thighs, revealing the rounded curves of her bottom and a glimpse of golden curls between her legs.

Once her panties were around her knees, Devin spoke again. “That’s enough. Tomorrow, Greta will teach you how to shave your privates so you’re properly bare down there. Now, I want you to go stand in the corner of the living room. Face the wall, hands on your head. You’ll stay there until we’ve finished dessert, thinking about why you’re being punished.”

Andrea nodded mutely, tears glistening in her eyes. As she turned to leave, her gaze briefly met mine. The mixture of shame, fear, and something else—something deeper and more primal—in her blue eyes made my breath catch. I felt a surge of sympathy for her, mixed with an undeniable arousal at the sight of her partial nudity.

As Andrea shuffled awkwardly out of the room, hampered by the panties around her knees, the other men at the table exchanged knowing glances. Travis and Ethan, in particular, seemed to be eyeing Andrea’s retreating form with keen interest.

“My, my,” Travis murmured, a wolfish grin spreading across his face. “She’s quite the little package, isn’t she? Those breasts, that rear end… I gotta say I’m looking forward to trying out that pretty mouth after her spanking.”

My eyes flicked to the other end of the table, where Lila and Lydia had gone red in the face at this mention of the sequel to a correction in Devin’s household. Greta regarded Travis with a look of matronly reproach, but she wouldn’t have been the perfect partner for Devin that she was if she didn’t also have a twinkle in her brown eyes; Greta enjoyed the submissive elements of her husband’s old-fashioned lessons as much as he did.

A glance at Bill and Hank revealed an equal relish in the thought of the part Lila and Lydia would play, while Andrea had her spanking, and afterwards, upstairs in the girls’ bedrooms. A punishment in our boss’ household brought a good deal of pleasure to everyone—including even the penitent young woman, if she showed she had learned her lesson.

Ethan nodded in agreement. “I’m going to enjoy training her, when it’s my turn,” he said, his voice thick with lust.

I felt a flare of possessiveness at their words, surprising myself with its intensity. Before I could examine the feeling too closely, Devin spoke up.

“She certainly is a beauty,” he agreed, his tone matter-of-fact. “I’m guessing you’ll each want a date?”

“Sure will, Devin,” I told him, secure at least in the fact that as the senior associate I would have the first chance at taking Andrea out. “And I have to say I’m going to do my best to make sure Travis and Ethan have to wait for Selecta to send you your next housemaid before they get a shot.”
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Andrea

I tried to think of anything but my bare backside. I did my best to remember what the wheat fields had looked like as the bus brought me to Cato, how I had sung show tunes to accompany them. For a second or two I thought it had worked, because that made me think of Dylan, and how he had lit up as he told me about the new combine thing. Then I remembered that he could probably see me from his seat at the table, because of the way the dining room opened from the living room, and my whole body seemed to blush as hot as the sun.

That, in turn, made me think of the worst thing of all—what Travis had said, the words I had just barely caught as I shuffled my way to the corner where I stood with my hands on my head, my skirt above my hips, and my panties around my knees. Surely I wouldn’t have to do that on my very first night?

I swallowed so hard it hurt as I had a sudden flashback to Carlos, and a wild, mortifying thought rose into my mind. You’re a cocksucker, Andrea. Carlos enjoyed you that way, didn’t he? And you let him, because you…

Because I had liked it. To my horror, I felt myself clench between my thighs. I felt warmth spread down there, where Devin had so matter-of-factly decreed that I would learn to keep myself bare, from tomorrow on.

I squeezed my eyes shut, willing myself not to cry. But a few hot tears escaped despite my best efforts, trickling down my cheeks. How had I ended up here? Just this morning I had been an independent woman with dreams and ambitions. Now I stood in the corner like a naughty child, about to be spanked in front of a room full of strangers who would soon have intimate power over me.

The worst part was the confusing tangle of emotions churning inside me. Fear and shame warred with the unwelcome, impossible-to-ignore arousal. My face burned as I remembered the way Dylan had looked at me, a mixture of sympathy and hunger in his eyes. And Travis’s crude comment about using my mouth came back, echoing in my brain… I shuddered, horrified by the way my body responded to the thought.

I don’t want it, I told myself fiercely. I’m not… that kind of person. I don’t enjoy… this.

But even as I thought it, I felt the warmth spreading further between my thighs. My nipples had hardened to stiff peaks, clearly visible through the thin fabric of my dress when I looked down. I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of how naked I was.

My mind whirling with these wayward thoughts, I listened to the rest of the household have their dessert. The clink of forks against plates and the low murmur of conversation drifted from the dining room. I caught snatches of words—something about crop yields and market prices—but I couldn’t focus on the details. Every nerve in my body seemed attuned to my exposed state, to the gently moving air on my bare skin.

I heard Greta compliment Lila on the apple pie, her voice warm with motherly affection. The other men chimed in with their approval, and I felt a pang of envy. Would I ever earn that kind of praise? Or would I always be the naughty new girl, the one who couldn’t seem to do anything but make her willfulness even worse?

Time seemed to stretch endlessly as I stood there, my arms aching from being held above my head for so long. I longed to lower them, to rub some feeling back into my tingling fingers, but I didn’t dare disobey Devin’s orders.

Finally, I heard the scrape of chairs being pushed back from the table. Lila’s and Lydia’s soft footsteps moved back and forth as they cleared the dishes. The gentle clink of china and the splash of water in the sink provided a mundane counterpoint to the surreal situation I found myself in.

“Well.” Devin’s deep voice cut through the domestic sounds. “I suppose we might as well get Andrea’s punishment over with.”

My heart began to race, pounding so hard I was sure everyone must be able to hear it. I listened with mounting dread as the household made their way into the living room. The rustle of fabric and furniture noises informed me they were settling in to watch my humiliation.

Unable to bear the suspense any longer, I turned to look over my shoulder. But before I could catch more than a glimpse of the assembled group, Devin’s gruff voice stopped me cold.

“Face the wall until I’m ready to punish you, Andrea,” he ordered sternly. “You already have extra coming. Don’t make it worse.”

I whipped my head back around, pressing my forehead against the cool plaster of the wall. Tears pricked at my eyes as I realized how foolish I’d been to think I could get away with even that small act of defiance.

I felt faint with the conflicting thoughts and feelings running through my mind and body. I realized I had caught Dylan’s eye before I turned back to the wall, and the lingering image—the mixture of sympathy and hunger I had seen in his face—made my heart race even faster.

I heard Bill call Lila over to him, and Hank call Lydia over to him. Then I heard fabric rustling, and what I thought might be the sound of a zipper. My breath caught in my throat, my cheeks burning as I wondered desperately what I would see when I turned around.

The seconds ticked by agonizingly slowly. I strained my ears, trying to make sense of the soft sounds behind me. There were muffled whispers, the creak of furniture, more fabric sounds. My imagination ran wild, conjuring all sorts of mortifying scenarios.

At last, Devin’s deep voice broke the tense silence. “Andrea, turn around and come over to me.”

With my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat, I slowly turned to face the room. My eyes widened as I took in the scene before me.

Devin sat in a high-backed wooden chair in the center of the room, his muscular frame exuding an aura of authority. His blue eyes were fixed on me, his expression stern but not unkind. His large, callused hands rested on the arms of the chair, a subtle reminder of the punishment to come.

The associates were seated on the big couches that flanked Devin’s chair. Greta occupied an armchair off to the side, her posture prim and proper as she watched me with a mixture of disapproval and something that looked almost like anticipation.

But it was the sight of Lila and Lydia that made my breath catch in my throat. They were kneeling at their suitors’ feet, their expressions a blend of submission and arousal. For a moment, I couldn’t comprehend what I was seeing. Then, with a jolt of shock, I realized that Bill’s and Hank’s cocks were exposed and erect, jutting from their flies like upright sentinels. Lila and Lydia were nuzzling the rigid penises, their cheeks flushed and eyes half-lidded with desire.

I felt my face flame with embarrassment and unwelcome arousal. My gaze darted around the room, not knowing where to look. Travis and Ethan were watching Lila and Lydia with undisguised lust, while Dylan’s eyes were fixed on me, his expression unreadable.

Devin’s voice cut through my stunned paralysis. “Andrea, stop gawking and come here,” he ordered firmly. “You’ll be on your knees too, after your spanking.”


CHAPTER 9
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Andrea

My legs felt like jelly as I shuffled toward Devin, acutely aware of my raised dress and lowered panties. The air on my bare skin made me shiver, goosebumps rising along my thighs and bottom.

As I reached him, he grasped my wrist and pulled me forward, guiding me to stand between his spread knees. His touch sent a jolt of electricity through me, a whirling mixture of fear and arousal swelling below my tummy.

Gazing up at me sternly, he spoke in a matter-of-fact tone.

“Andrea, honey, before we begin your punishment, I need to check something.”

My breath caught as his large hand moved between my trembling thighs. I gasped as I felt his fingers probe my pussy. To my utter mortification, I could tell from the movement of his fingertips that I was slick with arousal.

Devin tsked softly. “Just as I thought. You’re soaking wet, you naughty girl.” His blue eyes bored into mine. “Selecta sent you here for a reason, Andrea. You’re just like Lila and Lydia—a submissive little thing who needs a firm hand.”

“No,” I protested weakly. “That’s not true. I’m not…”

But even as I denied it, I felt a surge of heat between my legs. Devin’s fingers continued their intimate exploration, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through me.

“Your body says otherwise,” Devin said firmly. “Don’t worry, I’ll spank that arousal right out of you. But we both know it will be back. Because deep down, this is what you need.”

I felt faint, the room spinning around me. This couldn’t be happening. With a burst of desperate energy, I tried to pull away from Devin’s grasp. But his grip on my wrist was like iron.

“None of that now,” he scolded. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Panicked, I looked to Greta, silently pleading for help. But her expression held only stern approval as she watched her husband prepare to punish me.

Devin’s fingers probed deeper, exploring my most intimate areas. I squirmed, torn between revulsion and an unwelcome thrill at his touch.

“My, my,” Devin murmured. “This is a tight little puss, Andrea. The man who takes your virginity is gonna have a real good time.”

His crude words sent a jolt through me. With a burst of panicked energy, I tried once more to wrench away. But Devin was ready. His strong hands gripped my waist, effortlessly maneuvering me to the side and pulling me down across his lap.

I found myself draped over his muscular thighs, my bottom raised and furnished for my punishment. My heart raced, blood rushing in my ears. This was really happening.

Without warning, Devin’s palm cracked down hard on my bare bottom. I cried out at the sharp sting. Before I could catch my breath, five more rapid swats followed in quick succession. The pain bloomed across my backside, radiating outward in waves of heat.

I barely had time to process the spanking before I felt Devin’s hand between my thighs again. His fingers found my pussy, still embarrassingly wet. He began to work me skillfully, stroking and teasing.

To my horror, I felt pleasure building, warring with the lingering sting of the spanking. A strangled cry escaped my lips—pain, arousal, and shame all mingled together in one confused sound.

“You’re going to have to admit it, Andrea,” Devin said firmly, his hand resting on my stinging bottom. “You need to acknowledge that you’re the kind of girl who needs spanking.”

I shook my head vehemently, tears streaming down my flushed cheeks. “No,” I sobbed. “I won’t say it. I’m not that kind of girl. I’m not!”

Devin sighed, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my sensitive skin. “I was hoping we could do this the easy way, but I see you need more convincing.”

Without further warning, his palm cracked down hard on my bare bottom. I cried out at the sharp sting, my body jerking involuntarily. But this time, instead of a flurry of rapid swats, Devin set a slow, deliberate pace.

Smack!

The sound echoed through the room, followed by my pained gasp. I had a moment to process the burning sensation before the next blow fell.

Smack!

Each spank was carefully placed, covering every inch of my upturned backside. The slow rhythm was almost worse than the earlier barrage, allowing me to fully experience the pain of each individual swat before the next one landed.

As Devin continued my punishment, I became aware of other sounds in the room. Wet, slurping noises and muffled moans reached my ears. With a jolt of mortification, I realized what I was hearing.

I turned my head slightly, my tear-filled eyes confirming what my ears had told me. Lila and Lydia were still on their knees, their heads bobbing as they pleasured their suitors. Bill had his hand tangled in Lila’s chestnut hair, guiding her movements as she took him deep into her mouth. Hank’s eyes were closed in bliss, his hips making small thrusting motions as Lydia worked her tongue along his shaft.

The sight and sounds of their oral ministrations provided a lewd counterpoint to my punishment. Each crack of Devin’s hand against my flesh was punctuated by a moan or a gasp from the men being serviced.

Smack!

“Ohhh, that’s it, Lila,” Bill groaned. “Take it all the way down.”

Smack!

“Use your tongue more, Lydia,” Hank instructed breathlessly. “Yes, just like that.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, overwhelmed by the sensory assault. The sting of the spanking, the obscene noises, the lingering arousal between my thighs—it all swirled together in a dizzying maelstrom of sensation.

Devin’s voice cut through my haze of pain and humiliation. “Are you ready to admit it yet, Andrea? Are you ready to accept what you are?”

I shook my head again, but with less conviction than before. Devin spanked me hard, on my right cheek, then on my left, then on my right upper thigh, then on my left, steadily, relentlessly.

Sobbing and burning with shame and pain, I suddenly had an utterly new feeling of detachment, as if the spanking was happening to another girl, a girl who really did need it. The sting of each smack seemed to radiate through my entire body, setting every nerve ending alight. But along with the pain came a strange, warm glow that spread from my punished bottom to my core.

To my astonishment, I realized that despite the pain, it also felt… good. The rhythm of Devin’s palm against my flesh became almost hypnotic. Each blow sent a jolt through me, making me squirm and gasp. But beneath the pain was an undercurrent of that something else I didn’t want to acknowledge—the tingling warmth that rose low in my belly.

I tried desperately to push the idea away yet again. I’m not enjoying this, I told myself fiercely. I’m not that kind of girl. I don’t need this.

But even as I denied it, my body betrayed me. I could feel wetness gathering between my thighs, my nipples hardening against the fabric of my dress. My hips shifted almost imperceptibly, seeking more contact with Devin’s lap.

Then, like a bolt of lightning, a new realization struck me. I didn’t have to admit it to myself at all. Devin had given me no choice. Whether I accepted it or not, whether I wanted it or not, this was happening. I was bent over this man’s knee, being spanked like a naughty child while others watched and took their own pleasure.

The room seemed to tilt and spin around me as this truth sank in. The sounds of Lila and Lydia pleasuring their suitors mingled with the sharp cracks of Devin’s palm against my flesh. The scent of arousal hung heavy in the air, mixing with the lingering aroma of dinner and a faint, incongruous trace of furniture polish.

I became acutely aware of every sensation—the rough fabric of Devin’s trousers against my bare skin, the air on my offered bottom, the way my breasts swayed slightly with each impact. Time seemed to stretch and warp, each moment lasting an eternity yet somehow flying by in a blur.

My mind drifted, separating from the physical sensations. I saw myself as if from a distance—a young woman with tousled blonde hair and tearstained cheeks, draped over the lap of a stern-faced man. Her bottom was a bright cherry red, quivering slightly with each new spank. Her hands clenched and unclenched spasmodically at her sides, her toes curling against the hardwood floor.

Was this really me? How had I ended up here? The girl in my mind’s eye looked so small, so vulnerable. Yet there was something in her expression—a mixture of pain, shame, and dawning acceptance—that resonated deep within me.

As the spanking continued, each stinging slap seemed to chip away at my resistance. The pain blurred with the unwelcome pleasure, melting together into an overwhelming tide of sensation that threatened to sweep me away. I felt myself slipping, my defenses crumbling under the relentless onslaught.

“Are you ready to admit it now, Andrea?” Devin asked sharply. “Are you ready to accept what you are?”

I opened my mouth, intending to deny it once more. But something had shifted inside me. The words stuck in my throat, choking me. I gasped for air, tears streaming down my face.

“I… I…” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

Smack! Another sharp blow landed on my burning bottom.

“Say it,” Devin commanded.

The room seemed to hold its breath. Even Lila and Lydia paused in their lewd ministrations, all eyes on me. I could feel the weight of their stares, the expectation hanging heavy in the air.

“I’m…” I choked out, the words feeling foreign on my tongue. “I’m the kind of girl who… who needs spanking.”

As soon as the admission left my lips, I felt a strange sense of relief wash over me. It was as if a dam had broken, releasing a flood of emotions I’d been holding back.

“Good girl,” Devin said, his tone softening slightly. “That’s a good girl, Andrea.”

To my dismay, a wave of submissive pride rose in my chest at his praise. I felt a warm glow spread through me, separate from the burning in my bottom. Part of me recoiled at this reaction, horrified that I could feel anything positive about this situation. But another part—a part I told myself I didn’t have to really acknowledge—basked in the approval.

Devin continued spanking me, but his pace slowed. Each smack was punctuated by words of encouragement.

“That’s it, Andrea. Good girl. You’re learning.”

Smack!

“See how much better it feels to accept what you are?”

Smack!

“You’re doing so well, honey. I’m proud of you.”

As the praise washed over me, my mind began to wander. Unbidden, an image of Dylan rose in my thoughts. I pictured him watching me, his hazel eyes fixed on my reddened bottom. Did he think I was a good girl too? The idea sent a thrill through me, equal parts mortification and excitement.

I wondered what Dylan’s hand would feel like spanking me. Would his touch be gentler than Devin’s, or would he be just as firm? Did he want to spank me? Did he envy Devin even now? I imagined Dylan pulling me over his knee, his strong hands positioning me just so. The mental image made me squirm, a fresh wave of heat flooding my pussy.

Lost in the forbidden fantasy, I almost didn’t notice when Devin abruptly stopped spanking me.

Devin’s hand rested on my burning bottom, the heat from my punished flesh radiating against his palm. I lay draped over his lap, panting and dizzy from the overwhelming sensations. The room seemed to spin around me, my world narrowed to the point of contact between Devin’s hand and my sensitive skin.

“Greta,” Devin’s deep voice rumbled above me, “what do you think? Has our new girl earned herself a little reward?”

I held my breath, hardly daring to move. Reward? What could he possibly mean?

Greta’s crisp voice rang out from across the room. “I believe she has, dear. Andrea’s made good progress tonight. A small reward would reinforce the lesson, I think.”


CHAPTER 10
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Andrea

Before I could process Greta’s words, I felt Devin’s hand slide from my bottom to the junction of my thighs. His thick fingers probed gently, finding me embarrassingly wet. I squirmed, torn between the urge to pull away and the traitorous desire to press back against his touch.

“My, my,” Devin murmured, his fingers exploring my slick folds. “Someone’s certainly excited. I think you’ll enjoy your reward, Andrea.”

Without warning, he began to stroke me in earnest. His callused fingertips found my clit, circling it with practiced ease. Jolts of pleasure shot through me, making me gasp and writhe on his lap.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt. The lingering sting of the spanking seemed to heighten every sensation, each touch sending sparks of electricity through my nervous system. My hips moved of their own accord, rocking against Devin’s hand in a primal rhythm.

“That’s it, honey,” Devin encouraged, his voice low and soothing. “Just let go and enjoy it. You’ve earned this.”

A small, defiant part of me wanted to resist, to pull away and deny the pleasure he was giving me. But a much larger part—a part that seemed to be growing with each passing second—reveled in the sensations.

I have no choice, I told myself, grasping desperately for some way to rationalize what was happening. This is just part of my punishment. I have to accept it.

To my mingled distress and wild joy, that thought only seemed to intensify the pleasure. The idea that I was helpless, that I had to submit to whatever Devin chose to do to me, sent a fresh surge of arousal through my body. My clit throbbed under his ministrations, my pussy clenching around nothing as waves of heat rolled through me.

As Devin’s fingers worked their magic, my mind began to wander. Without conscious thought, an image of Dylan rose in my mind’s eye. I pictured his handsome face, his kind hazel eyes darkened with desire. In my fantasy, it was Dylan’s hand between my legs, Dylan’s lap I was draped over.

The intensity of sensation built rapidly, a white-hot pressure coiling tighter and tighter in my lower belly. I’d felt something similar before, with Carlos. I’d even thought I’d had an orgasm. This felt different—deeper, more all-encompassing. My entire body tingled, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.

“Oh god,” I gasped, my hips bucking against Devin’s hand. “Oh god, oh god…”

The fantasy of Dylan merged with the reality of Devin’s touch, creating a dizzying swirl of sensation. I was vaguely aware of the others watching, of Lila’s and Lydia’s muffled moans as they pleasured their suitors, but it all faded into the background as the pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak.

And then, like a dam bursting, it broke.

Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me, more intense than anything I’d ever experienced. My body convulsed, back arching as I cried out in helpless pleasure. Colors exploded behind my eyelids, my fingers and toes curling as the orgasm ripped through me.

It seemed to go on forever, each pulse of bliss followed by another, and another. I writhed on Devin’s lap, lost in a haze of sensation. Dimly, I realized I was babbling, a stream of “thank you, thank you, thank you” falling from my lips between gasping moans.

As the intensity began to ebb, I became aware of Devin’s hand moving from between my legs to my bottom. He rubbed gentle circles on my tender flesh, soothing the lingering sting of the spanking. His other hand stroked my back, the touch unexpectedly comforting.

“Such a good girl,” Devin murmured, his deep voice warm with approval. “You came so hard for me, Andrea. So beautifully submissive.”

I lay draped over his lap, boneless and panting. My mind felt fuzzy, struggling to process what had just happened. Had I really just had my first true orgasm, bent over this man’s knee with an audience watching? The thought should have mortified me, but in that moment, I felt only a deep sense of satisfaction and release.

As my breathing slowly returned to normal, I became aware of my surroundings once more. The room was filled with the sounds of heavy breathing and quiet moans. Lila and Lydia were still on their knees, their heads bobbing as they continued to pleasure Bill and Hank.

With a start, I realized the other associates had taken their cocks out as well. Travis, Ethan, and Dylan all had their erect members in hand, stroking themselves as they watched me. The sight sent a fresh jolt of arousal through me, even as part of me recoiled in shock.

Dylan’s eyes met mine, his gaze intense and hungry. I felt a blush creep up my cheeks, but I couldn’t deny the aftershock his expression caused between my thighs, or the way it made my hips buck over Devin’s knee, as if in search of more friction from his correcting hand.

That too-knowing hand, though, continued to rub soothing circles on my tender bottom as the whole-body quivering of my intense orgasm slowly faded. My mind felt hazy, overwhelmed by the conflicting emotions and sensations coursing through my body. The sting of the spanking mingled with the lingering pleasure, creating a mixture that continued to dizzy and disorient me.

“It’s time to start learning more about your duties, Andrea, honey,” Devin murmured, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine.

I blinked, trying to focus on his words through the fog of post-orgasmic bliss. Duties? I tried to tell myself I had no idea what he could possibly mean. My heart rate, which had just begun to slow, picked up again as a fresh wave of anxiety washed over me, as I remembered the table talk about what would happen after my punishment.

From the corner of my eye, I saw movement. Bill and Hank had gotten to their feet, their erect cocks jutting proudly from their open flies. Lila and Lydia remained on their knees, looking up at their suitors with a mixture of adoration and anticipation in their eyes. The sight made my breath catch in my throat even as I tried to tell myself that I had misinterpreted, that I wouldn’t be in that position… or not soon, not tonight.

Hank cleared his throat, drawing my attention. His face was serious though his eyes seemed bright with arousal as he addressed Devin.

“That was quite a spanking, Devin,” he said, his voice appreciative and slightly amused. “You really know how to handle a willful girl.”

Devin chuckled, the sound reverberating through his chest and into my body where I still lay draped across his lap. “Years of practice, Hank. You’ll get there.”

Hank nodded, then seemed to steel himself. He stood up straighter, his expression becoming more serious. “Speaking of which, Devin, I have a formal request to make.”

The room fell silent, a palpable tension filling the air. Even Lila and Lydia, still on their knees, seemed to hold their breath in anticipation.

“I’d like to become Lydia’s accepted suitor,” Hank continued, his voice steady despite the gravity of his words. “And, if you’ll allow it, I’d like to take her remaining virginities tonight.”

My eyes widened at his bold request. I glanced at Lydia, expecting to see shock or fear on her face. Instead, I saw a deep blush spreading across her cheeks, her eyes shining with what looked like excitement and longing.

Devin’s hand stilled on my bottom as he considered Hank’s words. The silence stretched on, broken only by the sound of my own rapid breathing and the quiet hum of the air conditioning.

“That’s a big step, Hank,” Devin said at last, his tone measured. “Are you sure you’re ready for that level of responsibility? Being an accepted suitor means more than just enjoying Lydia’s body. It means guiding her, disciplining her properly and thoroughly.”

Hank nodded solemnly, his eyes meeting Devin’s with unwavering determination. “I’m sure, Devin,” he said, his voice steady and confident. “I’ve been courting Lydia for months now, and I believe we’re both ready for this next step.”

He paused, glancing down at Lydia with a mixture of affection and possessiveness that made my breath catch. “I’ve paid close attention to the principles of discipline that you and Greta have taught. I’ve seen how you follow the instincts nature put in you, and I’m certain I can do the same when Lydia steps out of line, to help her return to obedience.”

Hank’s hand moved to rest on Lydia’s head, his fingers tangling gently in her auburn hair. “More important, I understand that true discipline comes from a place of love and guidance. It’s not just about punishment, but about molding Lydia into the best submissive wife she can be.”

As he spoke, I couldn’t help but notice the way Lydia leaned into his touch, her eyes closing in contentment. There was an intimacy between them that went beyond the physical, a connection that seemed to transcend what until this morning I would have called the unusual circumstances of their relationship.

Devin nodded slowly, a thoughtful expression on his face. “You’ve certainly shown great promise, Hank. Your dedication to learning the rules of my household has been admirable.” He paused, his hand resuming its gentle circles on my still-tender bottom. “And I must admit, Lydia has flourished under your guidance these past few months.”

My mind reeled at the implication for my own life. Months under a suitor’s command, learning to please him? The thought should have horrified me, but instead, I felt a strange mélange of fear and fascination.

“Very well,” Devin said at last, his voice carrying the weight of authority. “Hank, you’ve proven yourself a trustworthy associate. You have my permission to become Lydia’s accepted suitor.”

A visible shiver ran through Lydia’s body at these words. Her eyes flew open, meeting Hank’s with a look of pure adoration.

“Furthermore,” Devin continued, “you may take Lydia up to her room now and fuck her as you please. Her remaining virginities are yours to claim.”

I couldn’t suppress a little whimpering gasp at the sudden frankness, the brutal coarseness, with which Devin had granted Lydia’s body to Hank’s dominant will.

“Easy there, honey,” Devin said, his hand squeezing my bottom firmly, as if as a reminder that I, too, belonged to him from today.

I watched Hank’s grip tightened in Lydia’s hair, causing her to whimper softly. “Thank you, Devin,” he said, his voice husky with desire. “I promise to take good care of her.”

As Hank helped Lydia to her feet, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them. The way Lydia moved, graceful and eager despite her obvious nervousness, stirred something deep within me. I imagined what awaited her upstairs—Hank’s hands on her body, his quiet but firm commands to strip, to bend, to spread herself for him. His manhood thrusting hard and Lydia’s lip between her teeth as she had her first fucking. My face burned at the images as if I had stuck it into a blazing fire, but I couldn’t stop seeing them.

As Hank led Lydia toward the stairs, Bill cleared his throat. His eyes locked onto Lila, who was still kneeling at his feet. “Well,” he said, his voice rough with desire, “I think I’ll take Lila upstairs too.”

Lila’s eyes widened, a mixture of excitement and nervous anticipation flickering across her face. Bill’s hand cupped her cheek, his thumb tracing her lower lip. “I’m going to use that pretty little mouth of yours properly,” he murmured. “And then I’m going to bend you over and fuck you until you can’t walk straight.”

A visible shudder ran through Lila’s body at his words. She leaned into his touch, her lips parting slightly. “Yes, please,” she whispered, her voice breathy with need.

Bill’s grip tightened on Lila’s hair as he pulled her to her feet. His other hand slid down to cup her bottom, squeezing firmly. “Such an eager little slut,” he growled approvingly. “Let’s go show Hank and Lydia how it’s done, shall we?”

As Bill guided Lila toward the stairs, following Hank and Lydia, I felt a tangle of emotions churning inside me. Part of me was horrified by the casual way these men spoke about using the women, about fucking them. But another part, the part this strange day had made very clear existed within me, too, felt a potent thrill of need bloom between my thighs.

“Alright, Andrea, honey,” Devin said. “It’s time. You’re going to crawl over to the couch and learn to help my associates relax. You won’t go to bed until your tummy is nice and full of their seed.”


CHAPTER 11
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Dylan

I watched Andrea crawl toward us, her dress still tucked up at her waist and her panties still down. Her adorable bottom glowed bright red with the evidence of her stern correction from Devin. I didn’t think my cock had ever gotten this hard in my life, but I found myself more and more turned on by Andrea with each passing moment. She knelt in front of us where we sat side by side on the big couch, Ethan in the middle, Travis on his right, and me on his left, each of us with our rigid shafts in our hands.

Andrea’s blonde hair fell in tousled waves around her flushed face, and her blue eyes were wide with a mixture of fear and arousal. The way Devin had tucked up her dress around her waist emphasized the sweet curves of her hips and the roundness of her well-spanked bottom. My gaze trailed over her body, drinking in every detail, each one bringing a little leap to the hardness in my hand.

“Go ahead and kiss them, sweetheart,” Ethan said. “A nice big kiss for each cock.”

With a whimper, Andrea complied. She leaned forward, her lips trembling as they brushed against Ethan’s shaft. I watched, transfixed, as she moved to Travis next, placing a soft kiss on the head of his erect member.

When she reached me, our eyes meet for a brief moment. The mixture of shame and submission in her gaze sent a jolt of electricity through him. Did I imagine it, or did the expression on her face say that the little peck she gave the head of my raging erection meant the most to her of the three?

Travis issued the next command. “That’s it, good girl. Why don’t you go on and take Ethan’s cock into that pretty mouth of yours?”

Ethan chuckled, and I felt my mouth quirk into a smile.

“Good sharing, bro,” I observed. “Gold star for you.”

At our feet, though, the lewd vision of Andrea’s obedience distracted me from any humor in the situation. Her face went crimson with embarrassment as she opened her mouth, hesitating for just a second before wrapping her lips around Ethan’s thick shaft. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck.

“Don’t leave us out, girl,” Travis growled. “You’ve got hands, don’t you?”

With a sob around Ethan’s manhood, Andrea raised her trembling hands and reached for Travis’s and my penises. We took them and wrapped her fingers around our stiff shafts, and Andrea tentatively began to pleasure us that way.

“Good girl,” Devin observed. I glanced over to where he had gotten Greta out of her armchair and led her to the other couch. As I watched, he toppled his full-figured wife over the back of it and raised her dress to reveal her modest cotton panties. Greta’s cheeks had gone pink, but her eyes shone with the need for her husband’s hardness that she always developed when she watched one of her subservient girls get spanked.

As Andrea pleasured us, I became acutely aware of the sounds coming from Lila’s and Lydia’s bedrooms upstairs. I heard Lydia’s high-pitched cries as Hank took her virginity, the sound mingling with Lila’s more experienced sounds of pleasure. Muffled moans and rhythmic noises, a bang like a headboard against a wall, filtered through the walls.

My cock throbbed almost painfully in response to this lewd symphony. I watched Andrea’s head bob up and down as she serviced Ethan, her inexperienced movements becoming more confident with each passing moment. I moved her hand faster up and down my erection at the sight of her full lips stretched around Ethan’s girth. The combination of that visual with the audio backdrop of the girls upstairs being thoroughly fucked pushed me to new heights of arousal.

“Give me some of that,” Travis growled, and Ethan, with obvious reluctance, pulled Andrea’s mouth off his cock and directed it onto the jutting manhood to his right. With a sob of shame and need, Andrea began to pleasure the new member.

She had moved her left hand to stroke Ethan’s deserted penis, but the distraction had clearly made her pause her rhythm on mine. I could see how hard she worked to please, despite her evident shame and discomfort, but my own ache turned me selfish.

“Don’t stop jerking this cock, honey,” I commanded, my voice gruff with arousal. “Better yet, be a good girl and let me have a turn in your mouth, too.”

Andrea’s instant reaction brought a surge of warmth into my chest and a thrill of need to my cock. She raised her head from Travis’s lap and looked at me, her eyes wide with fear as if she thought I might take her over my own knee and spank her for neglecting me. Alongside that anxiety, though, I saw Andrea’s own arousal so clearly it startled me: I could see in her eyes, I felt certain, the idea that part of her wanted to go over my knee, even with her bottom in its already painful state.

Under the spell of that look, hardly thinking about it, I reached out my left hand to put it around the back of her head and draw her mouth down onto my aching erection. I felt her tense and then, bewitchingly, yield to my compulsion. Andrea let out a submissive whimper, and took my hardness deep into her mouth, suckling at it as if she found me the most delicious treat she had ever tasted.

“Good girl,” I gasped, nearly overwhelmed by the pleasure. “That’s it. Just like that.”
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Andrea

I couldn’t believe how shameful it all felt, or how arousing.

Lydia’s high-pitched cries continued to pierce the air as Hank evidently enjoyed using her pussy and her bottom for the first time. The sounds sent shivers through my body, a mixture of sympathy and forbidden excitement. I imagined her lying beneath him, her legs spread wide as he pushed into her. Bent over the bed to receive him in her virgin bottom. The image made me clench involuntarily around nothing, my pussy aching with need.

Not to be outdone, Lila’s moans of pleasure drifted down from the other bedroom. Her cries seemed more confident, more practiced. “Oh, god, Bill!” she called out. “Yes, right there! Harder!” I even thought that the wet sounds of their vigorous coupling reached my ears, or perhaps I imagined them. Either way, it made my face burn with embarrassment even as it fueled my own arousal.

Meanwhile, Devin had bent Greta over the back of the other couch and begun to fuck her hard from behind. The sight of the matronly woman with her skirt hiked up, her modest cotton panties pulled aside as Devin’s thick shaft plunged in and out of her, was almost too much to process. Greta’s face was flushed, her eyes closed in ecstasy as her husband used her roughly.

“That’s it, honey,” Devin growled. “Take it like a good little slut.”

Greta whimpered in response, pushing back against him eagerly. “Yes, sir,” she gasped. “Oh… oh, god… Use me, sir. Please!”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the lewd scene, even as I continued to pleasure the men on the couch. My mouth was stretched wide around Dylan’s cock, my tongue working along his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down. My hands moved mechanically on Travis’s and Ethan’s erections, stroking them in time with the movements of my mouth.

The room was filled with the sounds and smells of sex. The musky scent of arousal hung heavily in the air. The rhythmic creaking of bedsprings from upstairs seemed to provide a steady backbeat to the moans, grunts, and wet slapping sounds that surrounded me.

I felt utterly debased, on my knees with my dress hiked up and my panties around my thighs, servicing three men at once while others fucked around me. Yet despite my shame—or perhaps because of it—I had never been more turned on in my life. My pussy throbbed with need, my clit aching for attention. Each time I shifted, I felt the wetness between my thighs, an unwelcome signal of my body’s betrayal.

“Look at me, Andrea,” Dylan commanded softly.

I raised my eyes to meet his, my cheeks hot. Dylan’s hazel eyes locked onto mine, intense and hungry. I felt a shiver run through me at the raw desire I saw there. His hand cupped my cheek gently, his thumb brushing over my lips where they stretched around his cock.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured. “You’re doing so well, Andrea.”

His praise sent a wave of warmth through me, making me redouble my efforts. I tried to relax my jaw, trying to take him deeper into my mouth, trying to make it a plush, velvety place for him to enjoy himself.

Travis’s voice cut through the fog of arousal. “Hey, Devin,” he called out, his tone casual despite the lewd situation. “Mind if we get this little slut out of her dress? I want to see those tits properly.”

I froze, Dylan’s cock still in my mouth, my eyes wide with shock. Surely Devin wouldn’t allow that? I was already so uncovered, so humiliated. To be completely naked…

“Go ahead,” Devin grunted, not pausing in his vigorous thrusting into Greta. “Andrea needs to get used to being on display.”

Travis chuckled, his hands already moving to the zipper at the back of my dress. “You heard the man, sweetheart. Time to show us what you’re hiding under there.”

I whimpered around Dylan’s shaft as I felt Travis tugging at my dress. The sound of the zipper seemed unnaturally loud, even amidst the cacophony of sexual noises filling the room. Cool air hit my back as the fabric parted.

“Don’t stop sucking,” Ethan reminded me sharply. “Keep those hands moving too.”

Mortified, I forced myself to continue pleasuring the men even as Travis worked my dress down my body. I shifted awkwardly, allowing him to pull it off completely, leaving me in just my bra and the panties still bunched around my thighs.

“Damn,” Travis breathed, his eyes raking over my newly exposed flesh. “Look at those curves.”

Ethan reached out, his large hands cupping my breasts through my bra. “These tits are wasted in this thing,” he declared. “Let’s get a proper look at them.”

Before I could process what was happening, Ethan had unhooked my bra and was pulling it off. My breasts spilled free, heavy and full, my nipples hardening instantly in the cool air.

“Fuck,” Dylan groaned, his cock twitching in my mouth. “Those are even better than I imagined.”

The men’s hands were all over me then, squeezing and kneading my breasts, pinching and rolling my nipples. I gasped and moaned around the cock in my mouth, overwhelmed by the sensations.

They took turns guiding my mouth from one cock to another, praising me when I did well, correcting me when I faltered. To my shame—and yet my pride, too—I found myself getting better at my obscene task.

The associates’ hands roamed over my body, exploring every curve and crevice. Ethan’s large palms cupped my breasts, squeezing them together as his thumbs flicked over my hardened nipples. The sensation sent jolts of electricity straight to my core, making me moan around Travis’s cock in my mouth.

“Such perfect tits,” Ethan murmured appreciatively. “So full and soft.” He pinched my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. The mixture of pleasure and pain made me squirm.

Meanwhile, Dylan’s hand had found its way between my thighs. His fingers traced along my slick folds, teasing my entrance before moving up to circle my clit. I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily against his touch.

“So wet,” Dylan observed, his voice low. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, Andrea? Being used like a little slut?”

I wanted to deny it, to hold onto some shred of dignity. But my body betrayed me, pressing eagerly into his touch. His fingers pushed deeper inside me.

Travis used his grip on the back of my head to keep my head in place so he could thrust between my lips exactly as he pleased.

“That’s it, take it all,” he grunted, burying my nose in his wiry pubic curls.

Dylan and Ethan didn’t remain idle. They moved to either side of me, their cocks level with my face. Without being told, I took their members into my hands.

From across the room, I heard Devin’s voice, gruff with exertion. “Time for that little anus of yours,” he told Greta. “Spread those cheeks nice and wide now.”

I turned my head slightly, Dylan’s cock slipping from my mouth, to see Devin reaching for a small bottle on the side table. He squeezed a generous amount of clear gel onto his fingers, then began to work it into Greta’s puckered hole as she pulled her round cheeks apart.

Greta whimpered, her face a mask of mingled discomfort and need. Then I heard her cry out as, I felt sure, her husband had entered her most private place.

I felt utterly overwhelmed as the associates passed me from one to another, their rigid cocks filling my mouth in turn. My jaw ached from the unaccustomed stretch, but I did my best to please them, swirling my tongue and suckling as submissively as I could. The musky, masculine scent of their arousal filled my nostrils, making my head spin.

Travis gripped my hair tightly, guiding my movements as he thrust into my mouth. “That’s it, take it deep,” he growled. I gagged slightly as the head of his cock hit the back of my throat, but forced myself to relax, breathing through my nose.

Ethan was next, his thick shaft stretching my lips wide. “Use more tongue,” he instructed gruffly. I complied, lapping at the underside of his cock as I bobbed my head.

Then it was Dylan’s turn again, and his touch was gentler. He cupped my cheek, his thumb stroking my cheekbone as I took him into my mouth. “Good girl,” he murmured again, like a mantra that he knew would soothe me and encourage me to give more pleasure. “That’s it.”

Across the room, Devin’s grunts grew louder as he worked himself into Greta’s bottom. “So tight,” he groaned. “Such a good little anal slut for your master.”

Greta’s cries of discomfort and arousal mingled with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. “Yes, sir!” she gasped. “Oh… oh… it hurts… please…”

The lewd soundtrack spurred me on, making me redouble my efforts. I moved from cock to cock, using my hands to stroke the ones not in my mouth.

Suddenly, Devin let out a long, low groan. “Take it, slut,” he growled, his hips jerking erratically as he emptied himself into Greta’s bottom.

The knowledge that Devin had just come seemed to spur the associates on. Their movements became more urgent, their breathing heavier.

“I’m close,” Travis panted, guiding my mouth back to his cock. “Swallow it all like a good little cocksucker.”

Before I could process his words, I felt his shaft pulse against my tongue. Hot, salty fluid flooded my mouth. I swallowed reflexively, choking slightly as more spurts followed.

“That’s it,” Travis groaned. “Drink it down.”

As soon as Travis pulled away, Ethan took his place. “My turn,” he grunted, thrusting deep. Within moments, he too was coming, his seed joining Travis’s in my belly.

Finally, it was Dylan’s turn. His hazel eyes locked onto mine as he guided himself into my mouth. “Such a good girl,” he murmured. “So beautiful with your lips wrapped around my cock. Get ready… you’re going to swallow every drop, aren’t you?”

Sobbing, I tried to nod despite Dylan’s grip on my head. Something about that bit of compliance brought him over the edge, and I felt his penis jerk in my mouth, then the hot seed against the back of my throat. I swallowed desperately, feeling that shameful pride again, so strongly it made my head spin.

They made you do that, a whispering voice said in my head. You didn’t want that. It’s not your fault that you… you… liked it.

No. You loved it.


CHAPTER 12
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Andrea

When I awoke in my bedroom in Devin’s house the next morning, it took a long time for me to remember where I was. As I slowly blinked awake, I found myself in an unfamiliar room. Soft morning light filtered through lacy curtains, casting a gentle glow on pale yellow walls adorned with delicate floral prints. The bed I lay in was unexpectedly comfortable, with crisp white sheets and a soft comforter that cocooned me in warmth.

I gazed around, taking in the antique dresser with its ornate mirror, the rocking chair in the corner draped with a hand-knitted afghan, and the small writing desk beneath the window. Everything exuded a quaint, almost grandmotherly charm that seemed at odds with… something. But what?

A curious sense of contentment washed over me, despite my confusion. My body felt languid and relaxed, as if I’d had the most restful sleep of my life. The scent of lavender lingered in the air, mingling with the faint aroma of freshly baked bread wafting up from somewhere below.

Stretching lazily, I shifted in the bed—and suddenly froze. A dull ache bloomed across my backside, a soreness that intensified as I moved. Puzzled, I swallowed reflexively, only to notice a slight rawness in my throat.

In that moment, the events of the previous night came rushing back in a flood of vivid, shocking detail. The spanking over Devin’s knee. The associates using my mouth. The sounds of Lila and Lydia being thoroughly fucked upstairs. Greta bent over the couch, taking Devin in her bottom.

I felt my whole body flush hot with embarrassment and lingering arousal. My face burned as I remembered the way I had eagerly sucked and licked, swallowing every drop of the men’s seed. The ghost of their hands on my body seemed to linger, making my skin tingle with remembered sensation.

Mortified, I buried my face in the pillow, overwhelmed by the intensity of the memories and the roil of shame and arousal they evoked. How could I have done those things? How could I have enjoyed them? And most disturbing of all—why did part of me long to experience it all again?

Lying there, trying to process the flood of memories, I became acutely aware of the soft fabric against my skin. Glancing down, I realized I was wearing a modest white nightgown that fell to my knees. The delicate cotton clung to my curves, accentuating the swell of my breasts and the flare of my hips.

I vaguely remembered finding it sweetly folded on the coverlet when I had finally been allowed to wash up and go to bed the night before. The gesture had seemed almost motherly, so very different from the lewd activities that had preceded it that it had puzzled me. Now, as I ran my hands over the smooth material, I felt a confusing mixture of comfort and vulnerability.

The nightgown’s high neckline and long sleeves should have made me feel protected, covered. Instead, I felt exquisitely revealed. Every brush of the fabric against my skin seemed to heighten my awareness of my body. My nipples hardened, pressing against the thin cotton, and I felt a warm tingle beginning between my thighs.

Unbidden, memories of the associates’ hands on my body rose in my mind. I could almost feel the ghost of their touch—Ethan’s large palms cupping my breasts, Travis’s fingers tangled in my hair, Dylan’s gentle caress on my cheek. A shiver ran through me, full of conflicting emotions.

Dylan’s face appeared in my mind’s eye, his hazel eyes dark with desire as they had been the night before. I remembered the way he had looked at me, a mixture of hunger and something softer, almost tender. His voice echoed in my ears: Good girl. Such a good girl, Andrea.

My breath caught in my throat as I recalled the feeling of his cock in my mouth, the taste of his seed on my tongue. My pussy clenched involuntarily, a rush of warmth flooding between my thighs. To my horror and secret delight, I realized I was getting wet just from the memory.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to banish the vivid images. But they persisted, growing more intense with each passing moment. I saw Dylan’s strong hands, imagined them running over my body, slipping beneath the white cotton of my nightgown. In my mind, he cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples. His touch trailed lower, over my stomach, down to the junction of my thighs…

A soft whimper escaped my lips as I realized my own hand had mirrored the path of my imagination. My fingers trembled at the hem of my nightgown, hovering just above where I ached to be touched. I had never touched myself like this before, had always been too shy, too embarrassed. But now, my body thrummed with a need I couldn’t ignore.

Hesitantly, I slipped my hand beneath the nightgown, gasping at the feeling of my own fingers against my heated flesh. I was shocked at how wet I had gotten so quickly. I had to stifle a moan as I instinctively spread my juices forward, in search of pleasure. I became aware of an ache deep inside me, a desperate longing to have something big and hard there… the way Lila and Lydia had gotten to have their suitors’ penises thrusting, claiming, using them.

I whimpered as I began to stroke my virgin pussy. The slick warmth coating my fingers both thrilled and shocked me. I’d never felt anything like this before—this overwhelming, primal need. My hips rocked against my hand of their own accord as I explored my folds, circling my clit with tentative touches.

Just as I was working up the courage to slip a finger inside myself, there was a sharp knock at the door. I yanked my hand away from my pussy as if I’d been burned, my heart leaping into my throat.

Before I could even respond, the door swung open and Greta bustled in. Her eyes narrowed as she took in my flushed face and tousled hair.

“Andrea! Still lazing about in bed at this hour?” Greta scolded, her tone sharp. “The day is half gone already.”

I opened my mouth to stammer an apology, but Greta continued on.

“I certainly hope you weren’t touching yourself under there,” she said, eyeing the way the blankets were bunched around my hips. “Because you know that would mean the strap.”

My face flamed even hotter at her words. The thought of Greta catching me in such a compromising position made me want to sink through the mattress and disappear.

“N-no, ma’am,” I managed to squeak out. “I was just… just waking up.”

Greta’s stern expression softened slightly, though her eyes still held a hint of suspicion. “Well then, it’s high time you got out of that bed. Come along now, to the bathroom with you. It’s time we got you properly cleaned up down there.”

I blinked in confusion. “Cleaned up…?”

“Yes, yes,” Greta said impatiently, already moving to pull the covers off me. “We can’t have you running around all… unkempt. Not when Devin might allow the associates to take you out soon. You need to be prepared to be a pleasing companion. Devin told you about this yesterday. We need to get your puss shaved.”

My stomach did a nervous flip at her words. The memory of the associates’ hands on my body, their cocks in my mouth, sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I squeezed my thighs together, acutely aware of how wet I still was.

Reluctantly, I climbed out of bed, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin. I tugged self-consciously at the hem of my nightgown, very aware of how it clung to my curves.

Greta ushered me out of the bedroom and down the hall to a spacious bathroom. Gleaming white tiles and chrome fixtures gave the room a sterile, almost clinical feel. A large clawfoot tub dominated one corner, while a glass-enclosed shower stood opposite.

“Alright then,” Greta said briskly, closing the door behind us. “Go ahead and take your nightgown off.”

My hands shook as I grasped the hem of my nightgown. Greta’s stern gaze seemed to bore into me, making me acutely aware of every movement. Slowly, I lifted the garment over my head, fighting the urge to cover myself as I stood naked before her.

“Into the tub with you,” Greta instructed with an impatient gesture.

I climbed into the big tub. The chilly porcelain shocked my bare feet and I felt my forehead crease with the contradictory signals that seemed to be running through my nervous system. Greta handed me a bar of lavender-scented soap and a soft washcloth.

“Now then, lather up properly,” she said. “And I mean everywhere, young lady. Between your legs, your bottom cheeks, all of it.”

My cheeks burned as I wet the washcloth with warm water from the tap and began to soap myself up. I tried to be clinical about it, to treat it as just another task, but my body had other ideas. As I ran the soapy cloth between my thighs, my nipples hardened into stiff peaks. I bit my lip, willing myself not to react.

When I started to move the warm, slick fabric with a little more pressure, sliding it up and down to make sure I lathered thoroughly, things really became difficult. The softness against the sensitive nub of my clit sent a jolt of pleasure through me. I couldn’t help but gasp as I cleaned my pussy, the memories of the previous night flooding back unbidden.

“Spread your legs wider,” Greta commanded. “Make sure you get everywhere nice and clean.”

I complied, shifting my stance in the tub. As I did, I felt a trickle of wetness that had nothing to do with the bathwater. To my horror, I realized I was getting aroused.

Greta’s sharp eyes missed nothing. She clicked her tongue disapprovingly. “My, my,” she said, her tone a mixture of amusement and exasperation. “Looks like the men courting you will have their hands full. Such a lustful little thing, aren’t you?”

I wanted to sink through the bottom of the tub and disappear. But there was nowhere to hide from Greta’s knowing gaze or my own traitorous body.

“Here,” Greta said, holding out a pink plastic razor. “Time to take care of that bush. Can’t have you looking like an untamed forest down there.”

With shaking hands, I took the razor. Under Greta’s watchful eye, I began to shave myself, carefully removing every last hair from my pussy and between my bottom cheeks. The act felt terribly intimate and shameful, even without the added mortification of Greta watching me bare myself.

I tried to tell myself that after everything that had happened the night before in this strange house, I shouldn’t feel any embarrassment, but it seemed like my modesty, taught from childhood, had no intention of letting go.

Even worse, as I worked, I couldn’t help but wonder what Dylan would think of my newly smooth skin. The thought sent another wave of heat through me, making me squirm in the tub.

“Hold still,” Greta admonished. “Unless you want to nick yourself in a very uncomfortable place.”

I forced myself to remain motionless, even as my body thrummed with a kind of need I had never felt before. When I finished shaving, Greta stepped closer to inspect my work. Her eyes roamed critically over my newly bare skin, her lips pursed in concentration. I stood frozen, hardly daring to breathe as she examined me. I shivered as the air moving on my uncovered nipples tightened them into hard peaks.

Greta’s fingers ghosted along my inner thighs, spreading them wider. I felt utterly naked as she leaned in for a closer look, her breath warm against my sensitive skin. My face burned with humiliation, but I didn’t dare move or protest.

“Turn around, girl,” she commanded. “Bend over for me and spread those cute butt cheeks of yours.”

My face burning, I complied, feeling cool air where everything in me told me I shouldn’t as my trembling fingertips held my rear end open for the humiliating inspection.

“Hmm,” Greta murmured, her tone thoughtful. I whimpered as she ran a fingertip between the taut globes of my bottom, checking for any missed spots. The light touch sent a jolt of electricity through me, making me bite back a gasp. “You’ve done an acceptable job, Andrea. But only barely.”

She straightened up, fixing me with a stern look. “Next time, I expect better. The skin should be perfectly smooth, with no stubble or missed patches. The men of this household deserve nothing less than perfection when they choose to enjoy you.”

I nodded mutely, too mortified to speak. The casual way Greta spoke of the men ‘enjoying’ me sent another confusing wave of arousal through my body.

“Alright then,” Greta said briskly. “Into the shower with you. Wash yourself thoroughly—and I mean thoroughly, young lady. Every nook and cranny. Then you may come downstairs. Lydia will instruct you in your housemaid’s duties.”


CHAPTER 13
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Andrea

“Andrea, honey, come in here for a minute,” Devin’s voice called from what I now knew was his office. Lydia had showed me how to dust Devin’s bookshelves and how to clean his monitor before I had vacuumed the Persian rug.

I leaned the mop in its bucket against the wall of the hallway and went into the office on nervous feet. Commanded by a casual gesture of Devin’s hand from where he sat at his big oak desk, I went to stand on the rug I had tried to remove every mote of dust from.

My tummy churned with fear just at the sight of the man who had punished me the previous night. I fought the urge to put my hands behind me to cover my bottom, as if I already knew I had a spanking coming, though I had done everything in my power to be a good girl today.

“Hands on your head, girl,” he added, with a frown and a note of reproach, as if I should have known to assume that posture immediately. Then he nodded, and smiled, as if he had remembered that I had only just arrived in his household. “That’s alright, honey. You’re doing so well that I almost forgot you’re still learning the rules. When I call you in here, you put your hands on your head to show you understand your subservience.”

I swallowed hard. My hands had clenched into little fists. I started to raise them, fighting what felt like every instinct in my body to comply with Devin’s instructions. The intertwining of compassion and utter authority I heard in his voice sent waves of mixed-up emotion and, worse, sensation through my body. The warmth in my cheeks as I completed the movement, and I felt how the posture did indeed make me feel subservient, was just about the easiest part to deal with.

I tried to find something to look at other than Devin’s pleasant but evaluating expression. My eyes were drawn to the massive desk. Its polished surface gleamed in the late afternoon sunlight streaming through the window, reflecting the warm glow of the antique desk lamp that sat at its corner. Amid the carefully arranged stacks of papers and leather-bound ledgers, a flat, rectangular box caught my attention.

Its smooth, matte black surface bore the distinctive logo of Selecta New Modesty—the stylized red ‘S’ intertwined with the ‘NM’ in elegant silver script. The sight of it made my heart race with a mixture of curiosity and trepidation.

Devin followed my gaze, a knowing smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He leaned back in his high-backed leather chair, the rich material squeaking under his weight as he shifted. “I see you’ve noticed our little package from the New Modesty Authority,” he said, his deep voice resonating in the quiet room.

My throat suddenly felt terribly dry. “Yes, sir,” I managed to whisper, my voice barely audible even to my own ears.

Devin’s chilly blue eyes seemed to see right through me. “Greta’s been keeping me informed about your… progress,” he continued, his tone casual but laden with meaning. “She tells me you’ve been having some trouble with wayward hands.”

My face flamed hot at his words, the memory of my fumbling attempts at self-pleasure that morning rushing back. Had Greta known? Had she seen something when she came to wake me? The thought made me want to sink through the floor.

“And then there’s the matter of your extreme responsiveness to sexual stimulation,” Devin went on, his voice taking on a more serious note. “I must say, Andrea, what I’m hearing from the New Modesty Authority about you indicates that you’re going to be quite the handful.”

I felt my blush deepen, spreading down my neck and across my chest. My newly shaved pussy tingled with a mixture of shame and unwanted arousal, the fabric of my modest dress suddenly feeling rough against my sensitive skin.

Devin leaned forward, his elbows resting on the desk as he fixed me with an intense gaze. “Fortunately,” he said, a hint of satisfaction in his voice, “the NMA has provided us with something that should help channel that burgeoning sexuality of yours.”

His hand moved to the black box, fingers tracing the silver logo almost reverently. “In here,” he said, “is a little something that will help you learn to control those urges. Something to remind you of your place, and the proper way to behave.”

I felt my breath catch in my throat, a shiver of anticipation—or was it fear?—running down my spine. What could possibly be in that innocuous-looking box that would do all that?

With deliberate slowness, Devin lifted the lid of the box, revealing the contents within. My brow furrowed as I took in the sight.

Nestled in a bed of crisp tissue paper lay what appeared to be underwear, but unlike any I had ever seen before. The bra and panties were crafted from a material that seemed to shimmer a bit in the soft light of the office, a pearlescent white that somehow managed to look both innocent and deeply unsettling at the same time.

The bra cups were molded in a way that would clearly lift and separate, designed to present the wearer’s breasts in the most enticing manner possible. The straps were adjustable and looked sturdy enough to provide firm support. The panties, if one could even call them that, looked more like yoga pants, though the thinness of the fabric would make them much too revealing to wear to the gym.

Devin held the box out to me, allowing me a closer look. “These, Andrea,” he said, his voice low and serious, “are called training underwear. They’re designed by the finest minds at Selecta, specifically to help young women like yourself learn to control their baser urges.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the garments. They looked so innocent, so pristine, and yet I could sense an underlying purpose that made my skin tingle with dread.

“The bra,” Devin continued, “lifts up a girl’s breasts, presenting them in a way that will constantly remind you of your femininity and your role as an object of desire. The fabric is infused with sensors that monitor the wearer’s arousal levels. That provides valuable data to help her elder guide her training.”

He pointed to the panties. “These are special, too. The material will cling to your puss and your rear end, providing a constant, gentle pressure.”

I felt my face flame hot at his words, the implications sending a rush of conflicting emotions through me. Part of me was horrified at the thought of wearing such invasive, controlling garments. At the same time, that other feeling, down below my tummy—the one I had felt much too strongly last night—refused to let me push it away.

“These undergarments, Andrea,” Devin said, his blue eyes boring into mine, “are designed to make you reflect on your sexuality and your need for discipline. They will help you learn to behave properly, to find true happiness in your role as a submissive young woman.”

I swallowed hard.

Devin’s expression hardened a little, as if he could see into my mind and perceive the beginnings of rebellion. His voice took on a stern tone as he continued, “Andrea, you’re going to strip and put this underwear on now. Right here, in front of me.”

I felt my eyes widen in shock. Instinctively, I took a step back, shaking my head. “Please, no,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “I… I… Not here? Maybe… maybe in front of the… the other girls? Or Greta?”

Devin’s blue eyes flashed with a mixture of disappointment and determination. “Andrea,” he said, his voice low and dangerous, “do you want me to go fetch the strap from the mantel?”

My gaze darted to the door, as if I could peer into the living room and see the ornate fireplace mantel where, in my mind’s eye, the dreaded leather strap hung ominously. My heart began to pound so hard I could feel it in my throat. The memory of last night’s spanking was still fresh, my bottom still tender from the punishment. I couldn’t bear the thought of feeling that strap so soon.

With shaking hands, I reached for the buttons of my yellow dress. Devin leaned back in his chair, a satisfied smile playing at the corners of his mouth as he watched me begin to strip. The room felt unbearably warm, and I could hear the blood rushing in my ears as I slowly revealed more and more of my skin.

As I let the dress fall to the floor, leaving me in just my plain white bra and panties, Devin nodded approvingly. “Very good, Andrea. I’m glad I’m getting a chance to see that pretty little puss of yours after its first shaving. Greta did tell me how nicely you cleaned yourself up this morning.”

His words sent a fresh wave of heat through my body. I squeezed my eyes shut, willing myself to get through this humiliating ordeal. With trembling fingers, I reached behind my back to unhook my bra. The air of the office hardened my nipples instantly as I dropped it on top of the yellow dress.

Taking a deep breath, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties. With one last moment of hesitation, I pushed them down my legs, stepping out of them and standing completely naked before Devin’s appraising gaze.

I fought the urge to cover myself, keeping my arms rigidly at my sides as my elder’s eyes roamed over my naked flesh. The intensity of his stare made me feel more naked than I’d ever felt in my life.

“Turn around slowly,” Devin commanded softly. “Let me see all of you.”

Biting my lip to hold back a whimper, I complied, rotating in a slow circle. I could feel Devin’s eyes on me like a physical touch, taking in every curve and plane of my body. When I completed the turn, facing him once more, I saw a spark of hunger in his blue eyes.

I remembered that expression from the night before, and it made me swallow again as I saw him, in my imagination, fucking his wife’s bottom as she lay prostrate over the back of the couch. I shivered at the memory and at my elder’s frank gaze.

“Come here, girl,” Devin said, his voice low and commanding. “I need to take a closer look at you.”

My legs felt like lead as I moved toward him, each step bringing me nearer to his scrutinizing gaze. When I reached his chair, Devin leaned forward, his face mere inches from my newly shaved pussy. I could feel the warmth of his breath on my sensitive skin, causing me to shiver involuntarily.

“Spread your legs a bit wider,” he instructed. I complied, feeling utterly naked as Devin’s eyes roamed over me.

His large hand reached out, fingers gently parting my labia. I gasped at the contact, my body tensing. “Relax, Andrea,” Devin murmured. “I’m just checking your handiwork.”

His thumb brushed lightly over my clit, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, my cheeks burning anew.

“Turn around now,” Devin said, his voice husky. “Bend over and spread your cheeks for me.”

Trembling, I did as he asked, reaching back to part my bottom. The feeling, already too familiar, of air moving over my most private place made me acutely aware once again of the power my elder had over my body.

I heard Devin’s steady breath, felt it move mortifyingly over the sensitive flesh he had made me display. “Very nice,” he murmured, his finger tracing the cleft of my bottom. “You did a fine job. You’re nice and smooth just the way a girl should be.”

As Devin’s finger ghosted over my puckered opening, I couldn’t suppress a whimper. To my horror, I felt a rush of wetness between my thighs, my body responding to his touch despite my embarrassment.

“My, my,” Devin said, a note of amusement in his voice. “Getting a bit excited, are we?”

I straightened up, turning to face him with my eyes downcast. “I’m sorry, sir,” I whispered, mortified.

“No need to apologize, Andrea,” Devin said, his tone softening. “It’s perfectly natural. In fact, I’m pleased to see you’re so responsive. It shows you’re learning to submit.”

His words sent another wave of confused need through me. I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of the slickness between my thighs.

“However,” Devin continued, his voice taking on a warning edge, “remember that you are not to touch yourself without permission. Your pleasure belongs to us now, Andrea. Do you understand?”

I nodded mutely, even as I felt an overwhelming urge to press my thighs together, to seek some relief from the aching need building within me.

“Use your words, girl,” Devin admonished.

“Yes, sir,” I managed to choke out. “I understand.”


CHAPTER 14
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Dylan

I didn’t make it over to dinner at Devin’s at all, the week after Andrea’s spanking. Things at the robofarm had gotten crazy busy with all the adjustments the new equipment required. I didn’t really have time to think about my boss’ new housemaid.

Getting the configuration exactly right on the combine would improve yields by ten percent or even more over the default setup. In turn, thanks to Devin’s profit-sharing plan, that could well set me up for a good long while—and potentially give me a line on buying my own farm, where I could program my own agricultural devices to my heart’s content.

I definitely thought of Andrea from time to time, mainly when I power-cycled the combine and had to let it boot up for a few minutes before I could run the next test. I couldn’t deny that I often wondered what it would be like to start my own household with her. The way she had lit up, to my pleased surprise, when I had told her about the robofarm, stuck with me as a warmth in my chest every time I thought about her.

I tried not to open the New Modesty app on my phone too often, even at those brief down times when I didn’t have any real work to do. The distraction of Andrea’s story, as composed by the app’s AI agent, just seemed likely to make me less productive—while only making me think about pleasures I couldn’t have, at least at the moment.

Trying not to open the app and actually not opening it were very different things, though. When I finally got home to my little house a mile down the road from Devin’s big one, I couldn’t keep myself from grabbing my phone after I’d collapsed into my bed.

Andrea had a good day today, the app told me when I tapped her sweet profile photo. Her story was the only one available to me now that Hank had become Lydia’s accepted suitor. Lydia’s stories were for Hank alone at this point, as Lila’s were for Bill. Ethan, Travis, and I could all read Andrea’s. She did her chores, and earned some praise from Greta. Andrea’s arousal level started high, at waking, and remained high most of the day, presumably thanks to her training underwear.

I had to admit to myself that the thought of the training underwear, and the effect it had on the beautiful, curvy girl, made me so hard that I would probably have jerked off every night if I hadn’t been so tired. The idea of Andrea’s sweet body simmering with her virgin pussy’s need filled my mind as I drifted off. I never remembered my dreams, but that week I awoke every morning sure that I’d fucked Andrea in my sleep—tenderly at first, as I opened her on my rigid cock, and then very hard as I taught her the lesson in submission she so clearly yearned for and so desperately needed.

Then came the night when the story said, Andrea went out on her first date this evening, with Ethan Carter. Further information isn’t available.

Of course not, because the New Modesty Authority wanted to keep the inevitable rivalry among the associates who courted a household’s subservient girls to a minimum.

Well, I told myself, either that’s that or it’s not. I tried not to build myself up, generally. As I remembered Andrea’s conduct that first night, though, and the way her eyes had seemed to linger on mine, I felt as if that probably wasn’t that—sure, Ethan was basically a good guy, but I couldn’t help believing I had what Andrea Jacobsen needed.

Sure enough, around noon the next day, I got a message from Devin.

Interested in a date with Andrea tomorrow night?
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Andrea

As I did my chores, the day after my date with Ethan, I couldn’t keep myself from dwelling on all the complicated thoughts, and emotions, and bodily sensations that had befallen me the previous night.

Mopping the kitchen floor, I remembered arriving at what Lila had told me was the cheaper of the two restaurants in town, the Burger Barn. The vinyl booths had squeaked as we slid in, the fluorescent lighting harsh overhead. I recalled how Ethan had ordered for both of us without asking what I wanted—greasy cheeseburgers and fries that left me feeling slightly nauseous.

Dusting the mantelpiece, trying not to look at the awful strap hanging down from it, I thought about how Ethan couldn’t seem to talk about anything but himself. He had droned on about his job at the feed store, his workout routine, his plans to buy a new truck. My attempts to steer the conversation elsewhere had been quickly redirected back to Ethan’s favorite subject—Ethan.

I thought on the other hand, as I straightened the couch cushions, about how handsome Ethan was, with his chiseled jawline and broad shoulders. But I didn’t think he was as handsome as Dylan—not by a long shot. I blushed as I thought of Dylan, remembering his kind eyes and easy smile. The way he had actually listened when I spoke, seeming genuinely interested in my thoughts and experiences.

My cheeks grew even hotter, and I stopped in the middle of cleaning the downstairs toilet, as I recalled the ‘climax’ of the evening: how Ethan had taken me upstairs to my bedroom after the date. How he had asked Devin, casually, “Can I take her upstairs?” How Devin had said, “Sure thing. Enjoy yourself.”

Ethan had kissed me roughly as soon as we had gotten into the little room, his stubble scratching my skin. His hands had roamed possessively over my body as he backed me toward my bed. Then they had found my shoulders, and put pressure there, to tell me where my task lay.

My whole body went hot, there in the bathroom, as I remembered it. How to my mortification, I had, again, enjoyed my shameful kneeling service. How being made to suck Ethan’s cock—despite not really liking him very much as a person, not even as much as I had liked Carlos—had gotten me wet. How I had clenched, down there, inside my training panties at the way he had gripped my hair, guiding my movements as I took him into my mouth.

I shivered, forcing myself to move on to the upstairs bathroom, but the memories kept replaying themselves. Ethan had taken off my dress, and then my training bra. He had played roughly with my breasts. His callused fingers had pinched and twisted my nipples until I gasped. To my shame, it had turned me on intensely, my pussy growing so wet and needy that I could feel how visible a wet spot I had made on the front of the humiliating training panties.

As I scrubbed the tile, I remembered how I had thought not of the rigid penis in my mouth, but of another I had sucked—of Dylan’s long, thick manhood. Worst of all, I remembered how the thought had made it so difficult not to put my hand in my training panties and play with my pussy. I had imagined it was Dylan’s gentle hands caressing me, his lips trailing kisses down my neck.

In my mind, it had been Dylan’s cock filling my mouth, Dylan’s low groans of pleasure echoing in my ears. When Ethan had held himself in with a growl, and his penis had spasmed in my mouth and I had been made to swallow his hot seed… Dylan had done all those things, in my imagination.

Even then, there in the bathroom, I couldn’t help it: I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the telltale warmth building between my legs. I tried to focus on the mop and the bucket, to banish the lustful thoughts. But my traitorous body continued to react, my nipples hardening against the clinging fabric of the training bra. I yearned to touch myself, to find some relief from the aching need. But the thought of the strap forbade it.

Just then, Devin’s deep voice cut through my reverie, calling me into his office. My heart began to race as I went to stand on the rug with my hands on my head, wondering what my elder had in store for me today.

My heart pounded as I waited in the embarrassing posture, with Devin’s blue eyes studying me intently, making me feel exposed despite being fully clothed. The late afternoon sun slanted through the window, reflecting off the polished wood of his desk.

“Andrea,” Devin began, his deep voice resonating in the quiet office, “I’ve been reviewing the data from your date with Ethan last night.”

My cheeks flushed hot at his words. I had almost forgotten about the sensors in my training underwear, constantly monitoring my body’s reactions. The thought of Devin analyzing that intimate data made me squirm with embarrassment.

“It seems,” he continued, leaning back in his leather chair, “that Ethan may not be the most appropriate suitor for you.”

I blinked in surprise, unsure how to respond. Part of me felt relieved—I hadn’t particularly enjoyed Ethan’s company. But another part worried what this might mean for my future here.

Devin’s lips quirked into a small smile. “Now, don’t look so concerned. You’re not in any trouble. In fact, I’m quite pleased with how you conducted yourself.”

He stood, moving around the desk to stand before me. I had to tilt my head back to meet his gaze, acutely aware of our height difference and the power he held over me.

“You see, Andrea,” Devin said, his voice taking on a tone of approval that sent an unexpected thrill through me, “the data shows that while you weren’t particularly aroused by Ethan’s presence or conversation, your body responded quite eagerly when he took you upstairs.”

My face burned even hotter, and I dropped my gaze to the floor. I could feel the heat of my blush spreading down my neck and across my chest.

Devin chuckled softly. “There’s no need to be ashamed, my dear. In fact, I’m quite proud of you for submitting so beautifully despite your lack of attraction.”

His words sent a seething mess of humiliation and pride coursing through me. I shouldn’t feel good about this, I told myself. And yet… a small part of me basked in Devin’s approval.

“Your training underwear recorded every reaction,” Devin continued, his voice low and intimate. “The way your pulse quickened when Ethan kissed you. How your nipples hardened when he played with your breasts.”

I whimpered softly, mortified by the detailed information Devin had access to. Yet I couldn’t deny the warmth building between my thighs even now as he spoke.

“And of course,” he added, a hint of amusement in his tone, “the sensors picked up on how wet you became while pleasuring Ethan with your mouth.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, wishing the floor would open up and swallow me whole. But Devin continued.

Devin’s hand came to rest on my shoulder, his touch both comforting and unsettling. “Ethan’s report on the date was quite positive,” he said, his voice taking on a more businesslike tone. “He noted that you’re a beautiful young woman, Andrea. He’s particularly impressed with your breasts, as you might expect.”

I felt my face flame even hotter at his words. The memory of Ethan’s rough hands on my chest made me squirm, a familiar but always confusing interlacing of shame and arousal coursing through me.

“He also mentioned,” Devin continued, his blue eyes fixed intently on my face, “that you’re learning quickly to give good head. His exact words were, ‘That little slut’s got a natural talent for sucking cock.’”

A small, strangled sound escaped my lips at hearing those crude words from Devin’s mouth. I wanted to sink through the floor, utterly mortified. Yet I couldn’t deny the way my pussy clenched at the praise, however crudely delivered.

“Now,” Devin said, moving back to lean against his desk, “Ethan has expressed interest in a second date with you.”

My heart sank at his words. The thought of enduring another evening of Ethan’s self-centered conversation, followed by his rough handling of my body—as arousing as some part of me had found it—filled me with dread. I opened my mouth to protest, but Devin held up a hand, silencing me.

“However,” he continued, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth, “I’ve decided that won’t be necessary.”

I blinked in surprise, hardly daring to hope. Devin’s smile widened as he took in my expression.

“You see, Andrea,” he said, his voice warm with approval, “while your puss responded beautifully to Ethan’s attentions, it’s clear your mind wasn’t engaged. And here in this household, we believe in nurturing both the body and the spirit of our young women.”

He paused, letting his words sink in. I felt a surge of gratitude toward this man who, despite his stern demeanor and the humiliating situations he put me in, seemed to genuinely care about my well-being.

“So,” Devin continued, “I’ve taken the liberty of arranging a different date for you.”

My breath caught in my throat. Could it be…?

“Tomorrow evening,” Devin said, his eyes twinkling with amusement at my obvious anticipation, “you’ll be going out with Dylan.”

A wave of joy washed over me, so intense it made me dizzy. I couldn’t stop the smile that spread across my face, my heart racing with excitement. Dylan. Sweet, handsome Dylan, with his kind eyes and gentle touch. The man who had occupied my thoughts even as Ethan used my body.

“Thank you, sir,” I breathed, my voice trembling with emotion. “Thank you so much.”


CHAPTER 15
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Andrea

I came downstairs in the green dress Lila had loaned me—and even altered, with frightening efficiency at her sewing machine, for my figure—at six o’clock the next night. I felt my face start to warm at the sound of conversation in the living room, and my blush came into full bloom when I found Dylan already there, talking to Devin and Greta.

“You’re taking our Andrea to the Trattoria?” Greta was asking, with surprise and what I thought might be a hint of disapproval in her voice. “For a first date?”

I had heard from Lila and Lydia that the Burger Barn was where associates almost always took subservient girls first, so as not to spend too much money on them if it didn’t work out. Lydia had opined that most associates wanted to make sure a girl would be happy with that kind of food, and not put on airs as if she were too good for it.

I had seen the Trattoria, down Main Street a little ways, when Ethan had taken me out. It looked a lot fancier than anything else in Cato. Lila said that it mostly served elders and their wives, and really, I should get used to the Burger Barn; Bill and Hank took her and Lydia there every time they went out. Neither of them had ever seen the inside of the Trattoria.

I paused just out of sight of the living room, my heart racing. I knew I shouldn’t eavesdrop, but I couldn’t help myself. I had to know what Dylan would say.

“Yes, I’m taking Andrea to the Trattoria,” Dylan replied, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. There was a hint of defiance in his tone as he continued, “And I don’t mind people knowing I think she’s special.”

My breath caught in my throat at his words. Special? He thought I was special? A warm glow spread through my chest, and I felt my cheeks flush even hotter.

“Well,” Devin’s voice rumbled, “you certainly have every right to choose where you take Andrea. But I hope she won’t get any ideas from this.”

I frowned at Devin’s words, unsure what he meant by ‘ideas.’ But before I could ponder it further, I heard Greta clear her throat.

“Andrea?” she called. “Are you coming down, dear?”

Taking a deep breath to steady myself, I stepped into the living room. The sight that greeted me nearly took my breath away. Dylan stood up from the couch, and I felt my heart skip a beat. He looked dazzlingly handsome in a crisp blue button-down shirt that brought out the color of his eyes, paired with dark slacks that hugged his muscular legs. His wavy hair was neatly styled, and a hint of stubble along his jawline made him look ruggedly attractive.

Before I could say anything, he had crossed the room in a few long strides. To my surprise, he wrapped me in a warm hug. The scent of his cologne—a subtle, woodsy fragrance—enveloped me, and I felt my body relax into his embrace. His strong arms around me felt so right, so safe. It sent conflicting feelings racing through my system—comfort and security mingled with a spark of desire that made my pulse quicken.

“You look beautiful, Andrea,” Dylan murmured as he pulled back, his hazel eyes roaming appreciatively over my dress. The warmth in his gaze made me feel both cherished and revealed, and I ducked my head shyly.

“Thank you,” I whispered, hardly daring to meet his eyes. “You look very handsome too.”

Dylan’s smile widened, and he offered me his arm. “Shall we?”

As I placed my hand in the crook of his elbow, I couldn’t help but feel a thrill of excitement. Despite my nervousness, I had a feeling this date would be very different from my evening with Ethan.

Devin cleared his throat, drawing our attention back to him and Greta on the couch. “I’d like you home by ten,” he said, his tone stern.

I felt my stomach drop at the early curfew. The evening had barely begun, and already it felt like it would be cut short. But before I could voice any disappointment, Greta spoke up.

“Oh, I don’t think that should be a problem, dear,” she said, a knowing smile playing at her lips. Her eyes flicked between Dylan and me, a glint of amusement in their depths. “I’m sure Dylan will want to take Andrea up to her bedroom when they get home.”

My face blazed with heat at her words, the implication clear. Images from my night with Ethan flashed through my mind—his rough hands, his demanding cock. But when I glanced up at Dylan, I saw only kindness in his eyes.

“We’ll have to see how Andrea is feeling at the end of the date,” he said softly, giving my hand a gentle squeeze. His voice was warm but firm, making it clear he wouldn’t be pressured into anything, and meant to make certain I wouldn’t either.

The drive to the Trattoria was short but really quite pretty. Unlike Ethan’s, Dylan’s truck seemed clean and well-maintained. As we drove down Main Street, the setting sun painted the sky in brilliant hues of orange and pink, casting a warm glow over the quaint storefronts. Cato seemed like it might be a place where even a normal person would want to settle down.

Dylan sauntered around the front of the truck to open my door for me. The scent of garlic and herbs wafted from the Trattoria, making my mouth water. The restaurant’s facade had a red and white striped awning and window boxes overflowing with colorful flowers.

Inside, the atmosphere felt cozy and intimate. Soft Italian music played in the background, and the walls bore vintage posters and black-and-white photographs of the Italian countryside. Candles flickered on each table.

The hostess, a petite woman with a welcoming smile, led us to a secluded corner table. Dylan pulled out my chair for me, his hand brushing lightly against my back as I sat down. The touch, though brief, sent a thrill down my spine.

As we settled into our seats, I couldn’t help but feel a bit overwhelmed. The intimate setting, the soft candlelight, Dylan’s attentive gaze—it was all so different from my date with Ethan. I fiddled nervously with my napkin, unsure of what to say.

Dylan seemed to sense my discomfort. He cleared his throat, his own fingers tapping a restless rhythm on the table. “So, um,” he began, then paused, as if searching for the right words. “How are you finding Cato so far?”

I gave a small, noncommittal shrug. “It’s… different,” I said carefully, not wanting to offend. “Very quiet compared to the city.”

Dylan nodded, a wry smile tugging at his lips. “I can imagine. Must be quite an adjustment.”

An awkward silence fell between us. I took a sip of water, desperately trying to think of something to say. Dylan seemed equally at a loss, his eyes darting around the restaurant as if seeking inspiration.

Finally, he turned back to me, his expression softening. “Andrea,” he said gently, “what do you like to do? Or, I guess I should ask, what did you like to do in the city? I’m sure you don’t get to do it now, whatever it is.”

His words, spoken with genuine curiosity and a hint of sympathy, caught me off guard. I couldn’t help but laugh, the tension easing from my shoulders. “Actually, no,” I protested. “I do get to do something I enjoy. I like to watch old movies, and Greta lets me do that when my housemaid duties are done.”

Dylan’s face lit up with interest. “Old movies? That’s great! What kind do you like best?”

I felt a warmth spread through my chest at his enthusiasm. “I love old musicals,” I told him, my voice growing animated as I spoke about my silly little passion. “There’s just something, you know, magical about them—the music, the dancing, the… I don’t know. They kind of, like, transport you to another world.”

“Musicals, huh?” Dylan leaned forward, his hazel eyes twinkling. “I guess I don’t really know very much about them, but Singin’ in the Rain has been my favorite movie since I was little. Does that, you know, count?”

I could hardly contain my delight. “Of course it counts! Singin’ in the Rain is a classic. Gene Kelly, Debbie Reynolds, Donald O’Connor—they’re all fantastic in it.” I paused, wondering how far I should take it, how geeky I should get. Dylan’s smile made me keep going, though. “What’s your favorite song from the movie?”

Dylan’s face grew puzzled, as if I should have known the answer. “Well, I mean, ‘Singin’ in the Rain,’ of course. It’s just so… joyful, you know? And the… the what’s it called, you know… the…”

His face lit up suddenly, and it sent another surge of warmth rising in my chest.

“Choreography!” he said. “That’s it. When Gene Kelly does all that with his umbrella… I could watch that a million times.”

I couldn’t resist teasing him gently. “Oh, come on, that’s so basic! ‘Good Morning’ is a much better song.”

Dylan laughed, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Oh, I’m sure you don’t actually mean that,” he said, his voice warm with amusement. “You just want to have something to argue about, don’t you?”

I felt my cheeks grow hot, caught off guard by his playful accusation. For a moment, I considered doubling down on my preference for ‘Good Morning,’ but something in Dylan’s knowing smile made me relent.

“Okay, you got me,” I admitted, ducking my head shyly. “I do love ‘Singin’ in the Rain.’ It’s impossible not to smile when you watch that scene.”

As I looked back up at Dylan, I felt a sudden shift inside me. The warmth in his hazel eyes, the gentle teasing in his voice, the way he saw right through my attempt at playful debate—it all came together in a realization that hit me like a thunderbolt. I was falling in love with him.

It wasn’t just his handsome features or his kind demeanor. There was something about the way he carried himself, the quiet confidence that radiated from him. He didn’t need to raise his voice or make grand gestures to command attention. His presence alone was enough.

I thought back to how he had stood up to Devin and Greta, insisting on taking me to the Trattoria. How he had gently but firmly shut down any expectations of what might happen after our date. Dylan knew what he wanted and wasn’t afraid to go after it, but he also respected my boundaries and comfort.

As we continued chatting, I found myself hanging on his every word, relishing the way he gently guided the conversation. When I started to ramble about another musical, he listened attentively but then smoothly steered us back to the main topic. It was subtle, but I could feel his quiet control over our interaction.

Suddenly, an image flashed through my mind—Dylan’s strong hands on my body, guiding me over his knee. I imagined the firm pressure of his palm against my bottom, administering a loving but stern spanking. The thought sent a jolt of heat straight to my core, making me squirm in my seat.

Confused and overwhelmed by the intensity of my feelings and the unexpected turn of my thoughts, I fell silent. My cheeks burned as I stared down at my plate, trying to make sense of the conflicting emotions swirling inside me. How could I be thinking about Dylan spanking me? Why did the idea excite me so much?

I barely noticed as the waiter came to take our order, letting Dylan choose for both of us. My mind was too preoccupied with these new, confusing desires and the growing realization that I was falling hard for the man sitting across from me.

Without my even being fully conscious of it, half my brain started to work on ways to derail the date. My rising affection for Dylan felt terribly dangerous. Together, his quiet, confident dominance and my apparent Stockholm syndrome for the crazy New Modesty culture seemed like a recipe for disaster.

But as our delicious meal proceeded, the sheer pleasantness of the occasion—my handsome date, the romantic restaurant, the contented other couples, all older, who sat at the nearby tables—kept making me delay the moment when I made sure Dylan wouldn’t want a second date. I found myself asking for more details about the robofarm, and growing even more interested at the way Dylan answered, making the minutiae of automated agriculture seem exciting.

“You should have been a teacher,” I told him, suddenly, before I could stop myself.

Dylan smiled, and my heart skipped a beat.

“Nah,” he said. “I’d miss being outdoors. But I don’t mind teaching people. If they’re as beautiful as you are, anyway, Andrea.”


CHAPTER 16
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Andrea

The surge of affection in my chest turned the unease in my head into a flashing red warning light. As the date continued, a nagging voice in the back of my mind kept insisting that I needed to do something to sabotage things with Dylan. The intensity of my growing feelings for him terrified me. Getting too attached would only lead to more pain and humiliation in this strange new world I found myself in.

But every time I considered saying or doing something to push Dylan away, I found myself captivated by his warm smile or drawn in by another fascinating story about his work on the robofarm. Our conversation flowed so naturally, punctuated by shared laughter and lingering gazes.

When the waiter arrived with the appetizer, my eyes widened at the beautiful array of Italian delicacies artfully arranged on the platter.

“This is an antipasto,” Dylan explained, gesturing at the colorful assortment. “It’s a traditional Italian first course.”

I savored each new flavor and texture—the saltiness of prosciutto, the creaminess of fresh mozzarella, the tang of marinated artichokes. I couldn’t help the little sounds of pleasure that escaped my lips as I tasted each morsel.

“Oh, try this one,” Dylan said, spearing an olive stuffed with some kind of cheese and holding it out to me.

Without thinking, I leaned forward and took the offered bite directly from Dylan’s fork. As the burst of flavors hit my tongue, our eyes met and held. The intimacy of the moment sent a shiver down my spine.

I knew—I thought I knew, anyway, or some part of me knew—I had to say something cutting or offensive to ruin the mood. But the words wouldn’t come. How could I bring myself to hurt this kind, attentive man who seemed to treat me with such care and respect?

As we finished the antipasto, Dylan regaled me with more stories about automated farming. I found myself fascinated by the way he described the technology, how it seemed to come from a sci-fi story from a different world, a universe of abundance, where humans had solved all the problems our civilization seemed to face. I peppered him with questions, genuinely curious to learn more.

“You know, I’d love to show you around the farm sometime,” Dylan said, his eyes lighting up. “If you’re interested, of course.”

“Really? I’d like that,” I replied, forgetting for a moment that I wasn’t supposed to encourage future plans.

When our entrees arrived, I stared in frank wonder at the rich, savory-smelling dish the waiter placed in front of me. When I pushed my fork into it, the meat was so tender it practically fell off the big bone in its center. Then I tried the porridge-y stuff under it and I practically fainted at the richness of the taste.

“This is osso buco,” Dylan explained. “It’s a classic, I guess. I don’t know a ton about cooking, but I know what I like.”

I took a tentative bite of the meat and let out an involuntary moan of pleasure. “Oh, my god, this is incredible,” I exclaimed. “I’ve never tasted anything like it.”

Dylan beamed at my enthusiasm. “I’m so glad you like it. Even folks who have been to Italy say this place does an amazing osso buco.”

I savored another bite of the tender meat, relishing the complex flavors. “This is seriously the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted,” I said, forgetting all about the need to push Dylan away. “Where does the restaurant get such amazing ingredients?”

Dylan’s face lit up with pride. “Actually, the veal comes from a farm in the next town over.”

My fork clattered against the plate as I dropped it in shock. “Veal?” I whispered, my eyes wide. “This is… veal?”

Dylan’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Yes. I mean, I’m pretty sure that’s the way the Italians make it, too.”

I pushed my plate away, feeling suddenly nauseous. “I can’t eat this,” I said, my voice trembling. “I didn’t realize it was veal. I don’t eat veal.”

Dylan’s expression softened with understanding. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Andrea. I should have mentioned that. But I promise this veal is raised humanely. The farm has incredibly high standards for animal welfare.”

“Humanely raised?” I scoffed, my voice rising. “There’s no such thing as humane veal! Those poor baby cows are torn from their mothers and⁠—”

“Andrea, please,” Dylan said gently, reaching across the table to touch my hand. “I understand if you don’t want to eat it. That’s completely your choice and I respect that. I’m truly sorry for not mentioning it earlier.”

But something in me had snapped. All the pent-up frustration and confusion of the past week came bubbling to the surface. “No!” I shouted, yanking my hand away. “You don’t get to just apologize and make this okay!”

Heads turned at nearby tables as my voice echoed through the restaurant. Dylan’s eyes widened in alarm. “Andrea, please calm down,” he said in a low, soothing tone. “Let’s talk about this quietly.”

“I will not calm down!” I yelled, pushing back from the table. “How dare you try to feed me tortured baby animals! And then act like it’s no big deal!”

I knew I was going too far. I could see the hurt and confusion in Dylan’s eyes, could feel the disapproving stares of the other diners. But it was like watching myself from outside my body. I couldn’t stop the angry words from pouring out.

“You’re just like all the rest of them!” I ranted, gesturing wildly. “Thinking you can control everything, decide what I eat, what I do, who I am! Well, I won’t stand for it anymore!”

Dylan stood, his face a mask of concern. “Andrea, that’s enough,” he said firmly. “You’re making a scene. Let’s step outside and talk about this calmly.”

But I was too far gone. “Don’t tell me what to do!” I shrieked, grabbing my glass of water and flinging its contents at Dylan. The water splashed across his chest, darkening his blue shirt.

Dylan’s jaw clenched, his eyes flashing with a mixture of shock and anger. Without a word, he grabbed my arm and marched me toward the exit. I struggled against his grip, but his hold was firm.

“Let go of me!” I yelled, drawing more stares from the other patrons. But Dylan ignored my protests, guiding me swiftly out of the restaurant and into the cool night air.

Once outside, Dylan released my arm but blocked my path back to the truck. His voice was low and controlled when he spoke, but I could hear the underlying steel in his tone. “Andrea, that behavior was completely unacceptable.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but Dylan held up a hand, silencing me. “No. You will listen now.” The quiet authority in his voice made me snap my mouth shut.

“I understand you were upset about the veal. That’s a valid feeling. But throwing a tantrum like a child is not how an adult handles their emotions.” Dylan’s eyes bored into mine as he continued, “You embarrassed yourself, you embarrassed me, and you disrespected the restaurant staff and other diners.”

Shame washed over me as the reality of my actions sank in. I dropped my gaze to the ground, unable to meet Dylan’s stern look. “I’m sorry,” I whispered, tears pricking at my eyes.

“I’m not the one you need to apologize to,” Dylan said firmly. “But right now, you need to be taught a lesson about proper behavior.”

Before I could process his words, Dylan had opened the passenger door of his truck and thrust my upper body inside, bent over the seat. I gasped as I found myself in that helpless posture, my bottom thrust outward and available.

“Dylan, what are you doing?” I squeaked, my heart racing.

“What it seems like Devin should have done before letting you out in public,” Dylan replied, his hand coming to rest on my protruding bottom and squeezing hard, so that I gasped. “I’m going to spank you, Andrea. Right here, where anyone can see. Because you need to learn that actions have consequences.”

I squirmed, mortified at the thought of being spanked in public. “Please, Dylan, not here,” I begged, trying to turn my face over my shoulder to catch his eye. “Someone might see!”

“That’s the point,” Dylan said, his voice unyielding. “Maybe the embarrassment will help the lesson stick.”

With that, Dylan flipped up my dress, exposing my panty-clad bottom to the world. I felt my face flame with humiliation as I realized anyone walking by could see me in this compromising position. The tightness and thinness of my training panties, knowing how they clung to my bottom cheeks, brought an inferno of shame to my face.

Dylan’s hand came down with a sharp crack, the sting blooming across my right cheek. I yelped in surprise and pain as he continued to rain down firm swats on my exposed backside.

As the spanking continued, I became acutely aware of my surroundings. Main Street. Even in Cato, cars were going by at a steady rate. I guessed I was hidden from them because Dylan’s truck blocked the view, but I realized that meant everyone in the restaurant could see.

They’re watching you get what you deserve, said the voice in my mind that I’d tried so hard to fight.

Dylan’s hand came down again and again, each smack sending a jolt of pain through my body. The sting built to a burning sensation that spread across my entire bottom. I squirmed and wriggled, trying to escape the relentless spanking, but Dylan’s firm grip on my waist held me in place.

As mortifying as the situation was, I couldn’t deny the heat building between my thighs. Each stinging slap seemed to send a shock of arousal straight to my core. I pressed my thighs together, desperately trying to ignore the growing ache of need.

The cool night air on my bare skin, the muffled sounds of diners inside the restaurant, the occasional passing car—it all served to heighten my awareness of my humiliating position. I imagined the other patrons gathered at the windows, watching wide-eyed as I received my shameful punishment. The thought made me whimper with humiliation, even as it sent another surge of forbidden excitement through me.

Suddenly, Dylan’s hand stilled. I held my breath, wondering if it was over. But then I felt his fingers trace lightly over the seat of my panties.

“Andrea, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice low and knowing. “Your adorable little pussy is giving you away.”

I froze, mortified as I realized what he must have discovered.

“I know you’re not enjoying this, sweetheart,” Dylan continued, his finger running along the damp patch that had formed on my underwear. “I can see the wet spot on your panties, though. You need this, don’t you? Your body is begging me to discipline you.”

“No!” I cried out, my voice shrill with panic and arousal. “You’re wrong! You’re crazy!”

Dylan’s hand came down hard on my bottom, making me yelp. “Quiet,” he ordered sternly. “Unless you want me to take these wet panties down and stuff them in that naughty mouth of yours.”

A sob escaped my lips at his words, equal parts shame and desperate need. The image of Dylan gagging me with my own soaked underwear sent a fresh wave of arousal flooding through me. My hips bucked involuntarily, vainly seeking friction against the side of the truck, as if I could hump the metal frame.

Dylan’s hand resumed its rhythmic spanking, each smack echoing in the quiet night air. I realized with a start that he wasn’t hitting particularly hard. The sting was there, but it was more of a warm glow than real pain. As I processed this, understanding dawned, way beyond the words in which Dylan had told me the same thing—the pain of the spanking itself wasn’t the point. The humiliation was.

My face burned hotter than my bottom as the full weight of my situation sank in. Here I was, bent over the seat of Dylan’s truck in the middle of Main Street, my dress hiked up and my panty-clad bottom on display for anyone who cared to look. And why? Because I couldn’t behave like a grownup in the restaurant.

Shame washed over me in waves. Again I imagined the other diners inside, shaking their heads in disapproval at the spectacle. They all knew why I was being punished. They had witnessed my childish tantrum, seen Dylan march me out here to face the consequences of my actions.

Tears welled up in my eyes, spilling down my cheeks. But it wasn’t from the pain—not at all. It came from the deep, aching remorse that filled my chest. I had ruined our lovely evening. I had embarrassed Dylan, who had been nothing but kind and attentive. I had disrespected the restaurant staff and other patrons.

“I’m sorry,” I choked out between sobs. “I’m so sorry, Dylan. Sir… please… I’m sorry.”

The words tumbled from my lips like a mantra, repeated over and over as Dylan’s hand continued to fall. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.”

My body shook with the force of my weeping. I cried like a child, all pretense of adulthood stripped away by my position and my shame.

Suddenly, the spanking stopped. Before I could process what was happening, I felt myself being turned and pulled into a warm embrace. Dylan’s strong arms wrapped around me, holding me close as I sobbed into his chest.

“Shh, it’s okay,” he murmured, one hand stroking my hair soothingly. “You’re forgiven, Andrea. It’s all over now.”

I clung to him, my tears soaking into his shirt as the last of my remorse poured out of me. Dylan held me patiently, murmuring words of comfort and forgiveness until my sobs finally subsided into hiccupping breaths.

As my tears dried, I became acutely aware of our position. My bottom still stung from the spanking, a constant reminder of my punishment. But now, pressed against Dylan’s solid chest, I felt safe and cared for in a way I had never experienced before.

Dylan gently tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet his gaze. His hazel eyes were soft with understanding and something different, something much better—a warmth that made my heart skip a beat.

“Let’s get you home,” he said softly, pressing a gentle kiss to my lips.


CHAPTER 17
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Dylan

The way Andrea melted into my arms had driven away my last lingering doubt about spanking her on Main Street. On the quick ride home, whenever I glanced over at her blushing, tearstained face, I found her eyes fixed on my face, a look of humble submission in her own gaze that warmed my heart—and hardened my cock along my thigh.

“Can we…” she started, just before we pulled into Devin’s driveway. “Can we visit the… the farm with the, you know, the veal?”

My brow furrowed as I tried to see into her thoughts.

“Now?” I asked.

Andrea laughed at that, the silvery sound filling the cab of the truck and dissipating the lingering tension from our intense experience at the restaurant.

“No,” she said. “Just… sometime. I mean… if they really are humane, then, you know…”

It was my turn to laugh.

“Sure,” I said. “And then I’ll take you back to the Trattoria for osso buco.”

Her cheeks had gone bright pink. I thought I could read, in the shadow that seemed to cross her brow for a moment, that she hadn’t gotten rid of the inner conflict I could tell she felt. Not all of it anyway. But then the smile broke out on her pretty mouth again.

“I’d like that.”

I pulled the truck up in front of the big farmhouse. Andrea reached for the door handle.

“Hold on,” I told her. She looked back at me, her eyes wide, as if fearful I might punish her again. I hadn’t spoken sharply, but I could see that Andrea’s lovely body had responded like a live wire to the stimulus of my voice. I felt the hardness in my pants jump at this sign of a connection between us.

“Yes?” she asked.

Purely out of instinct, I pushed a little further, tilting my head a bit and intensifying my gaze. Andrea swallowed visibly.

“Yes, sir?” she whispered.

“Good girl,” I told her, smiling again and then watching her own mouth curve upward at the praise. A surge of warmth filled my chest, and at that moment I knew it for sure—I had fallen hard for Andrea Jacobsen. But where we went from here didn’t seem entirely clear to me, given the complexity of her reaction to life in Cato.

“I’d like to take you up to your bedroom,” I told her frankly.

Andrea started to chew on her lower lip, looking intently into my eyes. The blush in her cheeks grew darker in the red glow of the setting sun.

“What… what does that mean?” she asked.

“I think you know what it means,” I replied, refusing to let her off the hook. I could see in her blue eyes that she definitely did know. I had not the slightest doubt that Ethan had made use of his associate privileges to enjoy that sweet mouth with his cock.

The pink tip of Andrea’s tongue slipped out of her mouth, as if despite her mind’s efforts her body wanted to prepare itself for the service she knew she must give. I didn’t want to demand that service, though, or at least not in the way I felt certain Ethan had. I wanted to help her resolve the conflict I could see troubling her eyes.

“Could we…” she started. “Could we maybe just, you know, cuddle? And maybe… like, kiss?”

I smiled as gently as my raging erection would allow.

“We’ll start there, sweetheart. But if you let me take you up to your bedroom, there are only two ways it can end.”

Andrea’s eyes went very wide.

“Wh-what do you mean?” she whispered. I thought I could see her pulse jump in her throat, even in the fading light.

“With my cock in your mouth, or with you over my knee with your panties down for another spanking,” I said matter-of-factly, studying Andrea’s face intently to gauge her reaction.

Her lips parted, but for a moment no sound came out. Then she breathed, “You’d… make me?”

I nodded slowly. “Yes, sweetheart. If I have to, I’ll make you suck my cock like the good girl I know you can be.”
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Andrea

A few minutes later Dylan’s big hand, on my bottom, propelled me gently into my bedroom. We had said a brief hello to Devin and Greta, who were watching TV in the den. To my relief, Dylan hadn’t said anything to Devin about my misbehavior in the restaurant or the humiliating consequences he had imposed.

Standing in the middle of the room, I turned to Dylan, my breath hitching in my throat as I caught sight again of just how handsome my suitor was. The soreness from my spanking in the truck had gone away completely, but the memory lingered insistently both in my mind and, worse, down there where that strong hand had corrected my faults. I wondered if something about the training panties had the property of making a girl’s bottom and pussy extra sensitive, or extra receptive, or something, to old-fashioned discipline.

“Will…” I started, and then I saw that same look in Dylan’s eye that he had fixed me with in the truck, and with a flutter of my heart and a hard swallow I corrected myself. “Sir… will the other guests at the restaurant… will they…?”

“Gossip?” Dylan asked. “I don’t think so. People in Cato generally mind their own business, especially the older folks. You’re worried about Devin and Greta hearing?”

I nodded silently.

“Even if they did hear from a neighbor,” Dylan replied seriously, “they would trust my decision not to report you to them. I told you that you’re forgiven, and I meant it.”

I smiled. I couldn’t help it. Dylan had respected my concern and answered it. More important, he had made clear an element of life in Cato that I hadn’t really yet appreciated. Spankings hurt, and they were embarrassing. I felt certain whippings were even worse, in that department. But once they were over, they were over. You got to move forward. I had paid fully for my childishness in the restaurant, and now I had the chance to show I could put it behind me.

The idea of what moving forward meant, though, here alone in my bedroom, made my tummy flip. The memory of Ethan’s hands on my shoulders and his rigid penis in my mouth rose into my mind. I felt my smile fade as I looked at Dylan, wondering what he meant to do—hoping and fearing at the same time.

I realized abruptly that I had unconsciously put my right hand behind me, over my bottom, as if to ward off the punishment for my refusal to pleasure him. It had sunk in on some level deeper than conscious thought: subservient girls of the Weathers household had no choice but to do that for an associate, or get their bare bottoms spanked.

No choice.

Dylan stepped toward me and took me into his arms. He put one hand on the small of my back and the other on my rear end. I let out a sob and melted into him, feeling all resistance leave my body.

The hand on my back moved higher, to cradle my head and to turn it gently to the side so that Dylan’s handsome mouth could meet mine. He kissed me softly, and then more urgently, his tongue dominating my mouth as if he meant to prepare me for my shameful service.

I felt certain I knew what would come next, and I readied myself for it. Dylan’s hands would go to my shoulders, pressing me to my knees. He would probably do it more gently than Ethan had, but it would happen that way, and I felt some pride that I could prepare myself—more, I felt confident about my ability to give Dylan pleasure and allow him to release the day’s tension, some of it my fault, inside my soft mouth.

It didn’t happen like that at all, though. When Dylan broke the kiss, he murmured in my ear, “I’m going to put you on your bed and taste you now, sweetheart. I’ve been waiting to sample the flavor of that adorable little pussy since your first night here.”

My heart raced as his words sank in. The thought of him kissing me, licking me down there made me blush furiously, a wave of heat spreading across my face and down my neck. Even the humiliating inspections by Devin and Greta hadn’t embarrassed me as much as this. To have Dylan’s face so intimately close, his tongue exploring my most private place… it felt like too much to bear.

“No, please,” I whispered, shaking my head. “I… I can’t.”

But Dylan’s hands were already at the zipper of my dress, slowly drawing it down my back. He peeled the fabric away, leaving me trembling in just my training bra and panties. Before I could protest further, he had scooped me up in his strong arms, cradling me against his chest as he carried me to the bed.

The mattress dipped beneath me as Dylan laid me down gently. His hazel eyes roamed over my body, dark with desire. “Hold your legs open wide for me, Andrea,” he commanded, his voice deep in his chest.

A jolt of arousal shot through me at his authoritative tone. My body responded instinctively, even as my mind reeled with embarrassment. Slowly, hesitantly, I parted my thighs, exposing the damp patch on my training panties.

“Wider,” Dylan urged, his large hands coming to rest on my inner thighs. “Hold your knees back. Show me that pretty pussy.”

Whimpering softly, I complied, spreading my legs further, feeling utterly open and bare. The air moving over my heated skin made me acutely aware even through the panties of how wet I had become. My cheeks burned anew with shame, but I couldn’t deny the ache of need building between my legs.

Dylan’s fingers traced along the edge of my panties, sending shivers down my spine. “So beautiful,” he murmured. “And so responsive. You’re soaking your underwear, naughty girl.”

I turned my face away, mortified by his words and by my body’s betrayal. But Dylan gently cupped my cheek, turning me back to meet his gaze.

“Don’t be ashamed, sweetheart,” he said softly. “Your body knows what it needs, even if your mind isn’t quite there yet. It’s time to learn how good it can feel to let a man have his way.”

Dylan’s fingers danced lightly over the fabric of my training panties, tracing the much-too-visible outline of my pussy lips. Through the thin material, his touch sent sparks of pleasure coursing through me. I couldn’t help but squirm under his ministrations, my hips lifting slightly off the bed.

“Look how wet you are for me, Andrea,” Dylan breathed. “Your little pussy is begging for attention.”

I was torn between the desire to close my legs and hide my shame, and the growing need to press myself more firmly against his teasing fingers. Dylan’s other hand came to rest on my inner thigh, gently but firmly keeping me spread open for his perusal.

“It’s incredibly arousing, you know,” he continued, his eyes fixed on the damp patch spreading across my panties. “For a man to see a woman’s body respond like this. To know that I have this effect on you.”

His thumb found my clit through the fabric, rubbing slow, deliberate circles. I gasped at the sensation, my back arching involuntarily.

“These training panties are quite ingenious,” Dylan mused, increasing the pressure slightly. “I’ve read about the philosophy behind their design. The way the fabric clings to every curve, how it enhances sensation… it’s all meant to make you more aware of your body’s needs.”

As if to demonstrate, he ran a finger along the edge of the panties where they cut across my hip. The material seemed to tighten in response, molding even more closely to my pussy. I could feel every fold and crease of my most intimate parts, hyper-aware of how naked I was despite still being technically covered.

“The constant friction,” Dylan explained, his fingers never ceasing their maddening exploration, “the way they hug your pussy so snugly… it’s all designed to keep you in a state of low-level arousal. To remind you of your need for a man’s touch.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations and the humiliation of my body’s eager response. But Dylan wasn’t done with his lesson.

“Open your eyes, Andrea,” he commanded softly. “Watch what I’m doing to you.”

Reluctantly, I obeyed, forcing myself to look down at where Dylan’s hand was working between my spread thighs. The sight of his large, masculine fingers moving against the delicate fabric of my panties sent another surge of heat through me.

“See how your pussy is reacting?” Dylan asked, his voice thick with desire. “How it’s practically sucking at my fingers through the material? Your pussy knows what it wants.”

As if to prove his point, he pressed more firmly against my virgin entrance. I could feel myself clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled. A low moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan said. “Let yourself feel it.”


CHAPTER 18
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Andrea

As Dylan’s fingers continued their maddening exploration, I started to think, despite my best efforts to push the thought away, about the reason for my pussy’s wetness. Biology’s reason: the way my body itself was trying to help my suitor claim me as his own.

“Do you know why your body is reacting this way, Andrea?” Dylan asked, as if he could read my mind.

I pretended I didn’t know what he meant. I shook my head mutely, unable to form words as his thumb brushed over my clit once more.

“This wetness,” he explained, “is nature’s way of preparing you down here.”

Another surge of moisture escaped me at his words, and I whimpered softly.

“Your pussy is getting ready,” Dylan continued, his fingers tracing the outline of my lips through the damp fabric. “It’s making itself slick and welcoming, preparing to take a man’s cock.”

I gasped at his crude language, but I couldn’t deny the way my inner muscles clenched at the thought.

“That’s what all this wetness is for, sweetheart,” he murmured. “To ease the way for a big, hard cock to slide inside you. To let a man fuck you properly.”

My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more pressure against his teasing fingers. The ache inside me had grown almost unbearable, a desperate emptiness begging to be filled.

“Please,” I whispered, hardly recognizing my own voice.

Dylan’s eyes met mine, dark with desire. “Please what, Andrea? Tell me what you need.”

I squirmed under his intense gaze, torn between embarrassment and overwhelming arousal. “I… I don’t know,” I stammered.

“I think you do,” Dylan said firmly. “Say it, Andrea. Beg me for what you want.”

My cheeks flamed even hotter, but the need coursing through my body overrode my shame. “Please,” I whimpered. “Take them off. My panties… please take them off.”

A slow smile spread across Dylan’s face. “Good girl,” he praised. “Ask me properly now.”

Swallowing hard, I forced myself to meet his eyes. “Please, sir,” I begged. “Please take off my panties.”

Without breaking eye contact, Dylan hooked his fingers under the waistband of my training panties. Slowly, torturously, he peeled the damp fabric away from my overheated skin. I lifted my hips and closed my knees to help him, shivering as the cool air hit my naked pussy.

Dylan tossed the soaked panties aside, his gaze dropping to take in my newly bared flesh. I watched his face intently, my heart pounding as his eyes roamed over my most intimate parts.

“Spread your legs again. Even wider,” he commanded softly. “Pull those knees back more. Show me everything.”

I whimpered softly as I complied with my suitor’s lewd instruction, spreading my legs as far as I could and pulling my knees all the way back toward my chest. To my distress I could even see them myself in this posture, my shaven pussy and anus, on display for Dylan’s hungry, ultra-masculine gaze. I felt my face flame with embarrassment even as I sensed myself melting down below at the obscene submission he had decreed.

I watched Dylan’s eyes roam over me, drinking in every detail. My heart pounded as I saw the desire burning in his hazel irises. His gaze lingered on my glistening folds, then dropped lower to where my bottom’s tiny, puckered hole was fully visible.

“So beautiful,” Dylan murmured, his voice husky with want. “Your pretty little pussy is absolutely perfect, Andrea. And look at this adorable little asshole, all pink and tight.”

I gasped as Dylan ran a finger lightly over my exposed anus, the feather-light touch sending shivers up my spine. My pussy clenched involuntarily, aching to be filled.

“You like that, don’t you?” Dylan asked, a knowing smile playing at his lips. “Your body is so responsive, sweetheart. I can see how badly you need it.”

My eyes widened as I saw Dylan’s free hand move to the front of his pants, palming the obvious bulge there. “You’ve got me so hard, Andrea,” he growled. “I need to taste that sweet pussy of yours.”

I watched, wide-eyed, as Dylan unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly. He reached into his pants and pulled out his cock, thick and rigid with arousal. My mouth went dry at the sight of it, so much larger than Ethan’s had been.

Dylan wrapped his hand around his shaft, stroking slowly as he continued to drink in the sight of my bared pussy. “I’m going to stroke my cock while I eat you out,” he told me, his voice low and commanding. “I want you to watch me pleasure myself as I taste every inch of this delicious cunt.”

Before I could respond, Dylan lowered his head between my spread thighs. His eyes locked onto mine, intense and full of promise. “Keep your eyes open,” he ordered softly. “I want to see your face while I’m making you come.”

I nodded mutely, unable to look away as Dylan’s tongue darted out to trace along my slit. The first touch of his warm, wet tongue against my sensitive flesh made me cry out in pleasure. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact.

Dylan’s free hand came to rest on my lower belly, holding me in place as he began to explore my pussy in earnest. His tongue swirled around my clit, then dipped lower to tease at the virgin entrance to my aching sheath. All the while, his other hand worked his cock, stroking in time with the movements of his mouth.

Dylan’s tongue delved deeper, parting my folds and exploring every inch of my pussy. I couldn’t hold back the cries of pleasure that escaped my lips as he skillfully worked me over. To my horror, the thought that Lila and Lydia—and, much worse, Greta and Devin—must surely be listening to my submission only made my pussy clench under my suitor’s probing tongue. His mouth seemed relentless, alternating between long, slow licks along my slit and quick flicks against my swollen clit.

“Oh, god,” I moaned, my back arching off the bed. “Dylan, sir… please… I… I… I can’t!”

But he didn’t let up. If anything, my desperate pleas seemed to spur him on. He sealed his lips around my clit and sucked hard, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. My thighs began to tremble uncontrollably as the pressure built low in my belly.

All the while, Dylan’s eyes remained locked on mine. The intensity of his gaze held me captive, forcing me to confront the depths of my own need. I felt utterly mastered, not just physically but emotionally, too. I couldn’t hide from the raw desire I saw reflected in those hazel depths.

Just as I thought I might shatter from the overwhelming sensations, Dylan pulled back slightly. His chin glistened with my arousal as he smiled up at me. “You taste absolutely divine, Andrea,” he praised, his voice rough with lust. “So sweet and naughty. I could suck on this pretty pussy for hours.”

My cheeks burned at his words, but Dylan’s frank appreciation of my body intoxicated me, too.

“Look at my cock, sweetheart,” Dylan commanded softly, drawing my attention to where his hand still worked his impressive length. “See how hard you’ve made me? Do you know why?”

I bit my lip, too embarrassed to answer. But Dylan wasn’t letting me off that easily. He lowered his head once more, placing a series of soft kisses along my inner thighs. “Tell me, Andrea,” he murmured against my heated skin. “Why is my cock so hard right now?”

His tongue darted out to trace lazy circles around my clit as he waited for my response. The teasing touch was maddening, not quite enough to push me over the edge but more than sufficient to keep me teetering on the brink of ecstasy.

“B-because,” I stammered, struggling to form coherent thoughts through the turmoil of pleasure. “Because you… you want to…”

Dylan’s free hand came up to spread my pussy lips wider, exposing my most intimate parts to his hungry gaze. “Say it, sweetheart,” he urged, his hot breath fanning across my sensitive flesh. “Tell me why I’m so hard.”

The wolfish hunger in his words sent another jolt of arousal through me. I whimpered, torn between shame and desperate need. Dylan’s question hung heavily in the air, the only sound in the room the harsh panting of our breaths. I bit my lip, my heart racing in my chest. I knew very well why he was so aroused, but the words refused to pass my lips. The very thought filled me with mortification.

As if sensing my inner turmoil, Dylan’s free hand left my thigh and traveled downward to the tight, wrinkled button of my anus. He circled his fingertip around the sensitive opening, sending a shiver up my spine. “Tell me, Andrea,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “Why is my cock so hard right now?”

“B-because you…” I gulped, unable to meet his gaze as he pressed just a fraction harder against my already tense ring. “Because you want… you want to…” My voice fell to a whisper. “To put it in me.”

Dylan’s eyes narrowed, his gaze boring into mine. “That’s better, but I want to hear you say it, Andrea. Those are the rules, for you. When I want to hear you say it, nice and loud, you say it nice and loud, no matter how embarrassing.” His finger pushed a bit more firmly, sending a jolt of both pain and pleasure through my quivering body.

“I…” I gasped, my voice shaking. “I-I think… you want to…” Tears rose as the humiliation of saying the words out loud washed over me. “You… You want to fuck me,” I sobbed.

Dylan rewarded my honesty by circling his fingertip around my clit once more, spreading my arousal across the engorged nub and sending electric sparks shooting through my body. I arched my hips off the bed, helpless in the face of such exquisite torture.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl,” Dylan purred, his voice filled with approval. “But where do you think I want to fuck you, sweetheart?” His voice was thick with lust as he pressed just a little bit harder against my cringing backdoor.

I knew the answer to that one all too well. The humiliation of the spanking chair and Ethan’s rough ministrations flooded back to me in a wave of shame and arousal. Heat suffused my cheeks as I forced myself to meet Dylan’s unwavering gaze. “I-I think…” I swallowed hard, my throat dry as bone. “I think you want to fuck me… everywhere.”

Dylan withdrew his finger from between my cheeks but put that hand resting on my tummy, reminding me of his presence and control over me. He leaned in close, his hazel eyes boring into mine once more. “Say it, Andrea,” he growled softly. “Say all the places you think I want to put this hard cock.”

My face flamed crimson as I looked him straight in the eyes and said the words that I felt would seal my fate.

I bit my lip hard, feeling my whole body go hot with shame. Tears pricked at my eyes as I forced myself to hold Dylan’s intense gaze. “I… I think you want to put it in my mouth,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “And… and in my p-pussy.” I paused, my face burning even hotter. “And… in my b-bottom,” I finally sobbed, utterly mortified.

Dylan’s eyes darkened with lust at my words. “Good girl,” he growled. “Such a good, obedient girl for me.”

Before I could respond, Dylan pushed his finger firmly against my anus. I gasped as I felt the digit breach the tight ring, sliding slowly but inexorably into my most private place. At the same time, his mouth descended on my pussy once more, his tongue laving broad strokes over my sensitive flesh.

The dual sensations overwhelmed me completely. Dylan’s finger pumped gently in and out of my bottom as his talented tongue explored every fold and crevice of my dripping sex. When he sealed his lips around my swollen clit and sucked hard, I cried out, my back arching off the bed.

“Oh god, oh god,” I panted, my hips rocking instinctively against Dylan’s face. The feeling of fullness in my bottom combined with the exquisite pleasure of his mouth on my pussy sent me spiraling rapidly toward the edge.

Dylan hummed against my flesh, the vibrations sending shockwaves of bliss through my body. His finger pressed deeper into my bottom, curling slightly, pushing in a way that seemed to send rockets of pleasure shooting through me.

“Sir!” I screamed, my thighs clamping around his head as the most intense orgasm of my life crashed over me. Wave after wave of pleasure washed through me, making my entire body tremble and shake.

Dylan didn’t let up, continuing to work my pussy and bottom with his mouth and finger as I rode out my climax. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, a second orgasm slammed into me, even more powerful than the first. I sobbed with the intensity of it, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through my body.

As I finally came down from my high, gasping and trembling, Dylan gently withdrew his finger from my bottom. He placed a soft kiss on my inner thigh before sitting up, his face glistening with my arousal.

“You’re absolutely magnificent when you come, Andrea,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “So submissive and yet so uninhibited.”

Still panting, I watched through half-lidded eyes as Dylan reached behind me to unhook my training bra. He slid the straps down my arms, tossing the garment aside and leaving me completely naked before him.

“My god,” Dylan breathed, his gaze roaming hungrily over my bare breasts. “These are even more gorgeous than I remembered.”


CHAPTER 19
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Andrea

Dylan picked me up as if I weighed nothing and moved me further up the bed. I blinked up at him in confusion as he piled pillows behind my head. His enormous cock swayed in the half-light from the moonlit window, and I swallowed hard at the sight of its jutting length. Heat crept into my cheeks as I realized my mouth had started to water profusely, as if my body meant to make my face into another pussy for my suitor’s pleasure.

Dylan stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes roaming hungrily over my naked form. My heart raced as I watched him slowly unbutton his shirt, revealing more of his toned chest with each movement. He shrugged the garment off his broad shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

I couldn’t tear my gaze away as his hands moved to his belt buckle. The metallic clink as he unfastened it sent a shiver of anticipation through me. He unzipped his pants and pushed them down along with his boxers, stepping out of them gracefully.

My breath caught in my throat as I took in the sight of Dylan completely nude. His body seemed more like a statue than a real person. He seemed all lean muscle and golden skin. My eyes went irresistibly down, between his legs, and the sight of his manhood standing proudly erect between his powerful thighs seemed even more striking than it had a moment before.

I felt small and soft in comparison to the masculine form revealed to me. Where he was made of hard planes and sharp angles, I had gentle curves and yielding flesh. His body seemed made to conquer, to possess, while mine seemed designed for surrender.

Dylan’s eyes blazed with desire as he climbed onto the bed. I gasped as he straddled my chest. His thighs bracketed my ribcage, the heat of his skin searing against mine. I could feel the weight of his balls resting on my sternum, his cock jutting proudly before my face.

“Push those big, beautiful breasts together for me, sweetheart,” Dylan commanded softly.

With trembling hands, I cupped my breasts, pressing them together to create a warm channel for Dylan’s pleasure. He groaned as he slid his cock between my soft mounds, the tip brushing against my chin.

“That’s it, good girl,” he murmured. “Now give it a little kiss.”

Heart pounding, I tilted my chin down and placed a tentative kiss on the swollen head of Dylan’s cock. The musky, masculine scent of him filled my nostrils, making me dizzy with arousal.

“Lick it,” Dylan growled, his voice rough with need. “Show me how much you want to please me.”

I extended my tongue, running it along the underside of his shaft as he continued to thrust between my breasts. The salty tang of his pre-cum coated my taste buds, and I whimpered softly at the intimacy of the act.

Dylan’s hand came to rest on the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair. “Such a good little cocksucker,” he murmured. “I think you’re ready to take me in that pretty mouth now.”

Dylan shifted forward. He swung his knees one at a time over my arms, so that he could straddle me higher up. The light pressure of his taut backside against my breasts sent a shudder through my whole body as I gazed fearfully up at him.

The hunger in his eyes did nothing to reassure me as he pressed the tip of his cock against my lips. Trembling, I opened my mouth, obediently letting him slide inside. The weight of him on my tongue felt both foreign and thrilling, even after having done this shameful duty several times.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan groaned. “Take it all the way in.”

He pushed forward slowly but inexorably, filling my mouth completely. I breathed through my nose, trying to relax my throat as the head of his cock nudged against the back of it. My eyes watered at the intrusion, but I was determined to please him.

“Fuck, Andrea,” Dylan growled. “Your mouth feels incredible. So hot and wet for me.”

His hips began to move, thrusting gently at first. I did my best to receive him obediently, my face getting hot as I tried to mimic what I imagined my pussy would feel like, if Dylan claimed me there.

When he claims me there. My pussy clenched hard as in my thoughts I submitted to him, changing my hypothetical defloration by his huge, hard penis into a certainty.

The taste of him, musky and male, filled my senses. I whimpered around the moving shaft as Dylan used me.

“Spread those legs again for me, sweetheart,” he commanded. “I want to play with that sweet pussy while I fuck your pretty face.”

Whimpering around his cock, I complied, spreading my thighs wide. I felt terribly open, but the position only heightened my arousal.

Dylan’s hand snaked behind him, fingers finding my slick folds. He traced lazy circles around my clit as he continued to thrust into my mouth. The dual sensations overwhelmed me, pleasure building rapidly deep in my womb.

“God, your mouth feels amazing,” Dylan groaned. “So soft and warm around my cock. And this pussy… fuck, you’re soaked.”

His fingers dipped lower, teasing at my entrance before sliding inside. I moaned around his shaft as he began to pump two thick digits in and out of my aching channel. His thumb found my clit, rubbing firm circles over the sensitive bud.

“Such a good girl,” Dylan praised. “Taking my cock so well while I play with your needy little cunt. You love this, don’t you? Being used for my pleasure?”

I whimpered in response, unable to form words with my mouth so full. Dylan’s thrusts grew more forceful, his cock hitting the back of my throat with each movement. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t want him to stop.

“That’s it. Take it all,” he growled. “Just a little fuck toy.”

His crude words sent a jolt of shameful arousal through me. I tried to make my mouth even softer, even more welcoming for the man who knew me better than I knew myself, as embarrassing as his revelations were.

Dylan’s fingers worked magic on my pussy, stroking and teasing until I was trembling on the edge of orgasm. Just as I thought I might explode, he withdrew his hand. I whined in protest, but then gasped as I felt his slick fingers probing at my bottom.

“Going to fill up all your holes, baby,” Dylan growled. “I’m going to be the one to open you. Do you want that? Do you want this cock to claim you completely?”

I let out a sob around the thrusting shaft as I looked my helpless confirmation into Dylan’s intense, lustful gaze.

Dylan’s fingers pressed insistently against my bottom hole, slick with my own arousal. I whimpered around his cock as I felt the tip of one digit breach the tight ring of muscle. The burning stretch sent shockwaves of pleasure-pain through my body.

“That’s it, baby,” Dylan growled. “Open up for me. Let me in everywhere.”

His finger sank deeper into my bottom as he continued to thrust into my mouth. The dual penetration felt like it would overwhelm my senses. My hips rocked involuntarily, seeking friction against his probing digits.

Dylan’s free hand tangled in my hair, holding me still as he fucked my face with increasing urgency. “Fuck, Andrea,” he groaned. “So good. Already such a perfect little cocksucker.”

The lewd praise sent another surge of need through me. I moved my tongue under his shaft, tracing the prominent veins in hope of pleasing his penis as he drove it in and pulled it out.

“That’s it, good girl,” Dylan grunted. “Gonna fill that pretty throat with my cum. You want that, don’t you? Want to swallow every drop?”

I moaned my assent, beyond caring about anything but bringing him pleasure. Dylan’s hips stuttered as he neared his peak. His finger in my bottom moved, and then he put his thumb gently on my clit, and I knew I stood at the edge of a cliff, about to fly.

“Come for me,” he commanded roughly. “Come on my fingers while I flood that sweet mouth.”

The coil of tension in my core snapped. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me as my orgasm ripped through my body. I screamed around Dylan’s cock, my pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing as my climax consumed me.

Dylan growled his own release, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself down my throat. I swallowed reflexively, drinking down his essence as if it were the most precious nectar. His finger slipped from my bottom as the last aftershocks of pleasure rippled through me.

Gently, he withdrew from my mouth. He gathered me into his arms, cradling me against his broad chest as we both caught our breath. I nuzzled into the crook of his neck, inhaling his masculine scent.

“You were perfect, sweetheart,” Dylan murmured, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead. “So beautiful and submissive.”

He maneuvered us under the covers, pulling me close. I draped myself half across his body, my head resting on his chest. The steady thump of his heartbeat soothed me.

“Sleep now, Andrea,” Dylan whispered, his fingers combing through my hair. “I’ve got you.”

Wrapped in his strong embrace, I tried to stay awake, because I wanted so badly to feel his naked warmth against my skin. The harder I tried to form thoughts, though, the more disconnected they became, and it couldn’t have been more than a minute or two before I drifted off into a deep, contented slumber.
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The next morning, I awoke alone in my bed. For a moment, I felt a pang of disappointment at an absence I couldn’t put my finger on. Then the memories of the previous night came flooding back, a wave of heat washed over me, and I named what I wanted.

Dylan.

I could almost feel his strong hands on my body, his hungry mouth devouring my most intimate places. The ghost of his thick cock sliding between my breasts and filling my throat made me shiver with renewed desire. My nipples hardened into tight peaks as I recalled the exquisite sensation of his fingers probing my virgin holes while he used my mouth for his pleasure.

Without conscious thought, my hand slid down my body. I gasped softly as my fingers encountered the slick folds of my pussy. I was already embarrassingly wet, my arousal coating my inner thighs.

Biting my lip to stifle my moans, I began to play with myself in earnest. I circled my clit with teasing strokes, imagining it was Dylan’s skilled tongue instead of my own fingers. My other hand came up to cup my breast, pinching and rolling the nipple just as Dylan had done.

I arched my back, lost in the sensations and memories. In my mind, Dylan loomed over me, his hazel eyes dark with lust as he prepared to claim me fully. I could almost feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against my vagina’s virgin entrance, ready to stretch me open and make me his.

My fingers moved faster, more urgently. The balloon of pleasure in my belly got lighter and lighter. I was so close, teetering on the edge of bliss. Just a few more strokes and I would be there…

“Andrea Jacobsen!”

Greta’s sharp voice cut through my haze of arousal like a bucket of ice water. I yanked my hand away from my pussy and sat bolt upright, my face flaming with mortification.

Greta stood in the doorway, her expression a mixture of disgust and disappointment. “I would have thought after all that pleasure we all heard Dylan giving you last night you would be satisfied for a day at least,” she said, shaking her head. “Look at you, rutting like an animal in heat.”

I opened my mouth to apologize, but Greta held up a hand to silence me. “Don’t bother with excuses, young lady. Devin will hear about this, make no mistake. I’m quite certain he’ll take the strap to that naughty bottom of yours.”

My stomach dropped at her words. The memory of my last whipping was still painfully fresh. But before I could dwell on it further, Greta’s next statement made my blood run cold.

“As for today, you’ll do your chores in the nude,” she declared. “Perhaps some humiliation will help cool that lustful nature of yours.”

“But Greta, please,” I protested weakly. “What if someone sees me?”

Greta’s eyes narrowed. “That’s the point, Andrea. We’ll all see you. Maybe when you get your whipping it’ll take better after a day of naked chores.”


CHAPTER 20
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Dylan

The message from Devin took me by surprise as I was running yet another update on the automated combine’s firmware.

Andrea’s got a whipping coming tonight, for playing with her puss. I’m guessing it’s your fault, a little—not that I blame you lol. I’d like you to give it to her.

I stared at my phone in the middle of the machine shop. Next to me the combine’s display showed that it had almost completed the update. I felt like the update to my firmware might take a little longer. My cock had gotten instantly hard, but my brain needed a few moments at the very least to believe this news.

I opened the New Modesty app and saw a notification. Devin had given me full rights to view Andrea’s data. I tapped through, and saw that one stretch of time, from early this morning, had been red-flagged. With my heart rate already increasing, I tapped on the red flag.

I had to hand it to Selecta: their user interfaces had a certain slickness you couldn’t find anywhere else. The red flag instantly opened into a video window, where Andrea lay on her bed with one hand shamelessly between her legs and the other pinching her adorable right nipple. Her lower lip was caught between her teeth as if to stifle her whimpers of pleasure.

As I watched, my cock hard as rock in my jeans, Andrea’s back arched off the bed. I could hear her sob with need over the surveillance system’s excellent audio. The view shifted from the lewd pout on her face to the even lewder pout of the slick, glistening pink lips between her thighs. Andrea’s naughty fingers increased their pace along the bare cleft of her pussy, pressed harder against her clit, and…

Greta opened the door and stepped into the room.

“Andrea Jacobsen!” the matronly woman thundered. Andrea ripped her hand away from her pussy, her face going crimson.

I watched intently, my dominant blood warming to what felt like fever heat, as Greta announced that Andrea would do her chores in the nude. I glanced over at the combine’s display, to see that it had finished its update, and I wondered if I could find a reason why I had to tell Devin in person, at the house, about the system’s new capabilities.

I had a full day of work, though, before I could go over there. I had no intention of shirking, especially because I knew the way my mind worked. The longer my brain had to process this new development with Andrea, turning it over in the back of my head as I devoted the bulk of my attention to seeds and shoots and hydration, the more prepared I would be to court her the way I knew she should be courted.

Today, that meant accepting Devin’s offer; I would definitely be the one to put the family strap to Andrea’s gorgeous bare bottom this evening. I had another decision to make, though—about what else might happen tonight. About a request I had been thinking of making even before I had received Devin’s message.

For now, I replied simply, Sure, boss. Happy to.
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Andrea

All that terrible day I could think of only two things: my nakedness and Dylan. Plus, of course, what Dylan would think if he should learn about my nakedness, and the reason for it, and what I had in store that evening.

I tried to focus on my chores, but the constant awareness of my naked body made it nearly impossible. As I dusted the living room, I could feel my breasts swaying with each movement, my nipples hardening at the slightest touch of a draft. The brush of the feather duster against my skin sent shivers down my spine, reminding me involuntarily of Dylan’s gentler touches the night before—and leading my memory back to the rougher ones, so that I had to swallow hard and bite the inside of my cheek to keep my mind on task.

Lila and Lydia shot me sympathetic glances as they went about their own tasks. “Don’t worry,” Lila whispered when Greta wasn’t looking. “It’ll be over soon.”

But Greta seemed determined to make my humiliation last as long as possible. She hovered nearby, her sharp eyes taking in every inch of my naked body. “Andrea,” she called out, her voice dripping with disapproval, “you missed a spot on the coffee table. Bend over and get it properly.”

My face burned as I complied, knowing full well how the position displayed my bare bottom and pussy to anyone who cared to look. I could practically feel Greta’s eyes boring into me.

“My goodness,” Greta remarked loudly. “I had no idea how much dust this table could collect when the maid doesn’t clean it properly. You’ll need to be more thorough in the future, Andrea.”

I chewed my lip hard to keep from crying as I finished dusting the table. When I straightened up, I caught sight of my reflection in the living room mirror. My cheeks were flushed bright red, a stark contrast to the paleness of the rest of my body. I looked away quickly, unable to bear the sight of my own shame.

As I moved to the kitchen to start on the dishes, Devin entered the room. His eyes raked over my nude form appreciatively. “Well, well,” he said with a smirk. “I see our little troublemaker is learning her lesson.”

I ducked my head, focusing intently on scrubbing a pot as if it were the most fascinating thing in the world. But Devin wasn’t done. He came to stand right behind me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body.

“You know, Andrea,” he said conversationally. “I’ve always thought doing dishes naked was an excellent idea. Saves on laundry, don’t you think?”

I mumbled something noncommittal, wishing I could sink into the floor and disappear. Devin chuckled, his breath hot on my neck. “Of course, it does present certain… risks. One wrong move and you could end up with soap suds in all sorts of interesting places.”

As if to demonstrate, he reached around me to grab a sponge, his arm brushing against my bare breast. I gasped involuntarily, my body betraying me once again as my nipple hardened at the contact.

“Oh, my,” Devin said, his voice low and amused. “Seems like someone’s enjoying her punishment. That’s alright, though: the strap will make you think better of it.”

My whole body went hot, there in the kitchen, as I remembered Dylan’s touch. How I had enjoyed being made to pleasure him with my mouth—despite that persistent part of me still thinking it was wrong to get aroused by such rough treatment. How I had clenched, down there, at the way he had gripped my hair, guiding my movements as I took him between my lips.

I shivered, forcing myself to move on to the living room to vacuum, but the memories kept replaying themselves. Dylan had taken off my dress, and then my training panties. Then, before he had straddled me in that hyper-dominant way, my training bra. He had thrust his huge, hard penis between my breasts. He had made me kiss its soft tip as it went back and forth, taking its pleasure as my suitor chose. To my shame, it had turned me on intensely, my pussy growing wet and needy.

As I pushed the vacuum across the carpet, I remembered how I had touched myself as I had replayed the scene in my mind. I wanted to touch myself again, despite everything. I wanted Dylan’s cock in my mouth, as if to give me permission to feel the pleasure locked inside me.

In my mind, Dylan’s cock filled me completely, his low growls of pleasure echoing in my ears. He had held himself deep, and his penis had spasmed in my mouth and I had been made to swallow his hot seed… he did all those things again, in my imagination, as I vacuumed, no matter how I tried to push the images and the sense-memories away.

Even then, there in the living room, I couldn’t help it: I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the telltale warmth building between my legs. I tried to focus on the vacuum, the carpet fibers, to banish the lustful thoughts. But my traitorous body continued to react, my nipples hardening in the open air. I yearned to touch myself, to find some relief from the aching need. The sight of the strap, hanging on the mantel, utterly forbade it, though to my dismay it also seemed to make the problem worse.

To my horror, I felt a trickle of moisture slowly making its way down my inner thigh. I clenched my muscles, trying desperately to stem the flow of my arousal, but it was no use. My cheeks burned with humiliation as I imagined Greta or Devin noticing the glistening trail on my leg.

Even worse was the fear that they might catch a whiff of my shameful excitement. The musky scent of my arousal seemed to fill my nostrils, and I was certain anyone who came close would be able to smell my need. I scrubbed furiously at an imaginary spot on the coffee table, hoping the lemony scent of furniture polish would mask my body’s betrayal.

Just then, the doorbell rang. My heart began to race as I heard Greta answer it, Travis’s deep voice drifting in from the entryway. I straightened up quickly, looking around frantically for somewhere to hide my naked form.

But before I could make a move, Greta’s voice rang out. “Andrea, come here a sec, honey.”

My heart pounded as I made my way to the front door, every step an agonizing reminder of my nakedness. I wanted to cover myself with my hands, but I knew Greta would only find some way to punish me for it. The air from the open door raised goosebumps across my skin, making my nipples tighten even further.

Greta stood by the doorway, her expression a mixture of stern disapproval and smug satisfaction. Travis loomed next to her, his tall frame filling the entrance. His eyebrows rose as his eyes fell upon my nude form, and he smiled broadly as he looked me up and down.

“Andrea,” Greta said, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “Travis here has a meeting with Devin. I need you to take care of something.”

I mumbled a greeting, my face burning with humiliation. I could feel Travis’s eyes on me; he made no attempt not to stare openly. The weight of his gaze made me acutely aware of every curve and hollow of my body.

“Travis, hon, you’re probably wondering why our Andrea is in such a state of undress,” Greta continued, as if discussing the weather. “Well, it seems our little minx couldn’t keep her hands to herself this morning. Devin and I thought a day of nudity might help cool her ardor.”

Travis chuckled. “I see,” he said, his voice gruff. “That’s good to know. I’m sure she’ll think twice next time.”

“Well, we’ll see, won’t we?” Greta said, waving her hand dismissively, then turning to me. “Andrea, Devin wants you to tidy up his office before he meets with Travis. Why don’t you run along and do that now?”

Grateful for the excuse to escape, I nodded quickly and turned to go. As I walked away, I could feel their eyes on my retreating form. The knowledge that Travis was watching my bare bottom and thighs as I moved made me want to sink into the floor.

I hurried to Devin’s office, my cheeks still flaming. As I began straightening papers and organizing the desk, I could hear muffled voices from the living room. Devin and Travis were talking, their deep tones carrying, as if they meant me to listen in.

“…quite the little vixen,” Devin was saying. “Dylan certainly seemed to enjoy himself last night.”

My ears perked up at the mention of Dylan’s name. I moved closer to the door, straining to hear more.

“Lucky bastard,” Travis chuckled. “So what’s the plan for tonight?”

“Well,” Devin replied, a note of anticipation in his voice, “our Andrea needs to be taught a lesson about self-control. I’ve asked Dylan to do the honors with the strap.”


CHAPTER 21
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Andrea

My stomach dropped, like an anchor into deep, dark water, at Devin’s words. My mind reeled off kilter. Dylan was going to whip me? The thought sent so many conflicting thoughts, emotions, and sensations thrilling through my mind and my body that for a moment I literally thought I would pass out.

My knees went weak as my brain tried again and again to process Devin’s words. Dylan was going to whip me. The man who had given me such exquisite pleasure last night would now be the one to punish me. A deep shudder ran through my body.

I leaned against the doorframe, my heart pounding in my chest. Part of me wanted to cry out in protest, to beg for mercy. But that other part, the place in my mind, or my body, or some strange mixture of the two I still felt too ashamed to really acknowledge, felt a terrible thrill of excitement at the thought of Dylan wielding the strap.

“Seems like the right thing to do,” Devin continued, his voice carrying clearly to where I stood. “I think all that pleasure Dylan gave her last night is what caused her lewd conduct in bed this morning. I mean, Lila screams pretty loud with Bill, but you should have heard Andrea.”

I bit my lip hard, stifling the whimper that threatened to escape. Heat bloomed across my cheeks as I remembered the sounds I’d made, how I’d cried out as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. I hadn’t really thought about how loud I’d been, how the whole household must have heard my shameful cries of pleasure.

“Dylan certainly knows how to handle a girl,” Travis chuckled. “I bet she was dripping wet for him.”

“Oh, you have no idea,” Devin replied. “Greta told me that when she checked the sheets this morning, there was quite the wet spot.”

My face flamed even hotter at their crude discussion of my arousal, but at the same time, completely without conscious thought, my hand drifted between my thighs. I gasped softly as my fingers encountered the slick heat there. To my mortification, I realized I was still soaking wet. The combination of my nudity, the memory of Dylan’s touch, and the knowledge that he would soon be punishing me had my body humming with unwelcome need.

I jerked my hand away, appalled at my body’s betrayal. How could I be aroused at a time like this? I was going to be whipped tonight, for God’s sake. And yet… the thought of Dylan’s strong hands gripping the strap, the anticipation of its sting across my bare bottom, sent another surge of heat straight to my core.

“I can’t deny I’m looking forward to seeing how she reacts to the strap,” Travis was saying. “Do you think she’ll cry?”

“Oh, I’m sure of it,” Devin replied. “Dylan won’t go easy on her just because he filled her belly with his seed last night. If anything, I think he’ll be even harder on her. He knows she needs to learn her lesson.”

I shuddered at his words, imagining Dylan’s face set in stern lines as he brought the strap down on my upturned bottom. Would he caress me afterward, soothing the burning skin with his gentle touch? Or would he leave me aching and needy as a reminder of my punishment?

The hours crept by. Greta sent me to my room to “think about what is going to happen to that naughty backside of yours after dinner.”

Trying to show a bit of meaningless defiance, I turned on Singin’ in the Rain on my Selecta-provided tablet. At first it seemed utterly pointless; even the amazing first scenes of the film couldn’t take my mind off my nudity and what it meant. But knowing Dylan loved the movie as much as I did seemed to calm me enough to follow along, and then, to my surprise, an hour had gone by.

“Andrea, honey,” Greta called from the bottom of the stairs, the strictness of her tone making a lie of the honey, “get your butt down here. You’re serving dinner by yourself tonight.”

I descended the stairs with trembling legs to find Greta waiting for me, a stern expression in her eyes. She thrust into my hands a piece of blue cloth that turned out to be a tiny apron.

“Put it on, girl,” Greta ordered, “and get the food to the table.”

The flimsy garment barely covered my breasts and my pussy. It left my bottom completely naked. The contrast between the protected parts of my body and the still naked ones made the air on my uncovered skin feel like a reminder of my naughtiness with every step.

The dining room was alive with chatter as I entered, but a hush fell over the assembled guests at the sight of me. I kept my gaze downward, but I felt their eyes roving over me, enjoying the shameful sight. My face burned with humiliation as I made my way to the kitchen to begin serving.

Greta stood by the stove, a knowing smirk playing at her lips. “Now remember, Andrea,” she said, her voice syrupy sweet, “you’re to serve everyone their meals. You’re not going to eat yourself, as part of your lesson.”

I nodded mutely, my stomach churning with a mixture of hunger and dread.

“Not that you’d want to eat anyway,” Greta continued, her tone turning sympathetic even as her eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “I know you must be terrified, as you should be before your first real whipping. I doubt you could keep anything down even if you tried.”

The reminder of what awaited me after dinner sent a shiver through my body. I busied myself with arranging the plates, trying to ignore the way my hands shook.

As I carried the first round of dishes to the table, I could feel the heat of multiple gazes on my skin. The tiny apron did so little to preserve my modesty that I felt certain it actually drew more attention to the parts of me it barely covered.

Devin sat at the head of the table, his eyes roaming appreciatively over my form as I set a plate before him. “My, my,” he murmured, loud enough for the others to hear. “Quite the lovely sight, isn’t it?”

Murmurs of agreement rippled around the table. I kept my eyes downcast, focusing on not spilling anything as I continued to serve.

Dylan was seated to Devin’s right, and as I leaned over to place his plate, I felt his warm breath on my neck. “You look beautiful, Andrea,” he whispered, his voice a low growl. “Even if you are in trouble.”

I felt his hand on my bottom, holding me possessively just as I remembered Bill had done with Lila my first night there. A shiver ran through me at the frankness of his touch and I had to push down a whimper in my throat. My cheeks burning, I snuck a glance at Dylan’s face, seeing both desire and stern determination in his eyes. My stomach flipped as I remembered that the strong hand on my rear end, the one that had brought me such pleasure last night, would soon wield the horrid strap against my bare bottom.

After I had served everyone their meals, I stood uncertainly by the sideboard, unsure what to do with myself. The chatter around the table resumed, punctuated by the clink of silverware against china. The delicious aromas wafting up from the plates made my empty stomach clench painfully.

“Andrea,” Devin called out suddenly, his voice cutting through the din. “Come here, girl.”

Heart pounding, I made my way to the head of the table where Devin sat. He gestured for me to stand beside him, and I complied, acutely aware of how exposed I was in the flimsy apron.

Devin cleared his throat, and the table fell silent. All eyes turned to us, and I felt my face flame with embarrassment.

“As you all know,” Devin began, his voice carrying easily across the room, “our Andrea here was caught engaging in some very naughty behavior this morning.”

A ripple of knowing chuckles went around the table. I wanted to sink into the floor.

“Despite the generous attentions she received last night,” Devin continued, shooting a pointed look at Dylan, “it seems this little minx couldn’t control her urges. She was discovered this morning, shamelessly pleasuring herself in her bed.”

More laughter erupted, along with a few wolf whistles. I bit my lip hard, fighting back tears of humiliation.

“Such lewd conduct cannot go unpunished,” Devin said sternly. “Therefore, after dinner, Andrea will receive a thorough whipping with the family strap.”

My stomach dropped at his words, even though I had known it was coming. The reality of it, announced so publicly, made me tremble.

“Dylan,” Devin continued, turning to address him directly, “as her suitor and the one who… shall we say, inspired her misbehavior, I believe it’s fitting that you administer the punishment. Do you agree?”

Dylan nodded solemnly, his hazel eyes meeting mine briefly. His gaze held a stern authority—but also, I thought, a compassion that made the corner of my eyes prickle with tears.

“Very well,” Devin said. He turned back to me. “Andrea, remove that apron and go stand in the living room with your hands on your head. You’ll wait there until we’ve finished our meal.”

With shaking hands, I reached for the ties of the tiny apron. As I began to undo them, Dylan suddenly spoke up.

“Devin,” he said, his voice steady, “before Andrea goes, there’s something I’d like to ask, if I may.”

Devin raised an eyebrow, curiosity evident on his face. “Of course, Dylan. What is it?”

Dylan stood, his tall frame commanding attention. He looked directly at me as he spoke, and my heart began to race.

“I’d like to formally request to be Andrea’s accepted suitor,” Dylan said, his voice clear and confident.

A hush fell over the room. I felt as if time had stopped, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure everyone could hear it. Dylan’s eyes never left mine as he continued speaking.

“I know it’s sudden, but I feel a deep connection with Andrea,” Dylan said, his voice warm with affection. “I believe I can guide her properly in the ways of submission and help her become the best version of herself.”

Devin nodded thoughtfully, a small smile playing at his lips. “Go on,” he encouraged.

Dylan took a deep breath before continuing. “As her accepted suitor, I’d like to make sure I can teach a proper lesson in submission tonight. I want to show Andrea everything our relationship will be for her—the discipline she so clearly needs and the comfort and care she deserves afterward.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from his face, drinking in every detail—the determined set of his jaw, the intensity in his hazel eyes, the slight flush on his cheeks.

“I want to be the one to comfort her after her punishment,” Dylan went on, his voice growing softer. “To hold her and soothe her the way a husband would. To show her that even when she’s made mistakes, she’s still cherished and valued.”

The tears almost fell at that; I had to blink rapidly to keep them in place. The tenderness in Dylan’s voice, combined with the stern authority he had shown earlier, stirred something deep within me.

Devin considered Dylan’s words for a moment, his eyes moving between us. Finally, he nodded, a slow smile spreading across his face. “I think that’s for the best,” he said. “Andrea needs a firm hand to guide her, and I believe you’re just the man for the job, Dylan.”

Relief and anticipation washed over me in equal measure. I watched as Devin turned to address me directly, his expression serious once more.

“Andrea,” he said, his voice carrying clearly through the hushed dining room, “this means that Dylan will deflower you tonight after your whipping, right here in front of the household.”


CHAPTER 22
[image: ]


Andrea

I gasped softly at Devin’s latest revelation of the shameful ways of his little community. My eyes had gone very wide. Devin continued, seemingly oblivious to my shock. “It’s customary for girls with accepted suitors to be taken publicly after they’re punished. It reinforces the lesson and cements the bond between suitor and subservient girl.”

The room spun around me as I processed what this meant. Not only… not only whipped in front of everyone, but… afterward… afterward…

Dylan will claim me. With his huge, hard cock. Taking my virginity while the entire household watched. I shuddered, my hands balling into fists.

“Do you understand, Andrea?” Devin asked, his tone severe.

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his gaze. “Yes, sir.”

Devin nodded. “Alright. Go stand in the living room.”

With my hands clasped atop my head, I waited as the rest of the household finished dinner. I shifted my weight from foot to foot, trying to find a comfortable position as I listened to the muffled sounds of conversation and clinking silverware that drifted from the dining room to my ears.

My mind raced, replaying everything I had heard about what was to come. The impending whipping loomed large in my thoughts. To my dismay, my bottom clenched involuntarily at the memory of the spankings I had gotten already, and the dreadful anticipation of the strap’s unknown sting. The knowledge that afterward Dylan would claim my virginity in front of everyone overwhelmed my mind even more thoroughly.

My cheeks burned as I imagined the scene. Would Dylan put me over his knee, as Devin had done for my hand-spanking? Would they make me bend over something? The back of the couch, the way Devin had bent Greta over for fucking the night he had punished me?

Would I have to present myself to Dylan that way, like some kind of animal? Or would Dylan make me lie back on the coffee table, legs spread wide for all to see? The thought made me squirm, my brow furrowing with mingled mortification and helpless, shameful arousal.

I strained my ears, trying to make out individual voices from the dining room. Dylan’s deep tones cut through the general chatter, and I found myself hanging on his every word.

“…just announced a new subsidy program,” Dylan was saying, his voice animated with excitement. “It’s aimed at helping associates diversify their agribusiness holdings. The potential for growth is incredible.”

My heart skipped a beat at the passion in Dylan’s voice. Even discussing business, he exuded a quiet confidence that made me weak in the knees.

“That sounds like a fantastic opportunity,” Devin replied. “Do you think you’ll take advantage of it?”

There was a pause, and I could almost picture Dylan nodding thoughtfully. “I believe so,” he said. “In fact, I think I’ll be ready to apply to run my own farm in about a year.”

My breath caught in my throat. Dylan, with his own farm? The image of him standing tall and proud in a field of waving grain filled my mind. I imagined myself by his side, supporting him, helping to build something together…

I shook my head, trying to dispel the domestic fantasy. How could I be thinking such things when I was about to be whipped and deflowered in front of an audience? And yet, the idea of belonging to Dylan, of being truly his, sent a shiver of excitement through my body.

The conversation in the dining room shifted to other topics, but my mind stayed fixated on Dylan’s words. A year from now, everything could be different. Would I still be here in the Weathers household? Or would I be with Dylan, learning to be the submissive partner he clearly desired?

As the meal drew to a close, my anticipation grew. My body thrummed with nervous energy, every nerve ending seeming to fire at once.

Sooner than I wanted, the sounds of chairs scraping against the floor and the clink of silverware being set down signaled the end of the meal. My heart began to race, knowing what would come next. I heard Greta’s voice, crisp and authoritative, instructing Lila and Lydia to clear the table.

A small, petty part of me felt a flicker of relief that at least I didn’t have to perform that task while naked. The thought got quickly overshadowed by the crushing weight of what awaited me.

Footsteps approached. I tensed as I sensed people entering the living room. The rustle of clothing and murmur of voices filled the air as the household members settled in. Then came the unmistakable sound of furniture being shifted around.

I desperately wanted to turn and look, to see what they were doing, but I forced myself to remain still, hands clasped tightly atop my head. My imagination ran wild, conjuring images of what might be happening behind me. Were they arranging chairs for optimal viewing? Setting up some kind of makeshift punishment bench?

The scraping and shuffling seemed to go on forever. With each passing moment, the tension in my body ratcheted higher. My legs trembled with the effort of standing still, and a thin sheen of sweat broke out across my skin despite the coolness of the room.

Finally, the noise ceased. An eerie silence fell over the room, broken only by the sound of my own ragged breathing. The quiet pressed in on me from all sides, seeming to amplify the pounding of my heart.

I strained my ears, trying to catch any hint of what was happening. I felt certain they were all staring at me, drinking in the sight of my naked form. The thought sent a fresh wave of humiliation washing over me.

Just when I thought I couldn’t bear the suspense any longer, Dylan’s deep voice cut through the silence.

“Andrea,” he said, his tone firm but not unkind, “turn around.”

I blinked rapidly, steeling myself for what I might see. Slowly, I lowered my hands from my head and began to turn. My eyes widened at the scene before me. The living room had been transformed into what looked to me like a kind of arena. They had pushed back the chairs and couches to create an open space in the center. There, commanding attention like some horrid altar, stood the big leather ottoman.

My stomach clenched as I took in the details. The ottoman’s usual place by the fireplace was empty, making the room feel off-kilter and wrong. Now it sat dead center, its rich brown leather gleaming in the warm lamplight. I had always thought of it as an innocuous piece of furniture, good for propping up tired feet or holding a tray of snacks. Now it loomed ominously, its purpose twisted into something far more embarrassing.

My gaze went to the leather straps the ottoman now sported, which I had never noticed before. I realized they must have been concealed beneath its top, invisible when not in use. Now they hung loose, waiting for employment. The sight of them made my breath catch in my throat. Their obvious purpose impressed itself on my mind—to hold a misbehaving subservient girl in place for her punishment.

On a small side table next to the ottoman lay the family strap. I had seen it hanging on its hook by the fireplace countless times, of course, but I had always shied back from it and never taken a close look. Now I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the awful thing. About two feet long and maybe two inches wide, it was made of thick, supple leather that had darkened with age and use. The handle was worn smooth, a visible sign of how many times it had been wielded against deserving bottoms.

The household members were arranged in a loose semicircle around the ottoman, all eyes fixed on me. Devin and Greta sat in their matching armchairs, looking for all the world like a king and queen about to witness an execution. Ethan and Travis lounged on one of the big couches, a hungry gleam in their eyes as they took in my naked form.

Hank and Bill sat on the other couch, with Lila and Lydia kneeling at their feet. To my mortification, all of the associates already had their cocks out. They stroked their hard shafts as they looked at me. My cheeks flamed as I saw Bill put his hand in Lila’s hair and turn her face so that he could make her begin to pleasure him.

And there, standing tall and imposing next to the ottoman, was Dylan. His broad shoulders and strong jaw radiated quiet authority. Those hazel eyes I had come to adore now blazed with determination. He held himself with the easy confidence of a man who knew exactly what he was about to do and felt no hesitation in doing it.

“Andrea,” Dylan said, his voice low and commanding, “come here and get over the ottoman.”

My legs felt like lead as I forced myself to move forward. With each step, the reality of what was about to happen crashed over me anew. By the time I reached the ottoman, I was trembling so violently I could barely stand.

Dylan’s strong hands gripped my waist, guiding me into position. “Bend over,” he instructed softly. “Stretch your arms out in front of you.”

I complied, the smooth leather pressing against my belly and breasts as I draped myself over the ottoman. Dylan worked quickly, securing my wrists and knees to the lower corners of the thing, with my thighs spread well apart. I let out a little sob as I understood just how shameful a posture my disobedient self-pleasure had put me in.

Dylan’s strong hands moved over my body, checking the straps to ensure I was securely fastened. His touch sent shivers through me despite my fear. Finally, as if fully satisfied with my positioning, he stepped back. I could feel his eyes taking their own pleasure as he surveyed the lewd site of me, offered naked for his strict justice.

“Andrea,” Dylan said, his voice low and authoritative. “As your accepted suitor, I want you to understand something very clearly. I will not tolerate disobedience or misbehavior of any kind.”

I whimpered softly, my face burning with shame as I recalled my actions that morning.

Dylan continued, his tone stern but not unkind. “Your body belongs to me now. That means you don’t get to touch it or pleasure it without my express permission. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“Good girl,” Dylan said. “Now, I want you to know that someday, when you’ve proven you can be obedient and well-behaved, I may sometimes give you permission to touch your pretty little cooch and make yourself feel good. But that privilege must be earned through consistent good behavior. It’s not something you get to decide for yourself.”

My breath hitched at his words. The idea that I might someday be allowed to touch myself, with Dylan’s approval, sent an unexpected thrill through me. But the knowledge that I had violated this rule before it had even been explicitly stated filled me with remorse.

“Andrea,” Dylan said, his voice taking on a sharper edge. “Did you know you weren’t allowed to masturbate?”

Tears welled up in my eyes as I answered truthfully. “Yes, sir,” I sobbed. “I… I knew it was against the rules.”

“I’m disappointed, Andrea,” Dylan said, each word measured and precise. “You knew better, and yet you chose to disobey anyway. You showed that you need a firm lesson in obedience and controlling your impulses.”

There was a pause, and I could almost feel the weight of everyone’s eyes on me. Then Dylan spoke again, his voice ringing out clearly in the hushed room.

“For your willful disobedience and lack of self-control, you will receive twenty-four lashes with the strap. This punishment will serve as a reminder that your body belongs to me, and that you are not to touch your cooch without permission.”

I heard a little gasp, from Lila or Lydia, maybe—whichever of my fellow subservients didn’t have her suitor’s cock in her mouth at the moment. Twenty-four lashes seemed an impossibly large number to me, and I began to tremble uncontrollably.

“Please,” I whimpered, tugging futilely at my restraints. “Please, sir, I’m sorry. I’ll be good, I promise!”

But Dylan remained unmoved by my pleas. “I know you’re sorry, Andrea,” he said, his voice firm. “But being sorry isn’t enough. You need to learn your lesson, and this punishment will help you remember it.”


CHAPTER 23
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Dylan

I raised my arm high and brought the strap down hard across both cheeks of Andrea’s adorable, round bottom.

The sound of leather meeting flesh echoed through the room. Andrea let out a strangled cry, her body jerking against the restraints.

“One,” I said firmly, watching as a bright pink stripe bloomed across her pale skin.

I paused for a moment, letting the sting sink in. Andrea’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. I could see the muscles in her thighs and buttocks tensing as she braced herself for the next blow. I raised my arm and brought the strap down again, the lash ringing out like a gunshot as it made contact with her sweet globes.

“Two,” I counted, as another stripe appeared just below the first.

Andrea whimpered, her fingers clenching and unclenching where they were bound at the sides of the ottoman. I hardened myself against the urge to comfort her. This was a necessary lesson, one she needed to learn thoroughly.

I delivered three more blows, grimly counting each one. Andrea cried out louder at each lash. Her bottom began to take on a uniform rosy glow.

“It hurts, sir!” Andrea sobbed. “Please… I’m so sorry! Dylan… sir, please…”

“I know you’re sorry, sweetheart,” I said, making my voice gentle but firm. “But we’re only just beginning. You have a long way to go before you’ve learned your lesson.”

I raised the strap again, bringing it down with precision across the fullest part of her bottom.

“Six,” I counted.

Andrea’s cries grew louder and louder. By the tenth lash, she was openly weeping, her body shuddering with each impact. Her bottom had turned a deep, angry red.

The eleventh stroke of the strap made her frantic, in a way that confirmed for me just how badly she had needed this stern punishment. I had forgiven her for the scene in the Trattoria the previous night, of course; the public spanking in my truck had taken care of it in my mind. But when I had heard of her touching her sweet virgin pussy in bed this morning, I had suspected exactly what her sudden writhing against the restraints and her near-hysterical sobbing told me now.

Andrea Jacobsen needed firm boundaries. She surely wasn’t aware of it, but masturbating in bed, when she knew how likely Greta was to walk in and discover her, represented a request to learn much more about her submissive needs. A plea, from my perspective, for me to take her in hand the way Devin—very wisely, I thought—had decided I should.

As I delivered and counted out two more lashes with grim determination, Andrea shrieked and sobbed and tried to twist out of the restraints that held her in place on the ottoman.

“Settle down,” I instructed sternly. “We’re more than halfway done, but I’m not going to continue until you show me you can take your whipping like a good girl.”
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Andrea

It took long seconds before I understood what Dylan was asking of me. I seemed to feel his words in my body as much as I had heard them in my ears and grasped them in my mind. The wildness that had taken hold of me, the sudden snap of my will, when I had understood that I couldn’t get out of this whipping, that I would receive all twenty-four lashes no matter how I screamed or struggled… it faded gradually, and then much more quickly, until I had come to my senses and I could perceive the quiet that had taken hold of the living room.

I heard wet sounds behind me, and though it seemed absurd, I felt my cheeks grow warm on behalf of Lila and Lydia, because I knew their suitors must be using their mouths to enjoy the sight of my punishment. I pictured it despite myself: the two big men on the couch, the two girls on the floor, their heads held still for their suitors’ thrusting cocks or perhaps allowed enough freedom to show their reverence for the jutting shafts with lips and tongue.

A wave of agony from my bottom made me buck my hips and clench my backside in a vain search for some relief. I let out a sob, much softer than the screaming ones to which I had given voice as Dylan had delivered the twelfth and thirteenth lashes. The pain in my rear end, together with the sounds from behind me, brought a new, mortifying but irresistible longing to my mind and my body.

I wanted desperately to have Dylan’s rigid penis inside me. I remembered the stern but caring way he liked to use my mouth. I wondered how he would fuck me, because just as I knew I would have to accept my whipping, I knew I would have to accept my defloration.

And… and…

I whimpered into the leather of the ottoman.

And I want it. All of it.

“Are you ready, sweetheart?” Dylan asked, from behind me and above me. “Can you take your whipping obediently?”

In his voice I heard knowledge that made my heart ache with longing for his arms, even as I felt to my distress another ache beginning to rise again between my thighs—for something harder and less yielding than Dylan’s embrace.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered.

“Good girl,” my accepted suitor said, and brought the strap down again.

The next few minutes seemed to last years. Dylan whipped my bottom and upper thighs so hard I thought I would never sit down again. I knew I would have bruises to remind me in the mirror every morning for a week at least how strict my accepted suitor was with me. I wept and whimpered as the white-hot agony built and built on my rear end.

And yet I also tried, as much as the restraints would allow, to push out my punished cheeks for more. I wanted to show Dylan and Greta and Devin and even the other associates—and Lila and Lydia, if their suitors let them see—that Dylan could tame me and turn me into his good girl. It hurt so much, but I knew I could please the man I loved by showing how thoroughly I accepted his justice.

Dylan delivered the final lash with a resounding crack. I let out a choked sob, my body trembling as the last wave of pain washed over me. My bottom felt like it was on fire, each throb a reminder of my punishment and Dylan’s authority over me.

“Twenty-four,” Dylan announced, his voice steady but tinged with something I couldn’t quite place. Compassion? Desire? Both?

I heard the soft thud of the strap being set down on the side table. My breath came in ragged gasps as I tried to process that it was finally over. Tears streamed down my face, dripping onto the leather of the ottoman beneath me.

Then I felt Dylan’s hand on my lower back, his touch unexpectedly gentle. “You took that very well, sweetheart,” he murmured, just loud enough for me to hear. “I’m proud of you.”

His words sent a surge of warmth through me, momentarily overshadowing the burning ache in my bottom. I whimpered softly, overcome by the conflicting sensations of pain and pleasure.

Dylan’s hand began to move lower, caressing the curve of my hip before sliding between my legs. I gasped as his fingers brushed against my bare pussy, my body instinctively trying to press back against his touch despite the restraints.

To my shock and mortification, I realized I had become soaking wet. Dylan’s fingers glided easily through my folds, spreading the evidence of my arousal. I sobbed with need, my hips rocking as much as the restraints would allow.

“My, my,” Devin’s voice cut through the haze of sensation. “Would you look at that? Our little Andrea is absolutely dripping.”

“Mmm,” Greta hummed in agreement. “I do believe the naughty girl enjoyed her punishment. Just look at how wet she is for Dylan’s cock.”

I buried my face against the ottoman, burning with shame at their crude observations. But I couldn’t deny the truth of their words. My body ached for more of Dylan’s touch, for a fullness only he could provide.

From behind me, I heard again the obscene sounds of enthusiastic oral sex. Lila and Lydia were clearly pleasuring their suitors in real earnest now, their muffled moans mixing with grunts of satisfaction from Hank and Bill.

“That’s it, baby,” I heard Hank growl. “Suck that cock while we watch your friend get fucked.”

“Yeah,” Bill chimed in, his voice rough with arousal. “Show Dylan how eager you are to please him, Andrea. Just like our good girls here.”

Rhythmic sounds from the other side, accompanied with soft almost-snorting breaths that made me think of wild stallions, told me that Ethan and Travis were enjoying the spectacle in their own way.

“You’re a lucky SOB, Dylan,” Ethan said in a voice thick with lust.

“You owe us a few beers at least,” Travis contributed, a chuckle rumbling in his chest.

My mortification at being worth only a few beers faded quickly, only adding to the building of my shameful arousal. Dylan’s fingers continued their maddening exploration, circling my clit before dipping lower to tease at the entrance to my aching sheath. I whimpered and squirmed, desperate for more.

“Please,” I sobbed, beyond caring how pathetic I sounded. “Please, sir… I need…”

“What do you need, sweetheart?” Dylan murmured.

The room fell silent as I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being lowered. My heart raced, knowing what was coming next. I felt Dylan move behind me, positioning himself between my spread thighs.

Then I felt it—the hot, blunt head of his cock pressing against the virgin opening, the place where I needed him, where I needed fucking so very badly. I gasped at the sensation, my body trembling with a mixture of fear and desperate need.

“Are you ready, sweetheart?” Dylan breathed, his voice low and thick.

“Y-yes, sir,” I whimpered, straining against the restraints that held me in place. Despite my embarrassment at being so exposed in front of everyone, I found myself trying to push back against him, silently begging him to claim me.

Dylan gripped my hips firmly, holding me still. “Easy, Andrea,” he soothed. “Let me take care of you.”

With agonizing slowness, he began to push forward. I felt myself stretching around him, my body struggling to accommodate his impressive girth. The pressure built and built until I thought I would burst.

Then, with a sudden thrust, Dylan broke through my maidenhead. I cried out at the sharp pain, tears springing to my eyes. Dylan stilled, allowing me a moment to adjust.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmured. “You’re doing so well. Just relax for me.”

Gradually, the pain began to fade, replaced by an overwhelming feeling of fullness. Dylan started to move, withdrawing slightly before pushing back in. Each thrust sent sparks of pleasure shooting through my body.

“Oh, god,” I sobbed, overcome by the intense sensations. “Dylan… sir… please…”

Dylan’s pace increased, his hips slapping against my whipped bottom with each thrust. The pain of my terrible lesson mingled with the pleasure of being filled. The mix of sensations left me dizzy and gasping.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan growled. “Take my cock like a good girl. Show everyone how well you submit to me.”

I moaned shamelessly, no longer caring about the audience watching my defloration. All that mattered was the exquisite feeling of Dylan’s cock stretching and filling me.

For several blissful minutes, Dylan fucked me with steady, powerful strokes. I could feel my inner walls clenching around him, my body greedily trying to pull him deeper.

Just as I felt myself approaching the edge of orgasm, Dylan suddenly stilled. I whimpered in protest, trying to push back against him.

“Not yet, sweetheart,” Dylan said, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “We’re not done with your lesson.”

He withdrew slowly, leaving me feeling achingly empty. I heard murmurs of approval and appreciation from the watching household members.

“Andrea’s done very well so far this evening,” Dylan announced. “Her cooch is heavenly, I have to say. But I’m going to take her upstairs to her bedroom now, and finish claiming her.”


CHAPTER 24
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Andrea

Something about that filthy word—cooch… the objectification, the obscenity… combined with the praise… It sent a thrill of arousal through me stronger than anything I could ever remember. Somehow the pride that rose in my chest, and my mind’s desperate effort to push it down and away, to deny I could ever feel happy that a man had called my cooch ‘heavenly’ seemed to strengthen the spasm of need that took hold of me there.

In my cooch. In my naughty cunt.

I let out a sob of mingled pain, lust, shame… everything. Everything this house had brought into my life. Everything Dylan, the man I loved, represented to me now.

Before I knew it, he had gathered me into his arms and had begun to carry me toward the stairs.

Finish claiming her. He’d said that, hadn’t he? My whole upper body seemed to blush as I put it together, and understood. I felt his hand there, on my bottom, gripping tightly enough to keep me from slipping out of his embrace—and tightly enough that when I realized it, I whimpered at how my suitor’s big, strong hand had reawakened the agony he had brought there with the family strap.

“Dylan?” I whispered as he began to mount the steps. “Sir?”

“Yes, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice showing no strain from the effort of carrying me.

“Will we have… you know… our own family… our own family, you know…” I felt my mouth twist to the side as I shied away from actually asking, because I suddenly had absolutely no idea what kind of answer I wanted to hear.

But Dylan already knew me much too well. He knew a girl like me had to be given no choice but to confess her needs.

“I would like to have our own family,” he said, in a low voice full of meaning. “But I think there’s a word you’re not saying, too.”

I swallowed hard as I understood… how he had taken my question at first, about family—really about children. Babies. It almost distracted me from the other question as a warm glow filled me at the idea of Dylan putting a baby inside me, of us raising kids together. I had asked Lila about how that worked in Cato, and she had told me that households with kids operated very differently, though those wives of course submitted to their husbands behind their bedroom doors.

The thought of what I had learned from Lila about family life, though, led me straight back to the original question.

“No, sir,” I breathed. “I… I meant…”

We had almost reached my bedroom door.

“Will we have a family strap?” I finally managed to get out, my face flaming with embarrassment.

“Of course,” Dylan said. “I’m pretty sure you know by now just how badly you need a man’s firm hand to keep you in line.”

The way he said it, just as he crossed the threshold of my bedroom with my naked body in his arms, nearly made me swoon with the emotions and sensations swirling in my body. Somehow, he had the skill of making sure that I understood he would always correct me when I misbehaved, but not more than I needed.

Though, I realized with another hard swallow, if my first weeks in Cato were any indication, I needed a great deal. And Dylan had told me that my lesson wasn’t over tonight, hadn’t he?

My bottom squirmed against his hand as he covered the final few steps to my bed. It would hurt… I knew it would. But I had done a naughty, naughty thing, here in my bed with my hand between my thighs. Someday Dylan might give me permission, but I hadn’t had permission this morning, and I had done it anyway.

My eyes went wide as I realized the full implication. Dylan meant to finish my lesson by claiming me completely. He would use me in my most private place, taking his pleasure there even though it hurt me, opening me on his hard cock and filling my bottom with his strength. I would learn, as decisively as a man could teach me, that I belonged to my accepted suitor.

Dylan lowered me gently to the bed. He positioned me on my knees at the foot, with my face pressed to the covers, his big hand on my back, instructing me to arch there. Then his strong hands gripped my hips, pulling them up and back even further as he spread my knees apart. I whimpered softly at the humiliating feeling.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan murmured, his voice coming from low in his chest. “Present that pretty little bottom for me. You’re going to remember your whipping for a while, aren’t you?”

My face burned with embarrassment as I pictured Dylan’s view of me. Everything—my swollen, glistening pussy, the tight pucker of my virgin anus, and worst of all my bruised bottom, harshly punished for illicit pleasure.

“Such a lovely sight,” Dylan murmured, his fingers trailing lightly over my sore flesh. “You won’t break a rule anytime soon, I would guess.”

“N-no, sir,” I whispered, shivering at his touch.

Dylan’s fingers dipped lower, sliding through the slick folds of my newly opened pussy. I gasped as he gathered my arousal, spreading it upward toward my bottom.

“My naughty girl,” he chuckled. “Your little cooch is still so wet.”

I whimpered in response, unable to form words as Dylan’s finger circled my tiny flower. He pressed gently, not quite breaching me, just teasing the sensitive flesh.

“This pretty little hole belongs to me now, Andrea,” Dylan said calmly, though I could hear the desire in his voice. “I’m going to train it to take my cock, to stretch around me and pleasure me whenever I want.”

The shameful words sent a new jolt of heat through me. I felt my pussy clench, as if hungry for Dylan’s return there rather than in the more forbidden place he meant to use. Dylan noticed, of course, and laughed softly.

“You like that idea, don’t you, sweetheart?” he asked, pressing his finger more firmly against my anus. “The thought of me using your tight little bottom for my pleasure makes you wet.”

I sobbed into the bedcovers, overwhelmed by shame and desire. Dylan was right—the idea of him claiming me there, using me so completely, teaching me to be a good girl for him, sent sparks of need shooting through my core.

“Please,” I whimpered, without knowing what I meant.

“Shh,” Dylan soothed, his free hand stroking my lower back. “Just relax and let me in, sweetheart. I’m going to enjoy fucking this sweet butt so much.”

With that, he pressed forward, his well-lubricated finger sliding past the tight ring of muscle. I cried out at the intrusion, my body instinctively trying to resist.

“That’s it,” Dylan encouraged. “Bear down for me, Andrea. Let me in.”

I did as he instructed, forcing myself to relax as Dylan worked his finger deeper. The burning stretch made me gasp and squirm, but Dylan held me steady.

“Good girl,” he said. “I think you’re ready, and I’m so hard it hurts. You’re going to get it now.”

Dylan’s hands left my body, and I heard the rustle of clothing as he undressed. My heart raced, anticipation and fear warring within me. I kept my face pressed to the covers, not daring to look back at him.

“Reach back and spread those cheeks for me, Andrea,” Dylan commanded softly. “Show me how eager you are to please me.”

Trembling, I did as he instructed. I reached back with both hands, grasping my sore bottom and pulling my cheeks apart.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan praised. “Hold yourself open for me.”

I felt the bed dip as Dylan positioned himself behind me. Then I let out a whimper from deep in my chest as I felt the soft, warm pressure of his cock’s head pressing against my virgin anus. I bit my lip hard, instinctively trying to pull away.

“Shh,” Dylan commanded. “Stay still. You’re going to take it. You need to learn.”

He pushed forward slowly but inexorably. I cried out as the head of his cock breached me, stretching me wider than I thought possible. Tears sprang to my eyes at the burning pain.

“Good girl,” Dylan growled. “So nice and tight.”

His big hands covered mine, pressing them firmly against my cheeks, making me hold myself open as he continued to push inside. Inch by agonizing inch, he filled me, until finally I felt his hips press against my bruised bottom.

My face flamed with heat as I realized Dylan was fully seated inside me. His thick cock stretched me to my limits, claiming my most private place. I felt utterly possessed, completely at his mercy.

“Oh, god,” I sobbed. “It’s so much…”

“You’re doing really well, sweetheart,” Dylan murmured, as if taming a wild animal. “That’s it. Good girl.”

He began to move then, withdrawing slightly before thrusting back in. Each movement sent shockwaves of sensation through me—pain and pleasure intermingling until I couldn’t tell them apart.

Dylan’s pace increased, his hips slapping against my sore bottom. His hands gripped mine tightly, keeping me spread open for his use. I cried out with each thrust, overwhelmed by the intense feelings.

“That’s it,” Dylan growled. “Take it like a good girl. Let me fuck this sweet ass.”

His crude words sent another surge of shameful arousal through me. I pushed back against him, wanting more despite the pain.

Dylan groaned in approval. “Such an eager little slut, Andrea, aren’t you?” he panted.

“Yes!” I cried out, beyond caring about my shame. “Yes, sir! I… I… need it so much!”

Dylan’s thrusts grew harder, faster. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, punctuated by our mingled cries of pleasure.

Dylan’s grip on my hands suddenly loosened. “You may let go of your butt, Andrea,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire. “I want you to play with that pretty little cooch while I fuck your ass.”

Trembling, I released my grip on my bottom cheeks. Dylan’s hands moved to my hips, holding me steady as he continued to thrust into me.

“Touch yourself,” he growled. “Show me how good it feels to have my cock in your tight little hole.”

My face burning with shame, I slid my right hand between my legs. The first brush of my fingers against my swollen clit sent a jolt of pleasure through me. I gasped, overwhelmed by the dual sensations of Dylan’s thick shaft stretching my anus and my own fingers on my sensitive flesh.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan encouraged. “Rub that naughty clit for me.”

I began to stroke myself in earnest, my fingers gliding easily through my slick folds. The feeling was so different from when I had touched myself that morning. Then, it had been furtive and shameful. Now, with Dylan’s permission—no, his command—it felt deliciously wicked.

My fingers moved faster, circling my clit as Dylan’s pace increased. The burning stretch in my bottom had faded to a dull ache, overshadowed by waves of pleasure radiating from my core.

“Oh, god,” I moaned, my hips rocking between Dylan’s cock and my own hand. “Sir, I’m… I’m going to…”

“Come for me,” Dylan ordered. “Come with my cock in your sweet little butt.”

His crude words pushed me over the edge. I cried out as my orgasm crashed over me, my pussy clenching rhythmically as Dylan continued to pound into my bottom. It felt different from my usual climaxes—deeper somehow, more intense. As if Dylan had granted it to me as a reward for my submission.

Before I could fully recover, I felt another orgasm building. Dylan’s relentless thrusts and my own fingers, still working frantically at my clit, quickly pushed me toward the precipice once more.

“That’s it,” Dylan growled. “Another one. Be a good girl and come for me again.”

I obeyed, surrendering to the overwhelming sensations. This climax felt even more submissive than the last, as if Dylan was controlling my pleasure completely. Wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me as I sobbed Dylan’s name.

“Dylan… sir… Dylan…”

Time seemed to lose all meaning as Dylan fucked me. I came again and again, each orgasm feeling like a gift bestowed upon me for good behavior. My world narrowed to the exquisite sensations of Dylan’s cock stretching me open and my own fingers working my needy flesh.

Finally, I felt Dylan’s rhythm falter. His grip on my hips tightened as he slammed into me one last time and I felt his cock spurting his essence into my newly opened bottom.

Dylan’s weight pressed me into the mattress as he took me in his arms and turned me, so that when he had lain down completely he could wrap my little body up in his big one, the two still connected in that shameful but terribly intimate way. I felt utterly spent, my body trembling with aftershocks of pleasure. Slowly, gently, Dylan withdrew from me, leaving me feeling strangely empty.

“You did so well, sweetheart,” Dylan murmured, pressing soft kisses along my shoulder blade. “I’m proud of you.”

His praise washed over me like a soothing balm. I felt myself beginning to float, drifting in a fog of contentment and relief. The sharp edges of shame and fear that had defined my world just hours ago seemed to soften and blur.

Dylan gathered me even deeper into his arms, cradling me against his broad chest. I turned my face so that I could nuzzle into the crook of his neck, inhaling his masculine scent. My body felt heavy and languid, as if I were sinking into a warm bath.

“How do you feel?” Dylan asked softly, his fingers combing through my tangled hair.

I considered the question, taking stock of my body. My bottom throbbed, as if refusing to let me forget my punishment and subsequent claiming. But the pain felt different now—less sharp, more… fulfilling, somehow. Like a badge of honor. My newly opened holes ached pleasantly, stretched and used in ways I never could have imagined before coming to Cato.

“Different,” I finally whispered. “Like… like I’m not quite the same person I was this morning.”

Dylan hummed in understanding. “You’re not,” he agreed. “You’ve… I don’t know… it sounds kind of over the top, I guess, but I think you’ve taken an important step in your journey, Andrea. You’re becoming the woman you were always meant to be.”

His words resonated deep within me. I thought back to the girl I had been just weeks ago—defiant, confused, desperately clinging to notions of independence that no longer fit. That person seemed like a faraway stranger.

As we lay tangled together, our breathing slowly synchronizing, that shift seemed to grow even more profound. The world seemed clearer to me somehow, as if a veil had been lifted from my eyes. My place in this new life, my role as Dylan’s submissive partner, just felt… right.

Dylan’s hands roamed over my body, his touch soothing and possessive. He seemed to be mapping every inch of me with his gentle touch, as if he wanted to commit me to memory. I melted into his caresses, reveling in the feeling of being cherished and owned.

“You’re mine now,” Dylan murmured, his voice thick with emotion. “Completely and utterly mine.”

“Yes, sir,” I breathed, the words feeling like a vow. “Yours.”


CHAPTER 25
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Andrea

We lay in comfortable silence for a long while, Dylan’s steady heartbeat lulling me into a state of peaceful contentment. The soreness in my bottom and between my legs served to keep me aware of my new status, but I found myself embracing the discomfort. It grounded me, keeping me present in this moment of transformation.

As the afterglow of our lovemaking began to fade, I found myself growing shy again in Dylan’s arms. The enormity of everything that had happened—my punishment, my first defloration and then my second, forbidden one—crashed over me anew. I burrowed deeper into Dylan’s embrace, seeking comfort and reassurance.

Dylan seemed to sense my need. His arms tightened around me, one hand stroking soothing circles on my back. “It’s alright, sweetheart,” he murmured. “I’ve got you.”

We lay like that for a long while, our breathing low and even. Already familiar scents of my bedroom—the lavender sachet Greta had put in my dresser drawer and the faint smell of furniture polish—mixed with the naughty, musky aroma of sex.

I found my thoughts drifting to happier, simpler times. Things I might be able to share with my accepted suitor. The image of Gene Kelly splashing through puddles, singing at the top of his lungs, floated through my mind.

Before I could second-guess myself, I tilted my head to look up at Dylan. “Um, sir?” I asked hesitantly.

“Yes, sweetheart?” Dylan’s voice was warm and encouraging.

I bit my lip, suddenly feeling foolish. But Dylan’s gentle smile gave me the courage to continue. “I was wondering… would you maybe want to watch Singin’ in the Rain with me?”

Dylan’s chuckle rumbled into my upper body. “I’d love to, Andrea. You can tell me how basic the best song is.”

I giggled, squirming against him as if trying to get out of his arms. To my astonishment, even after everything he had done, a wayward spark of arousal shot from my sore butt straight to my pussy. “I already told you you’re right,” I protested. “But… you know… I want you to appreciate ‘Good Morning’ too!”

Dylan chuckled again. He turned me around and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead. “Sure, sweetheart. I’m here for that.”

He gave me one last squeeze, and then he sat up. “Why don’t I go clean up a bit, and then we can start the movie?”

I nodded eagerly, already reaching for the remote control on my nightstand. As Dylan disappeared into the bathroom, I pulled up the movie on the streaming service, then snuggled back into the pillows to wait.

A few minutes later, Dylan emerged, looking refreshed. He slipped into bed beside me, pulling me close against his side. I pressed play, and the familiar strains of the overture filled the room.

As we watched, I found myself relaxing more and more. Dylan’s warmth beside me, the comfort of the familiar story unfolding on screen—it all combined to create a cocoon of contentment around us. Every so often, Dylan laughed at a joke, or exclaimed at a favorite moment, and the spark of renewed need I had felt began to build into something even warmer.

By the time Don Lockwood danced through the rain-soaked streets, I could feel the familiar heat building and building, low in my belly. The urge to put my hand there made me tighten my fingers into a fist. My brow furrowed as I remembered how I had gotten into all this… well, trouble didn’t seem like the right word, but I had gotten my butt whipped, hadn’t I? And here I was in bed next to the man who had caused the problem, both of us naked. Would a good girl…

Would a good girl ask for it?

Trembling a little, I turned away from the screen to look at Dylan’s gorgeous face, his gaze fixed on the movie. As I watched his strong profile, illuminated by the flickering light of the screen, I felt the ache between my thighs grow even stronger. The warmth of his body next to mine, the memory of his touch, the way he had claimed me so thoroughly—it all combined to stoke the embers of desire to a raging bonfire.

I squirmed slightly, trying to ease the building tension. My bottom still throbbed from its harsh lesson, but even that discomfort seemed to fuel my arousal. I bit my lip, torn between my growing need and my fear of overstepping.

Finally, unable to contain myself any longer, I whispered, “D-Dylan? Sir?”

He turned to me, his hazel eyes warm with affection. “Yes, sweetheart?”

I felt my face flame as I struggled to voice my desire. “I… I was wondering… um…” I trailed off, suddenly overwhelmed by shyness.

Dylan’s lips quirked into a knowing smile. “What is it, Andrea? Tell me what you need.”

His gentle encouragement gave me the courage to continue. “I… I was hoping… maybe… we could… you know…” I gestured vaguely, my cheeks burning hotter by the second.

Dylan’s smile widened. “Are you asking me to fuck you again, sweetheart?”

I nodded, unable to meet his gaze.

Dylan considered for a moment, his eyes roaming over my flushed face and trembling form. “Well,” he said slowly. “I suppose I could be persuaded. But you’ll have to earn it.”

My heart raced at his words. “H-how, sir?”

“If you’re a good girl and suck my cock while I finish the movie, I’ll fuck you again when it’s over. How does that sound?”

A mixture of embarrassment and excitement coursed through me at his crude suggestion. Part of me wanted to hide my face in shame, but a larger part thrilled at the idea of pleasuring him, of proving my submission.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Dylan’s hand came to rest on the back of my head, guiding me gently but firmly. “Then get to work, sweetheart. Show me how much you want my cock.”

Face burning, I slid down his body until I was positioned between his legs. His cock was already half-hard, and it twitched as I tentatively wrapped my hand around the base. I glanced up at Dylan, seeking reassurance.

He smiled down at me, his eyes dark with desire. “That’s it, good girl. Nice and slow.”

Emboldened by his praise, I leaned forward and took the head of his cock into my mouth. The familiar taste of him flooded my senses, making me moan softly. I began to bob my head, taking him deeper with each movement.

Dylan’s hand remained on my head, not forcing me but providing a constant reminder of his dominance.

I settled into a gentle rhythm, sliding my lips up and down Dylan’s shaft as he watched the movie. The familiar songs and dialogue provided a surreal backdrop to my intimate act. I focused on pleasuring him, licking the head reverently before taking him deeper. Dylan’s quiet groans of approval sent thrills through my body.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan murmured, his fingers tangling in my hair. “Such a good little cocksucker.”

The coarse words made me whimper around the thick length of his rigid manhood. I redoubled my efforts, trying to make my mouth soft and yielding as I sucked him. My jaw began to ache, but I was determined to make him feel good.

As Debbie Reynolds danced onscreen, Dylan’s hips began to rock slightly. “Mmm, Andrea,” he groaned. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

I glowed with pride at his words. Emboldened, I took him even deeper, relaxing my throat to accommodate his impressive size.

“Fuck,” Dylan hissed. “That’s it, baby. Take it all.”

I gagged slightly as the head of his cock hit the back of my throat, but I forced myself to breathe through my nose and keep going. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, but the discomfort only fueled my determination to please him.

As the movie neared its end, Dylan’s hand tightened in my hair. “Lick my balls, sweetheart,” he commanded softly.

I obeyed without hesitation, letting his cock slip from my mouth with a wet pop. I nuzzled against his heavy sack, inhaling his musky scent before tentatively extending my tongue. The texture was strange but not unpleasant as I licked his wrinkly scrotum, drawing a deep groan from Dylan.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Get them nice and wet.”

I lapped at his testicles eagerly, relishing the way they tightened under my ministrations. Dylan’s breathing grew heavier, his hips rolling slightly as I pleasured him.

The final notes of ‘You Are My Lucky Star’ faded as the credits began to roll. Dylan tugged gently on my hair, urging me to look up at him. His eyes were dark with desire as he gazed down at me.

“You did so well, sweetheart,” he murmured. “I think you’ve earned your reward.”

With surprising strength, he pulled me up and flipped me onto my back. I gasped as he pushed my knees back toward my ears, folding me nearly in half. I felt my face go crimson as I saw my accepted suitor gazing hungrily at my still-tender holes, his cock huge and hard in his hand, ready to use his property.

Dylan positioned himself at my entrance, the blunt head of his erection nudging against my slick folds. “Are you ready for me, Andrea?” he asked, his voice low and husky.

“Yes, sir,” I breathed. “Please…”

He pushed forward slowly, stretching me open inch by delicious inch. I gasped at the exquisite fullness, my inner walls fluttering around his thick shaft as he sank deeper. When he was fully seated within me, he paused, allowing me to adjust to his size.

“You feel incredible, sweetheart,” Dylan murmured, his voice sounding strained, as if with the effort of holding still. “Such a sweet little cooch.”

I whimpered in response, overwhelmed by the intense sensations. Dylan began to move, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in with agonizing slowness. Each gentle thrust sent sparks of pleasure shooting through my body.

“Oh, god,” I breathed, my hands clutching at Dylan’s broad shoulders. “It feels so good…”

Dylan maintained his languid pace, his strokes deep and measured. He gazed down at me with such tenderness that I felt my heart might burst. His hands roamed over my body, caressing my breasts and teasing my sensitive nipples.

As the pleasure built, I found myself longing for more. My hips began to rock against Dylan’s, trying to urge him to increase his speed. But he kept his movements maddeningly slow and controlled.

“Please,” I whimpered, my nails digging into his back. “Please, sir… harder, please… I need it so bad…”

Dylan’s eyes darkened with lust at my words. “Are you sure that’s what you want, sweetheart?” he growled. “You want me to fuck you like the naughty little slut you are?”

“Yes!” I cried out, beyond caring how wanton I sounded. “Please, sir. I need it.”

With a low growl, Dylan pulled back and slammed into me with bruising force. I let out a strangled cry at the sudden change in intensity, my body arching off the bed.

“Is this what you wanted?” Dylan grunted, setting a punishing pace. “To be fucked hard and deep by your accepted suitor?”

“Yes, sir!” I gasped, clinging to him desperately as he pounded into me. “Thank you, sir!”

The room filled with the obscene sounds of skin slapping against skin and our mingled cries of pleasure. I bit my lip hard, trying to muffle my screams as the intensity of sensation threatened to overwhelm me.

Dylan noticed my restraint and shook his head. “Don’t hold back, sweetheart,” he commanded. “I want to hear you. Let everyone know how good I’m making you feel.”

His words sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through my body. I released my lower lip from between my teeth, no longer trying to stifle my cries of ecstasy. My voice rang out, filling the room with uninhibited moans and gasps of pleasure.

“Oh, god, Dylan! Yes!” I screamed, my inhibitions falling away completely. “It feels so good, sir!”

Dylan’s powerful thrusts drove me higher and higher, each impact sending shockwaves of bliss radiating through my core. My legs wrapped tightly around his waist, pulling him even deeper inside me. The coarse hair at the base of his cock rubbed deliciously against my sensitive clit with each stroke, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

As the pressure built within me, my mind began to drift. Visions of the future flashed before my eyes—Dylan and I, hand in hand, walking through fields of golden wheat. His strong arms around me as we slow-danced in our kitchen. The two of us cuddled on a porch swing, watching the sunset. My belly swollen with his child as he tenderly caressed it.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Dylan growled, his voice rough with exertion and desire. “Come for me. Show me how good I make you feel.”

The combination of his commanding tone, his relentless thrusts, and the beautiful images in my mind pushed me over the edge. My back arched sharply as the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave.

“Yes!” I screamed, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around Dylan’s thick shaft. “Oh, god, yes! Dylan!”

Wave after wave of ecstasy washed through me, each one more intense than the last. I clung to Dylan desperately, my nails raking down his back as my body convulsed with pleasure. Tears of joy streamed down my face as I surrendered completely to the overwhelming sensations.

As I slowly came down from my climax, I gazed up at Dylan with adoration. His face was flushed, his brow furrowed in concentration as he chased his own release. I tightened my inner muscles around him, wanting to bring him the same mind-blowing pleasure he had given me.

“Please, sir,” I whimpered, my voice hoarse from screaming. “Come inside me. Fill me up. Make me yours completely.”

With a guttural roar, Dylan slammed into me one final time. I felt his cock pulse within me as he emptied himself deep inside my welcoming body. The warmth of his seed flooding my womb sent another aftershock of pleasure rippling through me.

As we lay tangled together, catching our breath, I nuzzled into the crook of Dylan’s neck. My heart swelled with love and contentment. I knew without a doubt that this was where I belonged—in the arms of my accepted suitor, my stern but loving master, my future husband.

The End
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