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Breaking out her sexy clothes for the first time in years, Amelia put on her favorite little black dress and heels. Knowing she would no doubt have more than one glass of wine and a small part of her hoping things would go so well she would get a ride home, she called a taxi to take her to Trattoria Vaccaro for her first date since cancer took her husband nearly five years ago. Showing up a few minutes early, she was led to a table where she ordered a glass of red wine. Nibbling on breadsticks, one glass became two then three. Realizing halfway through her fourth glass that she had been stood up, she paid her bill and left the restaurant.
Home not too far away, she exhaled and began walking. She met Hayden the first day of high school. He was the extroverted handsome jock and she the shy nerdy girl that most people looked right past. It was love at first sight for both of them and by the end of the day she had her first boyfriend. Their relationship blossomed faster than either of them expected and by winter break of freshman year she discovered she was pregnant with their first child. Most fourteen year old boys would have ran away screaming at the thought of being a father at that age, but Hayden’s parent’s raised him right and he stuck by her side no matter what his friends and fellow students had to say about it.
Giving birth to a healthy baby girl they named Nicole, Amelia’s parents put her on birth control and she managed to make it all the way to her junior year before becoming pregnant with her second child with her longtime boyfriend. Married after graduation, they both put off college to get whatever jobs they could to give their kids the lives they deserved.
Walking down the street deep in thought and struggling to stave off depression, she did not hear the first time the young man driving slowly next to her called out. “Hey babe.” The words finally cut through and she turned to see a man of about eighteen or nineteen driving slowly next to her.
“Piss off kid,” she snapped back, the anger of being stood up still very much eating her up inside.
“My girlfriend and I are looking for a sexy MILF to join us in a threesome,” he said, completely unfazed by her rebuke. Stopping his Silverado, he got out and walked over to her. “And you’re definitely sexy. I’ve got five hundred in my pocket and it’s all yours but first…”
Taken by surprise, Amelia stared at the young man through wide eyes as he took her by the hand and pulled her in the direction of a narrow alley. Twenty feet in her hands were pressed against the rough brick wall of a furniture store as her hips were pulled back. But it was not until her dress was pushed up that it clicked what was about to happen. “I’m not a…” Before she could tell him she was not a prostitute it was too late and in a moment of humiliation she had been taken by only the second man in her life.
Leaving the alley fifteen minutes later completely embarrassed, short one skimpy, lacy garment and a hundred dollars richer, Amelia took a deep breath and for reasons she was still trying to figure out joined the young man in his pickup. “S-So, what’s your name?”
“I’m Colton. And you?”
“A-Amelia. And that…what we just did…I’m not…”
“It was pretty fantastic. My girlfriend is going to love you.”
“I’m not a prostitute.”
“That’s fine. I’ve got another four hundred in my pocket if you join us for the rest of the night and because I really like you I’ll stop at the ATM and add another three hundred to that.”
“W-What…what are you and your girlfriend going to do to me or have me do to you?” Amelia could hardly believe she was even entertaining the idea, but the handsome young man sitting to her left was well-built in more than one way and despite the age difference she found herself wanting him again.
“Nothing perverted if that’s what you’re worried about. Or at least not too perverted. We’ll just spend the night enjoying each other’s company and whatever happens, happens.”
“I’ve never been with another woman before.”
“Neither has my girlfriend but she’s looking forward to her first experience. So, am I taking you home, or to the motel where my girlfriend is waiting?”
Staring out the window, Amelia remained silent for a long moment. While there was the tiny glimmer of hope that her date would go so well that she took him home for a nightcap, being paid to do a threesome was about the last thing she imagined doing. And yet there she was giving it actual consideration. “Make it another five hundred on top of the four hundred and you can take me to the hotel, but I want paid up front before doing anything.”
“Deal.”
∞ ∞ ∞
A thousand dollars richer and visibly trembling, Amelia followed Colton across the motel parking lot and into room one-oh-nine. As far as motels rooms went it was actually surprisingly clean with a queen sized bed sitting against the wall, a closed door straight ahead which, from the sound of running water was a bathroom where Colton’s girlfriend was showering and a small kitchen to the right. A chair sat in front of a large heavily draped curtain. Hands on her hips causing her to flinch, Amelia resisted pulling away as the young man kissed the side of her neck. Her dress was unzipped and as the kisses continued dropped to the floor leaving her standing there in only her heels.
The bathroom door opened. Amelia’s eyes fell upon the naked body of a familiar looking dirty blonde as the young woman’s eyes fell on her. There were gasps of surprise and then both of them spoke in unison.
“MOM?”
“NICOLE?”
“Um, you two know each other?”
Scrambling to pick up her dress, Amelia bent over and felt Colton’s manhood slide into her from behind. “UHN!” But as good as it felt to once again be filled, she pulled off of him and took several steps towards the bed to get dressed.
“I said to find a hooker or something, not my mother!” Nicole said as she ran into the bathroom and returned with a towel wrapped around her body.
“Mother? Holy shit! Are you serious?”
“Yes,” Amelia replied. “Yes she is. What the hell is going on here Nicole? Nevermind. Get dressed right now. We’re going home. And you,” she said, turning to face the young man that had made her feel wanted for the first time in years “don’t you ever contact my daughter ever again.”
“MOM!”
“Don’t mom me. I said get dressed.”
“I’m eighteen now mom, you can’t boss me around anymore.”
“If you want a home to come back to you’ll do as you’re told. Now get dressed.”
“No. God, why do you have to be such a prude?”
“Prude? I don’t think you know your mother all that well,” Colton said as he put himself away. “I mean, would a prude…”
“Just shut up,” Amelia shouted before he could tell her daughter what they had done.
“Your mother let me take her into an alley where I made a deposit if you know what I mean,” Colton smirked. “Speaking of which, if you’re not staying then I want my nine hundred dollars back.”
“Um, yeah, no that’s not gonna happen. And I’m sure as hell not staying to have sex with my own daughter!” Zipping the back of her dress, she glared at her daughter. “Get dressed.”
“No. And if he paid you for sex then you should stay and give him what he paid for and I’ll wait for you at home. Wait, I thought you were out on a date. And you were out looking for a hooker to play with,” she said to her boyfriend. How in the hell did your paths even cross?”
“I can’t speak to her side of events, but I saw your gorgeous mother walking down the street looking very much what we were looking for. I stopped and told her I had some money as I took her into an alley for a sample. For the record she never once told me she wasn’t a prostitute until after the fact.”
“And you mom?”
Amelia remained silent for a long moment before saying anything. “Knowing I was going to be doing some drinking I took a taxi to the restaurant. It took me several glasses of wine to realize I was being stood up.” Stopping, she nervously chewed her lower lip for another long beat. “Home wasn’t far so I decided to walk. I made it maybe a quarter of a mile when your boyfriend got out of his truck and led me into an alley. I tried to tell him I wasn’t a prostitute but he pulled me into the alley and pushed me against the wall of a building before I could get all of the words out. He then…then he…we…he had sex with me. And yes, he made a deposit as he so eloquently put it.” Turning to face Colton, she continued. “I’m not on birth control by the way.”
“That makes you all the hotter,” the horny young man smirked.
“So, from what I’m hearing he offered you money for sex and led you in an alley for a sample and you let him have sex with you. I can sort of understand you not being able to get out that you’re not a prostitute at first but come on, mom, do you seriously expect me to believe you couldn’t talk the entire time? Wait, did he gag you? Because he love gagging me.”
“No, I didn’t gag her.” Colton answered his girlfriend. “Anyways, if you’re not going to give my money back I’ll call the police and tell them…”
“What? That you paid a woman for sex? Prostitution is illegal, remember? Now get out of my way.”
“Mom, give him his money back or stay and give him what he paid for. I mean, you already had sex with him once, right? What the hell is a second, third or tenth time going to hurt? If you don’t then I’ll pack my things and you’ll never hear from me again.”
“Really? And you’re going to pay for an apartment and all that comes with it, buy food, pay your own insurance and phone bill with what money exactly? I’m not a whore and I’ll be damn if I’m treated as one.”
“I would never treat you as anything other than the stunningly beautiful woman that you are,” Colton said as he walked towards the bed. “Unless you ask me too that is.” Gently caressing Amelia’s cheek he pulled her in for a kiss. Melting into his arms, she went with it for several glorious seconds before realizing her daughter was watching. “I…I will not be blackmailed into prostitution by my own daughter and her perverted boyfriend,” she said as she reluctantly broke contact with the young man in front of her.
“I’m not blackmailing you mom. I’m just telling you to be the same honest woman you taught me to be and do what you’ve been paid for. I’ll be at home.” Turning her attention to Colton, she smiled. “I’ll see you later babe.” And with that she pulled the door open and stepped out before realizing she was still just wearing a towel. Going back inside, she got dressed and then once again walked out. This time, however, she closed the door behind her on her way to her car.
In the motel room, Amelia and Colton stared each other down. Eyes going to her purse, she weighed her options. Going to college five years after high school, she went to college with the intent of majoring in medicine but after the first year switched to nursing in which she earned her BSN. Making around seventy-five thousand a year she was not exactly hurting for money, but at the same time a grand was a grand and as much as she did not want to take it for sex, she had to admit to herself that she would be foolish to pass it up. “Fine, I’ll do it. I’m yours to do with as you please until the sun comes up but only if you swear to never contact my daughter again.”
“No deal. I love Nicole more than anyone I’ve ever met and nothing you say or do will ever make me stop. Also, you should be careful what you agree to. I am the pervert here after all,” he smiled.
“Yeah, you love her so much you’re willing to cheat on her at a moment’s notice,” Amelia said as she reached back and unzipped her dress.
“Inviting a prostitute was her idea. That being said, it’s actually a pleasure meeting you Mrs. Duffy, and I sincerely hope this does not put a damper on us getting to know each other.”
“Let’s just get it over with.” Stepping out of her heels, Amelia got into bed where she would spend the rest of the night as his prostitute.
“There’s one more thing,” Colton said as he got into bed behind her. “Nicole and I put cameras in the room so no one could claim they were forced into anything against their will so if you’re getting any silly ideas, don’t. And no, I will not be turning them off.”
“Fine, whatever, just hurry up and get your money’s worth.”
“We have all night and I plan on taking my time to enjoy every minute of it.”
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Sitting in the parking lot of the motel, Nicole watched as her mother and boyfriend got into bed. When the latter pushed into the former, she turned her phone off and grinned ear to ear as she put her car in drive and hit the road. But home was not her destination. Her evening plans ruined in the best, if not weirdest possible way, she just drove around. If not to clear her head then to wonder what the hell to do with the fact that her mother was a prostitute even if for a night. That her first John was her boyfriend did not bother her all that much but then she began remembering Colton’s two greatest loves. Cougars – as in sexy older women and any woman not on birth control.
Hitting downtown a little after eight, she saw the random woman or two dressed in skimpy, barely legal clothing strutting their stuff up and down the sidewalks. Pulling to the side of the road she watched a thirty-something Latina woman with braided black hair hanging to a perfect heart-shaped ass walk over to a late model sedan and exchange a few words with the driver before hopping around the passenger side and getting in. Sitting there in her car, Nicole watched as a man dressed in jeans and a tee shirt walked up to a brunette wearing a low cut maroon dress. A few words were exchanged. Money was palmed and as she led the man into the alley she could not help but think of her mother.
Finally mustering the nerve to get out of her car, Nicole walked up to a petite brunette wearing a form-fitting lavender corset dress and matching thigh-high boots. “E-Excuse me.”
“What’s up doll?”
“Um, I’ve never done anything like this before so please forgive me if I offend, but you’re a prostitute, right?”
“I am. And yes, I’m into women. It’s fifty if you want me to eat you out for ten minutes or a hundred an hour for normal sex using mouths and fingers. Anything kinky can be negotiated. So, what you looking for?”
“Do you have somewhere we can go for sex?”
“Sure do. I’ve got a room in a motel a short ways down the street. If you’re interested show me some cash and we can take a ride.”
“I’m definitely interested in at least regular sex. I’ve never been with another woman either,” Nicole nervously laughed. “Um, what sort of kinks are you into?”
“We can discuss that in the room.”
“Um, you want to ride with me or?”
“Like I said, I need to see some cash so I know you’re serious.”
“Sure.” Walking back to her car, Nicole grabbed a hundred dollars in twenties from her purse before returning and showing it to the waiting prostitute.
“Okay, let’s take a ride. It’s just two blocks down on the right. I’ll need half up front and I’ll finger you while you drive.”
“O-Okay.” No sooner did the nervous eighteen year old hand over three twenties then she watched the prostitute’s left hand disappear under her skirt. “I’m Nicole. W-What’s your name?” she asked as her panty covered clit was massaged.
“You can call me Destiny. I’m yours for the next hour so please feel free to take your time getting there.” She said as her fingers slipped under the thin material and into her client. “Mmmm, nice and tight.”
“I…I’ve only ever been with one guy a few times.”
“Nothing wrong with that. But if you’re looking to broaden your horizons a cute woman like you could easily get ten to twenty clients a day. More if you’re willing to do parties.”
“I…god damn that feels good,” Nicole moaned as her right hand stopped about halfway to the ignition. Taking a deep breath, she put the key in and turned it. Putting her car in gear, she hit the accelerator. Thankfully, the road was not all that busy and she made good time to the small motel. Parking, she got out and followed Destiny to a room on the end of the two story brick building. Expecting something similar to the room she left her boyfriend and mother in, she was slightly taken aback by the sheer number of toys covering the night stand, small dining table and a collapsible bookshelf. And not all of them of the normal variety. Several canes, floggers, belts and paddles hung from what appeared to be a portable coat rack on the right closet door with gangs and clamps on the left. “Um, I think I have an idea what kinks you’re into.”
“I’m open to any and everything without limit. The question is, what kinks are you into babe,” Destiny asked as she began unlacing the front of her corset dress. “Feel free to take your clothes off so we can enjoy each other’s bodies while you think about it. Just know that kink is two hundred an hour.”
“I…how much does the cane, flogger and paddle hurt?” Nicole asked as she unbuttoned her blouse.
“They all hurt in different ways. For example, the cane strikes a very thin area and can range from playful taps to blood-drawing hell. Bear in mind blood should never be drawn and if it is it’s because the person using it doesn’t know what the hell they’re doing.” Her dress on the floor, Destiny reached down to unzip her left boot.
“Wait, I really like the look of the boots so can you leave them on?”
“Whatever pleases you babe. Given the number of tails on the flogger it has more of a thuddier impact but can still hurt if used incorrectly. For instance, the tips wrapping around and digging into sensitive bits can be quite agonizing. And the paddle is, well, again, it all depends on the intensity of the swat, material and design of the paddle and the pain tolerance of the one being swatted. If you want I’ll happily give you two swats with each for free. One at the lowest intensity and one at the highest so you can see for yourself.”
“O-Okay.”
“Another thing you need to know is that each is designed for use on different parts of the body. The cane is great on the ass and other meatier parts including the breasts while the flogger is best used on areas such as the back, belly, arms and genitals. The paddle is best used only on the ass so that’s where I’ll be using it on you. I’ll use the flogger on your back and belly and the cane on your breasts. When you’re ready I want you to stand in the middle of the room with your feet shoulder width apart and hand locked behind your head. I’ll give you a light swat followed by a hard one. After each you’ll say thank you Mistress. If you want to stop then just put your arms down and take a step back. Understood?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Good girl.”
Nervous as hell, Nicole nevertheless got into the described position and bit hard into her lower lip as she watched Destiny fetch the toys from their hooks. Wondering what her boyfriend was doing to her mother, she locked her knees and vowed to make it through all six swats if only to know what to expect when her boyfriend decided to introduce her to that particular fetish. “So, do you have a pimp or something?”
“Why do you ask?” Destiny asked with an air of suspicion.
“You asked if I was interested in becoming a prostitute and I was just curious if you would be getting me into it yourself or introducing me to your pimp.”
“I’m what’s known as a renegade. Meaning I don’t have a pimp. And I’d steer you in the direction of an escort service that can help get you started if that’s what you want.” Standing to Nicole’s left, she raised her arm and swung the cane. The thin length of wood very lightly struck true causing Nicole to softly moan.
“Mmmm…thank you Mistress.”
THWACK! This time the cane dug painfully deep. Reeling back in pain, Nicole’s hands came up defensively.
“T-Th-Thank you M-Mistress. Holy fucking hell that hurt,” she said as she watched the welt forming an inch above each areola.
“That was as hard as I can swing and you took it without running butt naked out of the motel room. You should be proud.”
“Thank you Mistress. I don’t want another.”
“What if they were lighter?”
“The first one was fine. Felt nice actually, but that last one killed it for me Mistress.”
“Fair enough. If you want to feel the flogger and paddle then please get back in position.”
“I think I’d rather feel your tongue and fingers, Mistress, and I definitely want to taste you.”
“Not a problem. Just remember this is the only time I’ll give free swats so if you want to feel them then now’s your chance.”
“Thank you mistress but I don’t like that level of pain.”
“Fair enough. What about clamps? What are you thinking, babe? You willing to get kinky with me or will we just spend the next hour eating and fingering each other? Not that there’s anything wrong with that.”
“I’m not entirely sure what kinky things I’m into Mistress.”
“Well, I’d say given the fact that I only asked you to call me Mistress while giving you swats and you’ve politely shown me respect with every response I’d say you’re at least a little on the submissive side. I’m into it all so just ask and I’ll be more than happy to experiment for and extra hundred.”
“I’ve never submitted to anyone before, Mistress. And yes, I’ll try the clamps. Um, if I were your submissive what would you train me to do first?”
“We’d go over your limits before actually doing anything but we’re wasting time so let’s have some fun while you think about what you’d like to do.”
“Yes Mistress.” Not needing to say it aside, calling the sexy older woman in front of her Mistress gave the much younger Nicole feeling she could only describe as euphoric. Getting onto her knees, she reached a hand out. Destiny took it. Nicole drew her in and after taking a deep breath let her tongue slide along her Mistress’ vulva. “This is totally gross, not licking you Mistress,” she blushed. “You taste really good and I’m going to enjoy pleasuring you. I meant what I am going to ask. Um, will you piss in my mouth?”
“Toilet training right off the bat. I like it. I don’t need to go right now but for an extra hundred I’ll start pounding down the water so that I can.”
“Yes Mistress. Um, you said kinky sex was two hundred an hour, right?”
“Right.”
“Then I’ll pay you for five hours of kinky sex. As for limits I don’t really have any until I actually start having kinky sex so feel free to do whatever you want with me, Mistress.”
“Anything?”
“Yes Mistress. But I reserve the right to stop if I don’t like it.”
“Fair enough, slave. Keep licking.”
“Yes Mistress.” Leaning back in, Nicole let her tongue move of its own accord.
∞ ∞ ∞
After downing three large glasses of water, Destiny joined her client on the floor. Not one to put herself in a vulnerable position, she insisted on being on top. Nicole gave no complaints and as soon as they were in position the nervous eighteen year old resumed licking and fingering her would-be Mistress. Two fingers slid into her as her hooded clit was gently bitten. Overcome by pleasurable pain she knew this was definitely not going to be her last time submitting or having sex with another woman.
Two more glasses of water later and Nicole found herself kneeling in the tub with Destiny standing in front of her. “You have three options. One, I can fill a glass and let you drink it down that way. Two, I can feed it to you one mouthful at a time until you get it all down. And three, I can just piss full force and you can swallow what you can.”
“I like the idea of drinking it one mouthful at a time directly from the source, Mistress.”
“Very well. In the spirit of being submissive we’re going to use submissive rules here. Once I start pissing into your mouth you are required to drink it. If you spit it out or refuse to drink you’ll be disciplined which you cannot get out of without leaving. Understood?”
“Y-Yes Mistress.”
“Very well.”
Nicole gave no resistance when Destiny tilted her head back as she got into position. A moment later the warm, bitter fluid filled the young woman’s mouth. Instinct told her to spit. Her desire not to be disciplined told her to swallow. As did her need to please a woman she had met less than two hours ago. Closing her eyes, her mouth followed and down it went. A bit more prepared the second mouthful went down a little easier. As did all of the ones after.
“Well done, slave. I’ve been trained to do it as well so if you need to go just say the word and I’m your toilet.”
“Thank you Mistress. I don’t need to go right now but might in the next three hours. Also, that wasn’t as horrible as I imagined it would be. I can actually see myself being trained as a toilet. For whatever that means.”
“It means drinking pee like water, slave.”
“Um, I’m sure I can gulp it down without problem now, Mistress.”
“Do you want to go the slave route with it, slave?”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning I’ll invite several men to use you as their toilet and if you can drink them all without spilling a drop and throwing up only to purge your stomach for more you’ll pass your training tonight and be marked as such.”
“Um, I don’t see any marks on you Mistress. Also, what do you mean by mark?”
“You’ll be tattooed. And the reason I’m not marked is because I’m not a slave in training.”
“I…I’d rather not be tattooed, Mistress.”
“So, not a slave then. That’s disappointing. What happened to no limits?”
“Until I try, Mistress.”
“You haven’t tried being tattooed.”
“That…okay, I think that’s one thing I can say I don’t like without trying, Mistress.”
“If you say.”
“You’re not going to guilt me into getting tattooed, Mistress.”
“What if I let them mark me as a toilet as well?”
“Let them tattoo you first and I’ll let them tattoo me, Mistress. Or, you know, we can just forget about it and move on to the next fetish.”
“Unless you say no right now I’m going to invite ten guys over to gang bang you.”
“Um, okay, Mistress. I’ll give that a try. But I only have the grand I’m paying you so I can’t pay them anything.”
“No need. They actually pay to gang bang me and they’ll definitely pay to gang bang you. Can I tell them you’re theirs to do with as they please or do you just want a boring gang bang?”
“I’m theirs to use, Mistress.”
“Nice. I’ll let them know and then we can get back to fucking each other.”
“Yes Mistress.”
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Back in the motel room with Colton, Amelia grunted as he took her from behind. Legs tied thigh to shin and arms secured behind her back around the wrists and elbows preventing her from moving, she had never felt more vulnerable and turned on in her life. “Uuhhnnn…my god, Master,” she purred as he slammed in and out of her. “I don’t know how you can keep it up so long but I can see why my daughter loves you so much.”
“Speaking of your daughter, she agreed to be my sex slave. Are you that kinky, Amelia? Are you willing to throw all notion of limits out the window and enjoy perverse, uninhibited sexual training?”
“That’s a lot to take in. Let’s just get through being your whore for the night and go from there.”
“You’re not a whore, Amelia. You’re a smart, beautiful woman who just so happens to love exploring her sexuality and I give you my word I will never treat you as otherwise unless you agree to be my sex slave. And even then only if the scene calls for it. That being said, if you ever make up your mind and wish to be trained as my no limits sex slave then just I’m yours to train, Master.”
“I’m yours to train, Master.”
“Well, that was fast.”
“You’re the first man that has made me feel wanted in years and if you’re going to train my daughter then I want to know exactly what you’re putting her through. That being said, I will not have sex with her and if you even hint at it I’ll make sure the only people you have sex with are sharing a cell with you.”
“No need to threaten me. I’m perverted but even I have my limits. And as my slave you will always address me as Master or you’ll be disciplined. Is that understood? The correct answer is yes Master.”
“I understand, Master.”
“Then let your training begin. I have a friend that works in the body modification business. To prove you’re serious about being my sex slave I want you to allow her to give you a tattoo on your right ass cheek of a triskelion with owned by Master Colton written around it. Do you agree?”
“I don’t like it, Master, I agree.”
“Good girl. It’ll only take me a minute to call her so don’t go anywhere.”
“Haha. Very funny Master.”
Five minutes later Amelia helplessly watched as her new Master approached with a cane in hand. Most women would have immediately began protesting, but instead of raising a fuss her lips formed into a broad smile. A lover of all things spanking, she discovered while experimenting early in her marriage that there was a very fine line between pleasure and pain and she was one of the lucky few who got off on both. Addicted to having every part of her body abused nearly to the point of bleeding, she allowed her now deceased husband to flog, cane, paddle and slap her upwards of a hundred times a day for a straight year – only stopping when the bruising and spread to areas others began taking notice. Social services and the police called in to investigate, she assured then it was all consensual and went so far to invite them to watch. They all declined and the case was dropped but one officer returned after he went off shift and witnessed her having four orgasms over the span of nearly two hundred swats of the flogger, cane and paddle.
“You’re smiling,” Colton said with raised brow. “I don’t think you understand what’s about to happen.”
“Oh, I know exactly what’s going to happen, Master, and I’m looking forward to once again feeling that exquisite sting.”
“So, you fancy yourself a pain slut, huh?”
“Yes Master. It is something I discovered when married. Please, cane me as hard as you want, Master, and I promise I’ll have at least a few orgasms.”
THWACK! Colton put all his power behind the swat that landed right where Amelia’s ass met the backs of her legs. Most people would have screamed bloody murder but to his surprise he watched as a torrent exploded from her like a geyser as she purred in orgasm.
“OH GOD YES! AGAIN!” Amelia moaned.
THWACK!
“UHN! Thank you Master. P-Please…please don’t stop. Tan my hide, Master. Punish me like a disobedient slave!”
“I can’t give you too many more or you won’t be able to get the tattoo.”
“I have other body parts, Master.”
“You really are a pain slut aren’t you?”
“Yes Master.”
“Then I think I’ll hold off for now.”
“But Master…”
“No buts.” Dropping the came on the bed, Colton moved in behind is new slave and fucked his cock into her amazingly tight ass.
“I instantly agreed to be your sex slave, Master, the least you can do to reward my eagerness is to cane me to orgasm.”
You know what? That’s fair. After I fuck my load deep in your ass I’ll give you a few more swats.”
“Thank you Master. And for the record, I know exactly what it means to be a sex slave and I’ll obey your every command without hesitation if you promise to incorporate caning me into my daily training.”
“I think something can be arranged.”
“Then I’m yours to command as you please, Master.”
∞ ∞ ∞
A knock at the motel door interrupting Colton caning Amelia’s breasts, he walked over, looked through the peephole and then invited his friend in. Turning her head Amelia saw a cute twenty-something pale-skinned woman with short black hair icy blue eyes and full, deep purple lips wearing a very gothic looking black corset dress and knee high boots with buckles running up either side and carrying a large black and purple duffel bag in her right hand. The woman’s entire left arm from wrist to shoulder was covered in blood red roses, thorny black vines and skulls. As far as piercings went she had several microdermal piercings spelling out DEVIL’S PLAYTHING along her collarbones, snakebites in her lower lip, two in her left eyebrow and a small ring dangling from her septum.
“Hey Carmen, glad you could make it,” Colton said as he let his friend in. “That’s Amelia and you’ll be tattooing her ass and mound and I’d like you to add at least ten microdermals along her collarbones so that I can add various humiliating words to her outfit.”
“Is that what you want?” Carmen asked a kneeling Amelia.
“Yes Ma’am. You may do whatever work to me that Master Colten asks for.”
“Very well. What am I putting where?”
“As far as tattoos go, I want a triskelion with owned by Master Colton on her right ass cheek and breed me on her mound. I would also like her Septum pierced and…”
“Wait, Master. Unless you’re a secret millionaire willing to support me financially I still need to work. Save for ears, I’m not permitted to have any piercings above the shoulders. Same goes for other forms of body modification.”
“Then nix the septum piercing and make it nipples instead. And if you have them add some of those sexy tags you love so much. As far as payment, on top of cash you’ll get the honor of being her first woman so I suggest doing the nipples last. Do you have a problem with any of that, slave?”
“No Master. I’m looking forward to having sex with a woman for the first time.”
“Good answer. Why don’t you go ahead and take a shower while Carmen sets up and then she can do whatever work she can that won’t interfere with the two of you having sex.”
“Yes Master.”
“Actually, I’ve had a very long day at work and could do with a shower myself so why don’t I join her while you set up?” Carmen said as she sat her bag on the floor before unzipping the left side of her dress. Intrigued at the power play, Amelia watched the pretty younger woman strip and the first thing she saw were tiny tags dangling from thin platinum rings in Carmen’s nipples. The lettering too small to read from across the room, she made a mental note to take a closer look in the shower. Carmen was not wearing panties which also gave Amelia an unobstructed view of her pierced and shielded hood as well as a tattoo of a garter around her right thigh that looked so real she had to look again before accepting it as ink.
“I know it’s going to hurt like hell but I sort of kind of really like the look of nipple tattoos. You know, like making the areolas look like hearts or flowers. Is that something you can do?”
“Absolutely.”
“I’d like you to make them look like hearts if that’s okay with Master.”
“You’re free to get whatever work you like,” Colton replied.
“Thank you Master.” As soon as Carmen got within arm’s reach, Amelia pulled her close, dropped onto her knees and then licked the Goth woman’s pussy all the way to the shielded clit. After a dozen or so licks she sat back on her heels and looked up all smiles. “Sorry, I just needed to know I could actually do it.”
“No need to apologize. Come on, we can finish in the shower.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
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Waking in bed with Destiny on her left and a well-hung, well-built black man named Wayne on her right, Nicole sat up to see the other eleven men that had spent the better part of nine hours gang banging her lying on the floor stretching from the foot of the bed all the way to the small kitchen. And then the aches hit her. Looking down at freshly pierced nipples and a tattoo reading slave for life in fancy script on her left breast, she sighed as the all-too-real events of the previous night came back full force. Kicking out from under the bedding her eyes went to the rows of plugs lining her outer labia reading OWNED along the right and BITCH along the left.
“What the hell was I thinking?” she groaned.
“You were thinking you were meant to be a sex slave,” Destiny said. “And I agree. I also think you have what it takes to make it big as an escort which is to say prostitute and once the guys are gone I’ll put you in touch with the right people to get you started. Of course you won’t be able to take clients for a few months but once those piercings are healed you’ll be rolling in cash.”
“This is a lot to take in, Mistress. Um, do you need me to take you anywhere?”
“I’ll have one of the guys take me home if you’re thinking about taking off.”
“I hate to up and leave but I’ve done far more than I ever imagined and I need to take it all in before making a decision. Um, do you want my number or should I find you on the street again?”
“We can exchange information but only if you’re serious about becoming a professional sex worker and slave.”
“S-Slave?”
“I still want to train you Nicole.”
“Um, I’ll add it to the list of things to think about Mistress,” Nicole said as she painfully shimmied her way to the foot of the bed. “I guess since you don’t want to exchange information unless I agree I’ll find you on the street when I make up my mind.” Stepping over the naked bodies of men lying on the floor, she put off taking a shower for fear they would wake and want to gang bang her again. She then grabbed her purse which after paying Destiny a grand still had more than eight grand in it thanks to the money the men paid to use her for an evening. “Thank you for everything Mistress. I promise you’ll be hearing from me again.”
“I hope so. And if not, you were wonderful and should be proud of your accomplishments.”
“Thank you Mistress.”
∞ ∞ ∞
Waking with her new Master, Colton on her right and Carmen on her left, Amelia yawned and stretched as light filtered around the edges of the heavy green and white drapes covering the large window across from the bed. Scooting back into a sitting position her eyes went to her newly pierced nipples and areolas tattooed in the shape of hearts – the ink seamlessly blending with her natural skin tones. They then drifted to her left side which was now mostly covered on the words spelling out the submissive’s prayer. It was a last minute suggestion by Carmen that she accepted if only to further prove her dedication to the new lifestyle she had decided to live and the Master she serves.
“You awake Master?”
“I am now,” Colton answered.
“I hate to leave, Master, but I need to get home so I can get ready for my shift. Can you take me home or should I call Nicole?”
“I’ll take you right after we shower and see Carmen off.”
“Thank you Master.”
“I’m not going to lie to you Amelia. The thought of you being a hooker excites the hell out of me. I know a place not far from here that specializes in escorting and I would like you to sign up.”
“I can’t walk the streets selling my body for money and keep my nursing job at the same time, Master.”
“As an escort you won’t need to walk the streets. And you can work the hours and see the clients you want to see. And the risk of getting a disease is greatly reduced as well. So, are you slave enough to become an escort for your Master or should I begin a list of ways you’ve disappointed me?”
“That hurts, Master. I agreed to be your sex slave so if you want me to be an escort I’ll be an escort. But I think it’ll be in my best interest to wait until everything is healed.”
“And you would be right about that,” Carmen said as she sat up in bed. “The last thing you want is an infection or for the jewelry to migrate. I strongly suggest to months before doing anything too rough.”
“That’s fine. You can start in a few months but I want you signed up and ready to go by the weekend. Especially given the fact you’ll need to be tested before starting. Anyways, why don’t you take the first shower, Carmen and Amelia and I will takes ours once we see you off.”
“Sure. And if you ever want more work done just drop by Devil’s Ink and ask for me and I’ll gladly take care of you.”
“Thank you for everything. And if Master permits I would love to get together with you again.”
“You are free to have sex with each other all you want,” Colton said as he threw the blankets back. “But the only man you’re allowed to have unprotected sex with is me. Is that understood?”
“Yes Master, but that might be a little hard to do while working as an escort.”
“No worries. Clients are required to wear condoms during all sexual encounters including blowjobs. Anyways, I could use a toilet.”
“Yes Master. Sorry I didn’t ask earlier.” Getting on the floor, Amelia parted her lips and waited for a late afternoon drink.
∞ ∞ ∞
Colton pulled into the driveway of his slave’s house and parked behind his girlfriend’s car. Getting out, he opened the door for Amelia and helped her to the porch and then inside where they both gasped when they saw a naked Nicole reclining in the overstuffed chair in the corner of the living room.
“Well?” Nicole said. “How was your first night as a prostitute and more importantly, are there going to be more?”
“What I want to know is where you got all that done,” Amelia countered.
“I asked first.”
“I loved being your boyfriend’s prostitute. I’m not going to beat around the bush, Nicole, I’m his sex slave.” Pausing to give her daughter time to mull her confession over, Amelia unzipped her dress and slowly tugged it don her sore, well-fucked body. “And I have the piercings and tattoos to prove it.”
“I see. Then I have no problem telling you that I’m a sex slave as well. Long story short, I met a prostitute after leaving you and Colton last night. One thing led to another and I spent the night submitting to her and a dozen black men who made a valiant attempt to breed me. She, um, wants me to be an escort and I’m going to do it.”
“Funny, Master wants me to be an escort as well.”
“Speaking of submitting,” Colton said “if you wish to remain my girlfriend you’ll serve me. Don’t worry, I’ve already told your mother I’ll never ask the two of you to have sex with each other and your training will take place at different times so you won’t even have to be in the same room with each other naked.”
“I have a feeling we’re going to be seeing a lot more of each other, Master,” Amelia said. Well, at least she’ll be seeing a lot more of me because I don’t plan on wearing clothes until everything is healed.”
“Just the thought of wearing panties makes me cringe,” Nicole said. Putting the footrest of the recliner down, she spread her legs and showed her mother and boyfriend her heavily pierced vulva. “As you can see I’m already marked as an owned bitch.”
“Jesus!” her mother exclaimed. “I’m glad I didn’t get anything like that or there’s no way in hell I’d be able to go to work tonight.”
“Already starting your life as a prostitute?”
“I meant my job at the hospital. I’m actually starving right now. Who wants pizza?” Her daughter and Master agreed and she put the order in. Not bothering to put her clothes back on, she sat on the couch and went over body modifications with her daughter and had a brief discussion about their new lifestyle which continued well after their food arrived and was scarfed down.
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Four months later…
 

Confirmed pregnant exactly one week apart, Amelia and her daughter Nicole celebrated by getting matching hood piercings with a small tag reading BABY ON BOARD dangling from it. Their training well under way, they were each introduced to the Moonlight Ranch three more weeks later and after their medical tests came back clean started the following Friday on opposite ends of the massive sixty-nine acre estate to mitigate any chance of them being requested at the same time. Not that the ranch would allow it but it was always better to be safer than sorry.
Putting off college for at least another year so that she did not have to miss half a semester, Nicole put all of her focus and attention on her making a good impression at the first job she had ever gotten. The rules were fairly straightforward. She was not to speak about pricing outside of the ranch. She was not to meet clients outside of the ranch until she had at least ten previous dates with them. All sessions would be recorded for the safety of everyone involved and no one save the ranch would get a copy unless all parties involved agreed it can be shared. She was required to get tested once a week for diseases and even the most minor was grounds for immediate termination. Clients were required to wear condoms for every sexual activity including fellatio. And her least favorite, the ranch would take forty percent of all her earnings as a fee for setting her up with a client base.
Going much further than most of the women working at the Moonlight Ranch, Nicole’s room was a seamless mixture of what she liked to call seamless submission that offered a little something for every sexual activity from plain old vanilla sex to the hardest of bdsm scenes. Meeting with two dozen men and women over the course of four days, she narrowed her client list down to fourteen men and three women. A day later she dropped five more men before settling on the remaining nine. While the focus of their meetings was to get to know each other they also went over likes and dislikes in and out of the bedroom which helped narrow the field to those she not only got along with personality wise, but sexually as well.
Negotiations out of the way, Nicole’s first three dates were set for the following day. The first was with a much older businessman named Leonard. The handsome, well-dressed fifty-seven year old investment banker and the eighteen year old professional sex worker met at the Moonlight Café for breakfast where she spend half the time listening to all of his problems and the other half being praised for her beauty and sexual openness. After breakfast they went for a walk around the ranch leading to their final destination. The Grotto.
Nestled in a clearing in the middle of a thirteen acre wooded area was a pond straight out of fantasy. Fed by a man made stream, the water cascading down a natural stone rise made for a gorgeous waterfall on one end of the crystal clear pond. Off to the right was a large fire pit and seating for up to twenty for some of the Ranch’s larger parties while a temperature controlled shed on the left housed hundreds of sex toys.
Grabbing the black and blue striped tie around Leonard’s neck, Nicole pulled her client in for a kiss before yanking him down to his knees and then shoving him onto his back with a heeled foot. Preferring to submit, she learned early on in her training that she had a knack for domination and her first client was a bad boy in need of punishment. Stepping forward, she placed her left foot on his chest and stared down at him.
“Take my boot off and suck my toes you pathetic piece of shit,” she commanded in accordance with his instructions.
“Yes Mistress.” Still lying on his back Leonard reached up and slowly tugged the zipper of the thigh-high boot covering most of Nicole’s toned leg down before pulling it off. Taking her foot in hand, he brought it to his mouth and lathered it in kisses before sucking her big toe. While clean after her morning shower there was the beginning hints of sweat but that did not seem to deter him from obeying her command. If anything it made him suck and lick with that much more enthusiasm.
Seeing him enjoying himself Nicole pushed her toes into his mouth until his head was on the ground and his face was turning red. Letting him choke on them a few more seconds she stepped back and put her right foot on his chest. “God, what a useless fucking sissy,” she said as he unzipped her boot. When it was laying with the other she moved her foot back and applied a fair amount of pressure to his groin. “Just as I thought. Not even a little bit hard. You sure you want to be with a woman, sissy? Get up and take your clothes off.” Pressing her foot hard into his crotch, she held it a beat before stepping back and walking to the toy shed.
The exact opposite of her mother, Nicole hated having pain inflicted upon her but thoroughly enjoyed administering it to others. Reaching out her right hand she plucked a cane from a hook and slipped the thin leather strap threaded through the handle over her hand – not stopping as she went to the shelves of toys at the back of the eighteen foot long building. Slipping the bulbous end of a feeldoe into herself, she grabbed a couple pairs of clamps and some teardrop weights. When she returned her first client was butt naked and standing with head bowed and hands clasped together in front of him.
“On your knees. Get it nice and wet because it’s going up that tight ass of yours.”
“Yes Mistress.” Dropping to his knees, Leonard sucked the full length of the dildo down his throat.
∞ ∞ ∞
Her second client canceling last minute due to a work emergency, Nicole spent the remainder of the afternoon doing quickies with more than a dozen horny young men who, with the exception of three of them, could not last more than fifteen minutes with her. Those lucky three capable of holding out long enough to make it fun got the privilege of being her first triple penetration as a professional sex worker. Even then the party was over less than an hour after it started and the insatiable Nicole was left wanting.
After dinner at the Moonlight Café, Nicole showered and prepared for her last planned client of the day by putting on a loose flowery summer dress over a full body harness and a pair of dildo panties that kept her plugged but not overly stretched thanks to months of learning and taking her Master’s fists. Finishing the outfit off with a pair of heels, she knelt in the middle of the living room of her room on the Ranch and waited. But not for long.
Getting up, Nicole opened the door and smiled at the beautiful green-eyed, raven-haired Indian woman standing in front of her. “Welcome, Mistress. Please come in. May I get you anything to drink?”
“No thank you slave. What I need is a foot stool,” the woman said as she walked across the living room and sat down on the couch.
Knowing exactly what was expected of her, Nicole pulled her dress off and placed it over the arm of the chair to her right before dropping onto all fours. Crawling across the hardwood floor she stopped in front of her client she lowered so that her forearms were flat on the floor and then drew her knees in until they touched her elbows. The woman’s heeled feet landed on her back hard enough to make her exhale. After a minute or two, she felt the tip of her Mistress’ left shoe press hard into her right breast as the heel of the right dug painfully into Nicole’s side. Knowing to show weakness would only bring more pain, the obedient submissive bit into her lower lip and endured for as long as she could. Pain was not her thing but Nicole was more than willing to endure a few hours of suffering for the extra money Mistress Dimvari was willing to pay to put her through hell.
Crawling into the dungeon portion of her room, Nicole removed her harness and dildo panties before kneeling with her head slightly bowed and eyes focused on the floor in front of her. Meanwhile, Mistress Dimvari went to a cabinet built into the far wall and withdrew a wide flat box from a drawer which she carried back and sat on a table to the right of her temporary submissive. Opening it, she pulled out the first of the sinister objects held within and placed it around Nicole’s neck. The next two went around her biceps and then Mistress Dimvari commanded her to stand. Another metal band went around Nicole’s waist. Two more went around her thighs and the final two around her ankles.
“I want you to know that after our session has concluded the bands are yours to keep as my gift.”
“Thank you Mistress.” No sooner were the words out of her mouth then the young submissive felt a tingling in her right ankle followed by the left. The feeling shot up her legs and intensified when it reached her thighs and then again at her waist, biceps and finally her neck. While not painful it was an odd sensation akin to licking a nine volt battery except instead of being contained to just the tongue she felt it from head to toe. The pain intensified around her left thigh. She reached out to brace herself on something, anything but her muscles refused to cooperate and the next thing she knew she was on the floor writhing in agony.
“Mmmm, I do love watching a woman being full body zapped. And with all that metal I bet you’re really feeling it,” Mistress Dimvari said, referring to Nicole’s many piercings. Pulling two long, flexible metal threads from the case – each with a quarter inch cap at one end and a carabiner-style latch at the other, she turned the bands off so she did not zap herself before weaving it through the tunnels in Nicole’s right outer labia and then hooked the other end to the band around her thigh. She then did the same to the left leaving her completely open and exposed. “We’re going to have so much fun together.”
“Y-Yes Mistrumph,” Nicole got out before the current coursing through her body prevented her vocal cords from working. Regretting her decision to spend four hours as a pain slave, she nevertheless let the scene continue as planned.
∞ ∞ ∞
While her daughter spent her first day with three clients and a dozen random one-off’s, Amelia spent her first six hours being gang banged by fifteen men – the largest number the Moonlight Ranch would permit with a single woman. Desperate to feel them cumming deep inside of her, she was nevertheless denied that pleasure thanks to the rules requiring them all to wear condoms at all times. Fortunately, they made up for it by caning, flogging, fisting and paddling her to more orgasms than their cocks could ever achieve.
Using a violet wand they branded her with several humiliating and degrading words including WHORE on her right breast, CUMBUCKET along her left forearm that would have to be hidden under a long-sleeved shirt when working at the hospital and PISS DRINKING TOILET across her right thigh that was thankfully high enough to be hidden under even her shortest skirt or dress. Thankfully, due to the nature of the way violet wands branded the skin they would only last a few weeks before fading away.
The other half of Amelia’s first night as a professional sex worker was spent learning how to get into the gear, act and take instruction as a puppy under the tutelage of a stunning blonde Mistress named Tabitha. Taken out to field by her client, she played fetch. She took verbal and hand signals that put her into a number of pet related positions. Not permitted to speak, she learned to bark and nuzzle against her temporary Mistress to answer commands or seek attention in the form of petting. Ending up at The Grotto just after midnight, she and her Mistress took a late night swim in the cool waters of the pond before the two women passed out in each other’s arms.
When she woke the next morning, Amelia was surprised to see Tabitha still lying next to her. Crawling between her legs, she lowered her head to give her client a pleasurable wake-up call but then stopped when she realized they would have to make another appointment to play any further.
“Mmmm,” Tabitha groaned as she woke. “Don’t stop now.”
“Sorry Mistress, but unless you pay for another date we can’t do anything else.”
“You make an incredibly sexy puppy, Amelia, and I definitely want to continue your training another day so let’s head back to the house so I can pay for your time.”
“For an entire day, Mistress? As in twenty-four full hours?”
“Absolutely.”
“Um, you do realize that’ll cost you twenty-four grand base, right? Don’t get me wrong, I’m honored you would think I’m worth dropping that sort of cash on but I’m sure you can find cheaper slaves out there.”
“I don’t want a cheap slave, Amelia. I want you. And I’m willing to pay for what I want. Tell me, slave, do you have vacation time at your other job?”
“Three weeks, Mistress, but I need to schedule it at least a month in advance. May I ask why?”
“Because I don’t want to get you in trouble by keeping you here at the Ranch. Tell you what, we’ll take a break for now and when you schedule your vacation I’ll pay to keep you all to myself for the entire three weeks.”
“HOLY SHIT MISTRESS! Are you serious?”
“I am.”
“You realize that’s like half a million dollars, right Mistress?”
“You’re worth every penny. But only if you want me to train you in the things your Master has not.”
“I…I don’t…I can’t even…I shouldn’t say this because it’ll most likely cost me half a million dollars but if we were dating you could train me for free, Mistress.’
“I like you, Amelia, and please don’t take this the wrong way but while I’m willing to drop a metric shit ton of money on your training I prefer to get to know the women I’m dating so let’s take the three weeks and go from there.”
“Yes Mistress. And thank you. I don’t know what I did to deserve someone like you but I promise to be the slave you deserve. I’m off work now so would you like to hang out in a non-sexual way and get to know each other better?”
“I’d like that. Come, let’s go back to the house so I can pay for another hour so we can shower together.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“There’s one more thing. If I’m going to drop half a million dollars training you then you’ll have to leave Master Colton.”
“How do you know my Master’s name, Mistress? Did he send you? Is this some sort of setup?”
“His name is tattooed on your ass.”
“Oh, right. Sorry. I can’t exactly see that one so I often forget it’s even there. Wow, don’t I feel silly now. Okay, back to the house for a shower.”
Getting onto all fours, Amelia crawled behind and slightly to the right of her Mistress across the large span of yard back to the house. Tabitha paid for another hour and then the two of them went to Amelia’s room for a quickie and a shower. “Mistress, I’ll just go ahead and tell you now that I’m going to schedule my vacation first thing tomorrow so we’ll have our three weeks and I’ll let Master Colton know I’ve found another to serve. Would you like for me to have the tattoo removed and another added with your name?”
“Not yet. Let’s see how we get along first.”
“Thank you Mistress. Would you like to go back to my place or yours? Oh, and um, I’m currently pregnant with Master Colton’s child and planned on having more by him but I’ll stop being his breeding cow if you command it.”
“Again, not necessary. In fact, I’ve been thinking about starting a family myself and who better to father my first child than your Master?”
“Um, he may require you to be his slave to do that, Mistress.”
“We can cross that bridge when we get to it but if that’s what he requires then it’s a price I’ll pay.”
“God, I love you, Mistress. Seriously, where have you been the last five years?”
“Working my ass off and training slaves,” Tabitha winked. “Now, what do you say we get out of here before I have to pay for another hour?”
“Yes Mistress. And if you actually become his slave just so that he can breed you I’ll propose on the spot.” Taking the initiative, she pulled Tabitha in for a long, passion-filled kiss that lasted several glorious seconds before they left the room and the Moonlight Ranch to begin their lives together.
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