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The Stepmother 

Martin was sitting on the couch when he heard the key turn in the lock. His father Frank walked in first, with two suitcases and a smile Martin hadn't seen on him in years. Behind him, in the doorway, Mihaela appeared.

She wore a camel-colored coat open at the front, and underneath, a black dress that hugged her hips as if it had been sewn onto her that very morning. Her dark hair was gathered in a soft wave over her right shoulder, her lipstick a deep red, almost burgundy, and she wore two large sunglasses that she only removed after stepping over the threshold, revealing dark, attentive eyes that slid over Martin for a second too long.

"This is my son," Frank said, with the voice of someone still trying to convince himself that all of this was real. "Martin, meet Mihaela."

She held out her hand. Her nails were long, lacquered with a dark polish that seemed made on purpose to be noticed, and an enormous ring weighed down her finger more than the hand itself. Martin shook her fingers, feeling a warmth that had nothing to do with courtesy.

"Pleasure," Mihaela said, with an accent that rounded the vowels in a way that struck Martin immediately as something forbidden. "Your father talks about you all the time."

Martin could only nod. He was twenty-one and certainly not seeing a woman for the first time, but there was something about this figure that cut the words from his throat before he could even form them. The dress hugged her chest tight enough to leave little to the imagination, and when she turned to set her bag on a chair, Martin found himself staring at her wide hips, the full curve of her backside that the black fabric outlined without any shame.

She was forty-two, his father had told him a few weeks earlier, with the pride of someone who'd won a bet no one would have given him credit for winning. Frank was sixty-three, and he wore that difference like a trophy pinned to his chest.

"I'll go put the suitcases upstairs," Frank said, already heading for the stairs with a boyish enthusiasm. "Mihaela, why don't you sit down, make yourself at home."

She smiled, a smile that must have looked sweet to Frank but that struck Martin as something entirely different, calculated, as if she were already measuring the space, the furniture, the house, the man who had given it to her along with his last name.

They were left alone in the living room. Mihaela sat on the arm of the couch, not the cushion, and stretched her long legs out in front of her. She wore black boots that came up above the knee, made of shiny leather, with a thin heel that further lengthened her already curvy thighs. She bent down calmly to slip off the first boot, unhurried, as if Martin weren't even in the room, or as if that were exactly why she was doing it.

Her foot emerged from the boot wrapped in a thin veil, the nails lacquered the same dark red as her hands. Mihaela pulled off the other boot too and set them down with a soft thud, then massaged an ankle with her fingers, her eyes fixed on Martin as if waiting for a reaction.

Martin caught a light, warm scent rising from those feet freed from the boot leather, the scent of skin held tight for hours in a snug shoe, and he realized with an embarrassment that burned his ears just how much that smell was affecting him, more than he would have liked to admit.

"Do you like my feet?" she asked, without raising her voice, as if she were commenting on the weather.

Martin swallowed. "What?"

"Nothing," Mihaela answered, a smile slowly spreading across her lips. "I forgot Americans are shy."

She stood up, gathered the boots with two fingers and carried them toward the entryway, walking barefoot across the hardwood floor with a gait that swayed her hips in a way that seemed calculated down to the smallest detail. Martin followed her with his eyes, unable to stop, noticing how the dress pulled tight over her backside with every step, how her thighs moved full and firm beneath the black fabric.

That evening, at dinner, Mihaela ate little and spoke even less. It was Martin who broke the silence, more out of curiosity than real interest.

"How did you two meet?" he asked, looking first at his father, then at her.

Frank smiled, setting down his fork calmly. "Ah, it's a good story. I was over there for work, in a neighborhood near the port. I just saw her, you know, these things just happen."

"But like where exactly," Martin pressed. "At a place, a party?"

"Let's just say I noticed her on the street," Frank replied, waving his hand as if to brush the question away along with the air. "It was a cold evening, I was coming back from meeting a client, and we started talking."

Mihaela lifted her eyes from her plate and fixed them on Martin with an expression that had nothing warm about it. "Why all these questions."

"Curiosity," Martin said, but he didn't stop there. "And then did you see each other again right away, or..."

"I brought her a coffee, a few days later," Frank cut in, in a tone that wanted to close the subject lightly. "And then again, and again. Let's say it took me a while to convince her to go out with me outside of that schedule."

"Outside of what schedule?" Martin asked, his eyes moving from one to the other.

The silence that followed lasted a second too long. Frank poured himself more wine, choosing his words with the care of someone walking on a floor he knows creaks. "She worked a lot, that's all. Odd hours. Evening shifts."

"Shifts of what?"

Mihaela set her fork down against her plate with a sharp clink, sharp enough to make Frank jump. The look she gave Martin no longer had anything polite about it, it was the look reserved for someone who's stuck his nose where it doesn't belong.

"Enough questions," she said, her voice low and firm. "Not everything about a person's life needs to be told at dinner."

"Sorry," Martin tried to say, but she wasn't finished yet.

"You're a boy who asks too many questions," she went on, looking him straight in the eyes without giving an inch. "Too curious. If I were your mother I'd spank you right now, bare bottom, like you deserve."

Martin felt the blood rush to his face in a second, a flush that burned his cheeks and ears together. He didn't know if it was embarrassment or something else more uncomfortable to admit, but he certainly couldn't answer anything.

Frank burst into a light laugh, as if that sentence had dissolved the tension instead of fueling it. "But you're my wife now, Mihaela, and for Martin you're a mother, even if spanking him would be pretty funny. I never did, you know, not even when he was little. And his real mother left when he was five, ran off with two friends of mine. He barely remembers her."

He said it in a light tone, almost amused, the way one tells an old family anecdote long since drained of its pain, but Martin lowered his eyes to his plate, uneasy at how casually his father could talk about it.

Mihaela wasn't fazed. "Back home in Romania, spankings are used to teach," she said, leaning back against her chair with an almost satisfied air. "And it's never too late to start. Right, Martin?"

He kept his eyes down, still feeling the heat climbing his neck. "Sorry," he repeated, quieter this time, almost a whisper aimed more at his plate than at her.

The subject died there, but something in the air of the room had changed, as if those few sentences had drawn a new boundary between the three of them, a boundary only Mihaela seemed to see clearly.

Frank placed a hand over hers, as if to calm her, and smiled at Martin with the embarrassment of someone who wished the conversation had ended five minutes earlier. "Anyway, that's how we met. The rest is details."

Mihaela went back to eating as if nothing had happened, but Martin noticed that her fingers had tightened for an instant around her glass, and that the look she'd given him hadn't entirely faded, it stayed there, suspended between them like a silent warning.

At one point she raised her eyes toward Martin and fixed them on him for a few seconds too long, a second that made the heat rise along his neck. She said nothing. She simply ran her tongue over her lower lip, a small gesture, almost involuntary, one that Martin would nonetheless see again for entire nights in his mind.

After dinner, while Frank cleared the table distractedly, talking on the phone with a colleague, Mihaela stopped in the hallway in front of the door to Martin's room. She now wore a plum-colored silk robe, open just enough to show the deep hollow of her chest.

"Your father sleeps early," she said, in a neutral tone that hid something else. "He works too much. He travels often, doesn't he?"

"Yes," Martin answered, his voice more uncertain than he would have liked.

"Good," she said, and that single word seemed to hold an entire program not yet declared. She stepped closer, close enough for him to smell the intense, sweet perfume she wore, a perfume that mixed with something more animal, more real, coming from the skin beneath the robe.

"Goodnight, Martin," she whispered at last, brushing his arm with her fingers before disappearing into the room she now shared with his father.

Martin stood motionless in the hallway for a length of time he couldn't measure. He felt his heart pounding in an uncomfortable spot in his chest, and lower down, much lower, he felt something he wouldn't have known how to explain to anyone, least of all himself.

That night he couldn't sleep. Every time he closed his eyes he saw Mihaela's bare feet on the hardwood floor again, the warm scent that had risen from the boots, the way her tongue had brushed her lip at dinner. He turned over in bed several times, searching for a position that would ease the tension that had settled into his body from the moment he'd seen her in the doorway.

Through the thin wall separating his room from his father's, he heard muffled sounds, the barely perceptible creak of the bed, just a few minutes, then silence again and Frank's heavy breathing sliding into sleep. Martin pulled the pillow over his head, but he couldn't stop thinking about her, about that full, generous body that now officially belonged to his house, and that somehow, he could already feel, would not leave him in peace.


2


Bare-Bottomed 

Frank left on a Tuesday morning, with the usual rolling suitcase and the usual quick kiss on Mihaela's forehead before climbing into the car. "A week, maybe ten days," he told Martin through the lowered window. "Look after Mihaela a bit, be nice to her."

She waved goodbye from the doorway, the warm smile of a caring wife, and stayed there until the car turned the corner. Then something in her face dissolved, like a mask no longer needed, and when she turned toward Martin the expression she wore no longer had any of the sweetness from a moment before.

"Good," she said simply, and went back inside without adding anything else.

The first hours were strange. Mihaela moved through the rooms with a different air, freer, less controlled, as if the house had suddenly become more hers now that the man who had given it to her couldn't see her. She walked barefoot on the hardwood, poured her coffee with infinite calm, lingered in front of mirrors fixing her hair without any hurry. Martin watched her from a distance, with the tension of someone who knows he should keep his distance but can't stop looking.

In the early afternoon, while he pretended to study at the kitchen table, Mihaela came in from the garden and took off her boots in the entryway, the same black knee-high boots from the first day. She left them there, side by side, and disappeared upstairs to change.

Martin stayed frozen for a full minute, his eyes fixed on the kitchen door, then he got up as if someone were pulling him by an invisible thread. He approached the entryway with his heart pounding in his chest, bent over the abandoned boots and lifted them with both hands, bringing them close to his face. The scent was the same one he remembered from the first night, warm, intimate, of skin held tight for hours, and it was strong enough to make him close his eyes for a moment.

"What are you doing, you pervert?"

Mihaela's voice cracked behind him like a whip. Martin spun around, the boots still in his hand, and in the motion knocked his elbow against the vase of flowers on the entryway console. The vase teetered for a split second, then fell to the floor, shattering into a dozen pieces, water and petals scattered everywhere on the floor.

"Look at the mess you've made!" Mihaela came down the last steps quickly, wrapped in a light robe, her eyes moving from the disaster on the floor to Martin's red face. "Now you need exactly what you were missing as a child. A good bare-bottom spanking."

Martin dropped the boots as if they burned. "I'm grown up," he said, his voice trembling slightly. "That's not for me, I'm twenty-one."

She stopped a step away from him, crossing her arms beneath her chest, and gave him a slow, wicked smile that told him, even before the words, how this was going to end. "Not for you? We're doing it anyway. Or would you rather I tell your father you were sniffing my boots like a dog?"

Martin felt his stomach tighten. He lowered his eyes, then nodded, reluctantly, feeling the humiliation rising even before it began.

Mihaela went to sit on the living room couch, settling herself calmly, and beckoned to him with a finger. "Come on, come here. Lie face down across my lap."

He stood frozen on the threshold of the living room, unable to move, until she stood up abruptly, grabbed him by the wrist with a surprisingly strong grip and pulled him toward her, forcing him to lie face down across her thighs, his torso hanging off one side and his legs off the other.

He was wearing a pair of light cotton shorts with an elastic waistband. Mihaela slipped her fingers in without hesitation and pulled them down to mid-thigh, then pulled down his underwear too, leaving him bare against the soft fabric of her robe. Martin's face was just inches from her hip, and from there rose a dense, warm scent, a mix of body lotion and something more intimate, more hers, that filled his nostrils with every breath and made his stomach clench even before it began.

"Five spankings," she said, her voice low and firm. "Then you clean everything up with a broom and a rag."

The first landed without warning, a sharp, full blow that made him clench his teeth and ball his fists against the couch cushion. The pain spread in a hot flash, followed almost immediately by something different, a tingling that climbed higher than he would have liked to admit. His nose pressed against the robe brought him that scent of feminine skin again, now mixed with the light sweat the warm living room had drawn out on her thigh, and Martin felt ashamed of how much that scent, combined with the sting, was pleasing him.

The second landed harder than the first, on the opposite side, and Mihaela left her hand resting there an instant too long after the blow, as if measuring the heat she'd left on his skin. "Three more," she said, almost amused by his breathing, which had turned uneven. Beneath him he felt her thigh shift slightly, tense, and he understood that this contact, this forced closeness, was affecting her too, in a way that went beyond simple punishment.

The third spanking landed right in the center, and this time Martin couldn't hold back a low moan, a sound that escaped his throat before he could stop it. The humiliation of that sound burned his cheeks more than her palm did his skin, yet right at that moment, with his body tense across her thighs and his face still buried in that warm scent, something pressed against her skin, rigid and unmistakable.

Mihaela froze. "What are you doing," she said slowly, as if savoring every word. "What is that. You're hard." A short, sharp laugh escaped her lips. "You really are one of the worst kinds of pervert. You deserve two more spankings, on top of the five."

Martin blushed to the roots of his hair, his face hidden against the cushion, but his body wouldn't obey him, staying tense and responsive against her despite the shame burning inside him. The more she mocked him, the more he felt that low tension building in his belly, as if the humiliation itself, the sharp words, the way she treated him like a boy in need of correcting, had become part of a pleasure he couldn't control.

The fourth and fifth spankings landed closer together, without pauses between them, and then the two extra ones, even harder, that tore another stifled moan from him into the cushion. With every blow his body pressed against her thigh, and Martin sensed with embarrassing clarity how that involuntary movement betrayed exactly what she had just finished mocking him for. When she finally stopped, his skin was burning and his heart was pounding hard in his throat, in a mix of pain, shame, and desire he had never felt together in that measure before.

Mihaela pulled him up by an arm, forcing him to stand in front of her. Her gaze dropped, lingered, and her lips curved into a smile of pure scorn. "You're wet in front. Shame on you."

Martin couldn't answer anything. She yanked his underwear and shorts back up with rough movements, without any gentleness, then pointed at the mess on the floor near the entryway. "Clean up the vase like I told you, and then go change." A pause, her tone dropping lower, more final. "Now I'm the one in this house. And I'll teach you to behave properly."

Martin knelt beside the scattered shards, his hands still trembling, and began gathering the larger pieces while she walked off toward the kitchen. He heard the sound of the phone being lifted from the marble counter, then Mihaela's voice rising, soft and melodious, in a language he didn't understand but immediately recognized as Romanian.

The tone was sweet, almost affectionate, punctuated by small light laughs he had never heard directed at his father. Martin stayed frozen for a moment with a shard in his hand, listening to that music of incomprehensible words drifting from the kitchen. A cold certainty came over him, without any proof but as solid as a fact: that phone call wasn't meant for some distant friend. Something far bigger than a spanking had just begun in that house, and he was already part of it, without ever having had a say.


3


The Maid's Uniform 

Martin finished picking up the last fragment of the vase and ran the rag over the still-damp floor, wiping away the last traces of water near the entryway console. His buttocks still burned beneath the shorts, a dull heat that reminded him with every movement of what had just happened, but he forced himself to finish the job without a word.

Mihaela came back from the kitchen, the phone set down somewhere by now, and bent to check the floor with a critical eye, running a finger over the marble surface as if searching for invisible dust. Then she straightened and looked at him with an expression that was no longer anger, but something colder, more assessing.

"You did well," she said, almost surprised. "Do you like playing housewife?"

Martin blushed again. "No, because..."

She didn't give him time to continue. "I don't care what you think. The house is big and I'm not cut out for this sort of thing. You'll have to take care of it."

"What, me?" Martin stared at her, incredulous. "Dad had a maid before. He let her go when he married you, he thought you'd take care of the house."

"Me?" Mihaela raised an eyebrow, as if the idea itself were ridiculous. "Should I play the servant? Do you really think that?"

"Well, all mothers do it."

"Not me." Her tone turned sharp. "And besides, didn't you hear at dinner? I'm not your mother."

"Nobody said that," he shot back, still grasping for something to hold onto, "in fact Dad says it's like you were. And besides, Dad could always call the maid back."

"I don't want that," she said, curtly, closing off every opening. "A waste of money. And besides, maids watch, and they talk." She paused, her eyes studying him from head to toe with a calculation that made Martin's stomach turn to ice. "You'll do everything."

"What, me? It's a woman's job."

Mihaela smiled, a slow smile that promised nothing good. "Then you'll do it dressed as a woman. We'll buy a maid's uniform."

"Dressed as..." Martin couldn't even finish the sentence.

"You heard right. As a woman, a real woman." She was already turning toward the entryway, grabbing the keys from the bowl on the console. "In fact, let's go to the mall now, before it closes. We'll buy it and start right away. You need to prepare and serve me dinner. I'm an American lady now. I deserve to be served."

The car ride was silent. Martin stared out the window trying to convince himself this was some joke that would stop before the store door, but Mihaela drove with the same cold determination she'd shown while spanking him, and when they parked outside the mall she got out without hesitation, expecting him to follow.

The store she walked into was one of those specializing in costumes and party items, with aisles full of wigs, accessories, and vaguely theatrical garments. Mihaela moved through the shelves with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she was looking for, until she reached the French maid costume section, lace aprons, short skirts, and white caps.

A saleswoman approached, a woman in her thirties with short hair and a badge that read Denise. "Can I help you find something?"

"Yes," Mihaela said, lifting a black dress with a white apron and holding it out toward Martin without the slightest embarrassment. "We need the right size for him."

Denise blinked, her gaze moving from Mihaela to Martin and back to the dress. "For... him?"

"Yes, for him," Mihaela confirmed, unfazed. "He's my stepson. He's twenty-one and still thinks keeping a house in order is a woman's job."

Martin felt his face go up in flames. "I didn't say it quite like that..."

"You said it," Mihaela cut him off, and turned back to Denise in an almost confidential tone, as if they were sharing a secret between women. "His father has always been used to having someone clean up after him. First a woman he paid, now me. But I wasn't born to wash a man's floors, and he shouldn't think just any woman was either."

Denise crossed her arms, and Martin saw something shift in her expression, a spark of interest that had nothing to do with the sale. "You're right," she said, looking straight into his eyes for the first time. "How many men still expect it to be a given, right? As if cleaning, cooking, ironing were tasks that just spring naturally from a woman's body."

"Exactly," Mihaela said, nodding with satisfaction. "So if it's a woman's job to him, then his appearance will become a woman's too."

"Sounds like the most fitting lesson he could get," Denise remarked, and this time her gaze on Martin turned almost amused, the way one looks at a student about to learn something the hard way. "Let's check the size. The shoulders aren't very wide, I'd say a medium."

Martin tried to take a step back. "I don't think it's necessary that..."

"Quiet," Mihaela said, without even looking at him, as if his opinion had already been thoroughly heard and dismissed.

Denise pulled a dress from the rack and held it up against his body to gauge the fit, with the same detached professionalism she'd use for any other customer, but with a small smile at the corners of her mouth that betrayed how much she was enjoying the scene. "The length suits him. Maybe we should also get some thigh-high fishnet stockings, so they stay up on their own without a garter belt, and a pair of shoes with a small heel. If he has to learn, might as well learn it properly."

"Great idea," Mihaela said, taking a pair of black stockings still in their packaging off the shelf. "And the cap, of course. You don't serve dinner without the complete uniform."

"Of course not," Denise agreed, with an air of total complicity by now. "He should also learn to curtsy, if we really want to be precise about it. Many households used to require it, once."

Denise walked off toward another shelf and came back with a blonde wig, shoulder-length, which she held up beside Martin's face to gauge the effect. "This one," she said, nodding to herself. "Blonde blends better with his complexion. With a black wig, and if he had more masculine features, the contrast would have been more obvious, he'd have looked like a boy in drag, more vulgar, less convincing. With this one, though, it blends better, he could pass for a real woman. He doesn't even have a trace of a beard yet. With the right makeup, you two could even go out in public and be mistaken for mother and daughter."

"Mother and maid," Mihaela made a point of correcting, smiling maliciously.

Martin felt his stomach clench at that comment, said with the same ease as discussing a shade of lipstick, but he couldn't find his voice to protest.

"Excellent observation," Mihaela said, examining the wig with approval. "We'll take it."

Denise set it on top of the dress already chosen, then turned back to Mihaela with a professional expression. "Does he need anything under the skirt too? We have coordinating lace panties that match the apron nicely."

"No," Mihaela answered, without hesitation. "I want him bare under the skirt. That way when he messes up I can spank him right away, without wasting time."

Denise raised her eyebrows, then a slow smile crossed her face, as if she'd just found the solution to a small technical problem. "In that case, I'd still recommend a thong, not for modesty, but for practicality. A thin strip in the crease doesn't get in the way of spanking, the skin stays just as exposed. And if needed, you can simply push it aside with a finger, for a deeper punishment. A more internal one."

Mihaela laughed, a short, genuine sound Martin had never heard from her before. "An internal punishment. I like that idea. Thank you, I hadn't thought of that."

"I've worked here for years," Denise said, laughing along as she pulled a black thong from its clear packaging. "You learn to think of everything, if you want to do things properly."

Martin stood frozen between the two women, the blonde wig now resting on top of the black-and-white dress already draped over his arm, as if his body had become a mere mannequin on which to hang the humiliation others were deciding for him. He felt his ears burning, shame rising from his stomach to his throat, while the two women exchanged knowing glances over his head, talking about him as if he weren't there, or as if he were there for exactly that reason, to be corrected.

"Let's go to the register," Mihaela said finally, taking the dress from his hands and adding the stockings and a pair of small black low-heeled shoes on top. "We start tonight. And we'll come back tomorrow if we need anything else."

Denise walked them to the register personally, and as she scanned the barcode on the dress she gave Martin one last look, a look that no longer had any of the initial professional courtesy. "Good luck with dinner," she said, with a smile that already seemed to be savoring how ridiculous he'd feel that very evening. "And remember. An apron looks better worn with a bit of grace."

Martin left the store with the bag clutched in his hand, the weight of that light fabric suddenly feeling as heavy as a sentence, while Mihaela walked ahead of him toward the parking lot with the satisfied stride of someone who had just won something far bigger than a simple purchase.
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Martina 

"A shower first," Mihaela said, the moment they got home, setting the bags down on her bed. "And I want you to shave. Legs and arms."

Martin looked at her as if he hadn't quite understood. "Shave?"

"You heard me." She opened a drawer and pulled out a razor still in its packaging, along with a can of shaving cream. "I don't want hair anywhere when you're wearing the skirt. And luckily you don't have much, it's sparse, blond. It won't take long."

He took the items without arguing further, resigned by now to a new level of that day, and shut himself in the bathroom. The hot water ran over him as he ran the razor along his calves, then his arms, with slow, imprecise movements, his skin revealing itself smooth beneath his fingers in a way that felt foreign and strangely arousing at once. With every pass he felt the blade uncover new patches of skin, sensitive to the water's spray, and the thought of what he was about to put on, combined with the still-vivid memory of Mihaela's body beneath his thighs, brought on an arousal he couldn't control. He found himself hard under the hot water, his breath growing short, until he forced himself to shut off the hot tap and turn the knob to pure cold.

The icy spray knocked the breath out of him for a moment, but it did its job, dousing that low heat in his belly enough to let him finish shaving with a steadier hand. When he came out, wrapped in a towel, still with goosebumps on his freshly shaved arms, Mihaela was waiting for him with a dark glass bottle in her hand.

"Put this on," she said, pouring some onto his wrists and behind his ears. The perfume was sweet to the point of nausea, almost vulgar in its intensity, floral but with a heavy musk underneath that didn't resemble anything Martin had ever smelled on a woman. "I don't wear it anymore. But it'll suit you just fine."

She didn't add anything else, and Martin didn't ask, but something in the way she'd said that sentence, with a shadow that had flickered quickly across her face, told him there was a story behind that perfume that wasn't meant for him.

In the bedroom, on the bed, the bags waited already open. Mihaela handed him the black thong first, and he put it on turning his back to her, embarrassed. When he turned around to face her again, he saw her tilt her head, surprised.

"Well, look at that," she said, stepping closer to look more carefully. "There's so little fabric in front, and yet it hides everything so well." A smile spread across her lips. "Lucky there isn't much to hide."

Martin felt his cheeks burn, but he had no time to answer before she was already handing him the thigh-high fishnet stockings, showing him how to roll them on without tearing them, the lace band staying high on the thigh without needing a garter belt, leaving the rest bare beneath the skirt. Then came the skirt, the apron tied behind his back with a bow she cinched herself with two firm fingers, and finally the shoes, which made him wobble on the first step until he learned to distribute his weight onto his heels.

"Now the wig," Mihaela said, taking it out of the bag and carefully arranging it over his short hair, adjusting the blonde strands at the sides of his face. She added a veil of foundation, a touch of pale pink lipstick, a faint line of eyeliner, moving with the confidence of someone who had done this before, on other faces. When she finished, she turned him toward the closet mirror.

Martin stared at his reflection without fully recognizing himself. The figure looking back at him from that mirror had something ambiguous and disarming about it, no longer a boy, not yet a woman, suspended at a point that made him feel more naked than he had all day.

Mihaela stood beside him, studying him in the mirror with a critical eye, then nodded slowly, as if approving a job well done. "You look good," she said. "A maid like this would get the men excited."

Martin blushed beneath the veil of foundation, not knowing where to look. She put a hand on his shoulder and turned him, first sideways, then with his back to the mirror, gauging the line of the skirt over his hips.

"Yes," she said, almost to herself, her tone dropping lower. "You really do look like a female maid. The kind men bend forward, to lift the skirt from behind." She left the sentence hanging in the air, adding nothing more, while her fingers dropped for a moment to the hem of the skirt, as if straightening it, before pulling away.

"Now let's go downstairs," she said finally, satisfied. "I want dinner ready in half an hour. Chicken, something simple. And set the table properly, with the napkins folded the right way."

He moved through the kitchen with the clumsiness of someone unused to both heels and the role, and she watched him from the living room, correcting him from a distance with sharp little remarks every time he got something wrong, the way he cut the vegetables, the arrangement of the plates, the height at which he held the tray.

At dinner she ate calmly, while he stood beside the table ready to top off the water or bring more bread, treated with the same cold naturalness with which one treats any maid. Only when he bent to serve did her gaze slide over him with an attention that was anything but distracted.

It was while clearing the table that the accident happened. A chicken bone slipped off his plate and fell to the floor with a sharp sound, rolling to a stop near the table leg.

"Kneel down," Mihaela said, her voice suddenly firm. "Clean it properly, with the rag."

Martin obeyed, going down on his knees, the skirt riding up slightly on his thighs, and began scrubbing the floor where the bone had fallen. He heard Mihaela rise from the table and approach from behind him, her steps slow, deliberate, until he felt her bend down behind him.

Her fingers lifted the skirt, then pushed the string of the thong aside, unhurried, as if she had all the time in the world. "Wet my finger," she said, and Martin understood only a moment later what she meant, when he felt the saliva gathered from his own mouth transferred there, between his buttocks, in a slow touch that made him stiffen on his knees.

Her fingers moved, caressing the sensitive skin with a calculated slowness, and Martin, without meaning to, arched his back slightly into that contact, an involuntary movement of his hips that betrayed more than he would have wanted.

Mihaela chuckled softly. "You'd like that, little bitch, wouldn't you?" The finger withdrew, leaving him suspended right as the contact was becoming unbearable in one direction or the other. "But not yet. Not so soon."

She walked away without adding anything else, leaving him there, still kneeling with the rag in his hand and his heart pounding hard, while she went to sit on the couch and turned on the television with the remote, as if nothing had happened.

Martin finished cleaning in silence, his skin still sensitive from that interrupted touch, and when he stood up he remained uncertain about what to do, until she called him without taking her eyes off the screen.

"Come here."

He approached the couch, and Mihaela stretched her feet out to the side, resting them on the cushion beside her. "Kiss them," she said, in a tone that admitted no argument.

Martin bent down and pressed his lips to the soft skin of the top of her foot, then to each toe, while she watched with satisfied attention.

"Now run your tongue between my toes," she added, moving her foot slightly to make it easier for him.

He obeyed, and the scent that rose to his nostrils was the one he remembered from the boots on the first day, but more intense, closer, more hers, and it mixed with the vulgar perfume she herself had poured on him a few hours earlier, creating a blend that made him lose, for an instant, every last trace of shame.

"Martin," she said, at one point, in an almost thoughtful tone. "That's not a fitting name for a maid. Martina. Do you like it, Martina?"

He couldn't find the courage to answer, but his tongue, on its own, moved more insistently between her toes, a movement that betrayed the answer better than any words could have.

Mihaela smiled, as if she had just gotten confirmation of something she already knew. "You'll be female," she said, her voice low and final. "And you'll express yourself as one. We'll make sure your father understands that too, when he comes back."
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A Strange Relative 

The next morning, while Martin was still trying to pull on his normal clothes for the day, Mihaela walked into his room without knocking and took the jeans out of his hands.

"No," she said, simply. "From today on you dress like this all the time. Not just for dinner."

"All the time?" Martin looked at her, incredulous. "Even during the day, at home?"

"All the time," she repeated, firmly, already pulling the black dress and the white apron her hands knew well by now out of the closet. "And tonight we'll have a guest. A kind of relative. I want Martina to serve dinner properly."

Martin felt his stomach tighten at the thought of a stranger in the house, but he didn't have the courage to ask anything else, and he spent the rest of the day getting everything ready, moving between kitchen and living room with the skirt now brushing his knees with an almost accepted naturalness.

When the doorbell rang, around seven, Mihaela went to answer with a smile Martin had never seen her give anyone, not even Frank. The man who walked in was tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair combed back, a leather jacket, and a gaze that immediately swept every corner of the house as if taking inventory.

"Bogdan," Mihaela said, brushing his arm familiarly. "Come, sit down."

It was then that he saw Martin standing near the kitchen, in skirt and apron, the blonde wig framing his face. Bogdan stopped, surprised, and looked at Mihaela with raised eyebrows.

"I didn't know you'd hired a maid," he said, in an accent harder than hers, the consonants squared off. "And your stepson? Where'd that American boy go?"

Mihaela laughed, a low, satisfied sound. "Wait till you get a better look."

Bogdan looked back at Martin, this time more closely, his gaze sliding down the legs sheathed in thigh-high fishnet stockings to the hem of the skirt, where the bare skin of his thighs stayed visible above the lace band. "Not bad," he said, addressing Mihaela again but without taking his eyes off him. "I'd take her from behind gladly, this one."

"The maid is the stepson," Mihaela said, a smile slowly spreading across her face. "But if you really want to take her from behind, that can happen later."

Bogdan's eyes went wide, then he burst into an incredulous laugh. "This? I don't believe it."

He crossed the room in three decisive steps, stopped in front of Martin, and without asking permission lifted the hem of the skirt, running a hand over the black thong to check with his fingers. Martin blushed to the roots of his hair, frozen, unable to pull back.

"It's true," Bogdan said, surprised, letting the fabric fall back. "But how does it fit under there, with so little fabric?"

"Want me to explain it to you?" Mihaela said, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Can't figure it out yourself?"

They both laughed, a knowing laugh that made Martin feel smaller than he'd ever felt in his life, reduced to an amusing detail to be discussed the way one discusses a new piece of furniture in the house.

Dinner proceeded with Martin going back and forth from the kitchen, carrying plates, topping off glasses, moving with the anxious care of someone afraid of making a mistake in front of new company. Bogdan followed him with his eyes every time he leaned over the table, a heavy, appraising attention, different from Mihaela's, more direct, less patient. They spoke rapidly in Romanian, occasionally breaking into English with a command aimed at him, bring me this, switch that plate, more wine, and Martin obeyed every time with his head down, feeling those two gazes on him that never gave him a moment's rest.

"That's not how the napkin goes," Mihaela said at one point, watching him arrange the second course plates. "Bend down and redo it properly, in front of us, so you learn."

Martin bent over the table to straighten the napkin's fold, the skirt riding up slightly in back, and it was right in that position, bent forward, that he felt Bogdan's hand land on his hip as he handed him the empty plate to refill.

"Pour me a bit more wine," Bogdan said, without withdrawing his hand, which instead slid lower, beneath the hem of the skirt, calmly stroking a buttock, as if he had every right to do so. "And hold still a second."

Martin stiffened, his breath catching in his throat, as Bogdan's hand moved slowly over the thin string of the thong in the crease of his buttocks. "Seems bare under here," the man remarked, turning to Mihaela with a half smile. "With so little on, might as well put nothing on him at all."

"Maybe next time," she replied, without even looking up from her plate, as if the comment didn't deserve more attention than that.

Only when Bogdan withdrew his hand did Martin find the strength to pour the wine, his fingers trembling slightly around the neck of the bottle, and he retreated toward the kitchen as soon as he could, his cheeks on fire, the sensation of that touch still imprinted on his skin.

When everything had been cleared, the two of them moved to the couch, close together, Mihaela's legs resting over Bogdan's with the ease of two people who had known each other far longer than Martin had ever imagined.

"You know," Mihaela said at one point, turning to Bogdan with a little smile, "the maid is good at licking feet."

"I don't believe it," he replied, amused.

"Watch." Mihaela raised her voice toward Martin, who was straightening the glasses on the coffee table. "Kiss my feet."

Martin approached, his heart pounding hard at the presence of that stranger, and knelt in front of the couch. He took Mihaela's foot in his hands, feeling its warm weight against his palm, the smooth skin cared for with the same attention she gave every other part of her body. He brushed his lips first against the top of her foot, a light kiss, then moved down to her toes, one by one, lingering with his tongue in the narrow spaces between each one. The dark nail polish brushed against his lips with every pass, and the scent, that same intense and familiar scent he'd discovered the first day sniffing the boots in the entryway, now filled his mouth along with the faintly salty taste of her skin. He took his time on every single toe, as if something inside him, despite the burning shame of being watched by a stranger, didn't really want to stop.

Bogdan watched in silence, a slow smile crossing his face, and after a few minutes Mihaela spoke again, in a tone that allowed no hesitation. "Now take off his shoes and socks. Do it for Bogdan too."

Martin froze, looking up. "Not... but... I..."

"Quiet, maid," Mihaela cut him off, her eyes suddenly hard. "Do it."

Martin moved in front of Bogdan, his hands trembling slightly as he untied the laces of the heavy boots, slid them off one at a time, then rolled down the dark socks and removed them, uncovering large, sturdy feet, with a scent stronger and different from Mihaela's, more acrid, more masculine, that invaded his nostrils before he even brought his face closer. He pressed his lips to the top of Bogdan's foot, feeling the rough skin beneath his mouth, calloused in places, and began running his tongue between the toes as he had with Mihaela, moving with the same care, the same slowness, while a foot pressed without much gentleness against his cheek, almost guiding him where Bogdan wanted. The two of them above him kept talking to each other as if what was happening were the most ordinary thing in the world, and Martin, his face pressed against those unfamiliar feet, felt a humiliation growing inside him that weighed more than the shame itself, because he knew he had no way to refuse it.

When Mihaela finally let him stop, Martin drew back onto his knees, his cheeks burning, the wig slightly disheveled.

Mihaela rose from the couch, extending a hand toward Bogdan. "Let's go," she said, in a satisfied tone. "You're practically family, you're sleeping here with me tonight." She turned toward Martin, one last meaningful glance. "Right, Martina? Do you have any objection?"

Martin, still kneeling, felt his throat go dry. "No," he said, his voice weak. "No."

"No, mistress," Mihaela corrected him at once, her voice turning sharp. "You need to add mistress, from now on. You're just a maid."

Martin lowered his eyes to the floor, hearing Bogdan chuckle softly somewhere above him. "No, mistress," he repeated, his voice breaking slightly on that last word, while the two of them walked off toward the stairs, leaving him alone, still on his knees, with the taste of someone else's skin still on his tongue.
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The Whip 

"Starting this morning," Mihaela said, pouring coffee for Bogdan seated at the breakfast table, "I want you to address me always calling me mistress. Always, no exceptions."

Martina nodded, the blonde wig still a bit disheveled from a restless night's sleep, and brought the tray of toast, setting it carefully in the center of the table.

"Bring me the butter too," Mihaela said, without looking up from the newspaper.

"Right away," Martina answered, turning toward the refrigerator, and it was only as she came back with the butter in hand that she noticed the heavy silence that had settled behind her.

Mihaela set down the newspaper with a slow gesture, her eyes rising to meet Martina's. "Right away, and then? Did you forget something?"

Martina felt her stomach tighten. "Right away, mistress," she corrected, but the damage was already done.

"There should be something," Mihaela said, addressing Bogdan more than her, "to punish her every time she forgets. Something immediate, that doesn't take time."

Bogdan sipped his coffee, thoughtful. "A whip," he said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. "Small, kept within reach. One sharp strike and the problem solves itself right away."

"Great idea," Mihaela said, her face lighting up with an almost childlike pleasure. "We'll buy one today."

Bogdan finished breakfast quickly and left shortly after, with a distracted kiss for Mihaela and a long, appraising look at Martina as she cleared the table near the window. When the door closed behind him, Mihaela stood up and grabbed the car keys from the bowl.

"Let's go out," she said.

"Go out, how?" Martina looked at her, alarmed. "Dressed... like this?"

"Of course. We're going back to the mall." Her tone allowed no argument.

The walk from the parking lot to the mall entrance was the worst moment of the entire day. Martina walked a step behind Mihaela, the skirt brushing her knees, the thigh-high fishnet stockings visible beneath the hem, leaving the top of her thighs bare with no support beyond the lace band, and she felt every glance that settled on her, every head that turned slightly, every muffled whisper between two people passing on the sidewalk. A man stared at her longer than he should have, an ambiguous smile on his lips, and Martina lowered her eyes to the pavement, wishing she could disappear into the skirt itself.

Near the main entrance, two women with shopping bags stopped for a moment to look at her, exchanging a glance that said more than any words could, and Martina felt her legs go weak, her pace slowing without meaning to, as if her own body were trying to delay entering that place full of eyes. Mihaela, ahead of her, walked instead with her head held high, without the slightest embarrassment, almost proud of what she was carrying along with her, and every time Martina slowed too much she turned to shoot her a look that forced her to pick up the pace again.

A teenager on a bicycle slowed down to get a better look as he passed, whistling softly through his teeth, and an older man sitting on a bench near the entrance watched her with an expression that wavered between disapproval and a curiosity that struck Martina as even worse than pure contempt.

Inside the mall things didn't get better. The corridors were full of people, families with children, groups of kids her own age who turned to watch her pass, and Martina felt the heat rise to her face with every glance, her heart pounding as if every step were a public display of her humiliating secret. A girl near a shop window laughed quietly with a friend, covering her mouth with her hand, and Martina didn't need to hear the words to understand what they were laughing about. In front of a shoe store window, two salesgirls stared at her through the glass without pretending any discretion, whispering something to each other with raised eyebrows, and Martina quickened her pace, her eyes fixed on Mihaela's back as the only fixed point in the middle of all those people.

In the store, Denise came toward her with an enthusiasm that seemed genuine. "Just look at her," she said, circling around Martina as if admiring a job well done. "The transformation is perfect. She really does look like a different person."

"I'd like some whips," Mihaela said, cutting the pleasantries short.

Denise nodded, professional, and led her toward a shelf at the back of the store. "The theatrical ones, unfortunately, we don't carry anymore, they've been impossible to find lately. But we have these." She lifted a stiff, short riding crop with a leather-wrapped handle. "For horseback riding. They're the only ones that are easy to find. I'll be honest with you, I wouldn't recommend it just for play. They really hurt."

Mihaela took it in her hand, bent it slightly between her fingers to feel its stiffness, and a slow smile crossed her face. "That's exactly why I'm buying it."

"If you're interested," Denise added, already moving toward another shelf, "we have other things that might come in handy." She pulled out a pair of handcuffs lined with pink fur, then a thin collar with a small gold buckle, and finally a range of paddles of different sizes, from the lightest one in soft silicone to a sterner one in lacquered wood. "This one," she said, pointing to the collar, "a lot of people find it useful more for the symbolism than anything else. Just wearing it is enough for the person to remember their place at all times, even when you're not doing anything in particular."

Mihaela took the collar between her fingers, examined it carefully, then moved on to the wooden paddle, weighing it thoughtfully. "Interesting," she said, handing both items back to Denise. "I'll think about it. Today the whip is enough, but I'll come back for the rest."

"Whenever you like," Denise replied, carefully packing the items back into their boxes, not quite hiding a certain disappointment at the missed sale.

Denise laughed, then glanced around discreetly and took Mihaela by the arm, pulling her a few steps away from the shelf, close enough that Martina could still hear every word. "Listen," she said, her voice lower, almost confidential, "what you're doing is amazing. My boyfriend is the classic alpha male, always laying down the law, and sometimes I'd really love to whip a man the way you're doing. I really envy you."

"Why don't you come to dinner at my place tonight?" Mihaela said, without hesitation. "I'll let you try the whip yourself."

Denise's eyes went wide, then she smiled, a sudden, genuine smile. "Would you really let me?"

"Of course." Mihaela took a slip of paper from her purse and wrote down the address with quick handwriting. "Here. Come at seven."

On the way back to the parking lot, Martina walked even more uncertainly than before, knowing now that the very same woman who had seen her transformed would see her again that very evening, probably in worse condition, and the thought made every step feel as heavy as lead.

At home, Mihaela seemed to deliberately look for an opportunity to christen the new purchase. She ordered Martina to straighten up the living room, then changed her mind mid-sentence and asked her to prepare something in the kitchen, then called her back with a sharp order given too quickly for her to respond in time. Martina followed her from one room to the next, always one step behind the commands, feeling the tension build inside her of someone who knows the mistake will come sooner or later, no matter how hard she tries to avoid it.

"Bring me a glass of water," Mihaela said, sitting on the couch with her phone in hand.

"Right away," Martina answered, and hurried toward the kitchen, the relief of having answered in time lasting only as long as it took to fill the glass. She came back to the living room and set it on the coffee table.

"Straighten those cushions," Mihaela said, without even looking up from her phone.

"Yes," Martina answered, moving toward the cushions right away, and only an instant later did she bite her tongue over the mistake.

Mihaela was already there, the new whip in hand, out of its bag even before they'd fully gotten back into the house. "Yes, and?" The strike came fast, a sharp, burning flash on the bare thigh beneath the hem of the skirt, tearing a stifled cry from her.

"Yes, mistress!" Martina cried out, instinctively bringing a hand to the struck skin, which burned far more than she'd expected, a sharp, thin pain, different from the dull ache of the spankings from the days before.

"See how well it works," Mihaela said, satisfied, sliding the whip against her palm with a small crack. "Immediate. Effective." She sat down on the couch, watching Martina still in pain, one foot swinging gently in the air as if that little scene had put her in an excellent mood. "We'll have a guest tonight," she added, as if simply announcing a family engagement. "Denise, the saleswoman from the store. Dress nicely, and be ready to be good."
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The Saleswoman 

Denise arrived right on time, at seven sharp, in a red dress cinched at the waist, a wrapped package under her arm. Mihaela welcomed her with a warm smile, the way one greets an old friend rather than someone she'd known for only a few hours, and led her into the living room where Martina already stood waiting beside the set table.

"I brought something," Denise said, holding out the package. Inside was a pair of handcuffs lined with black leather, gleaming. "To complete the set. I thought it might come in handy."

Mihaela examined them with approval, running them through her fingers to feel the weight of the metal beneath the padding. "Perfect. We'll use them later."

Denise took off her light jacket and looked around, her eyes falling almost immediately on Martina, standing by the sideboard with a tray of appetizers. She circled her slowly, the way she'd done back in the store, studying every detail with a mix of professional curiosity and something more personal, more hungry.

"The makeup is done beautifully," she remarked, stepping closer to look at the eyeliner. "And the wig sits perfectly, you'd think it was natural. Who did her makeup?"

"I did," Mihaela answered, obvious pride in her voice. "I have a certain amount of experience with these things."

"It shows." Denise sat in the seat Mihaela pointed her to, never taking her eyes off Martina, who served the dishes with awkward movements beneath that doubled gaze. "She's perfect," she said again, sitting back down after the first bite. "I never would have believed you could achieve such a convincing result."

"Wait till you see the rest," Mihaela replied, with a smile that promised more than dinner itself.

Dinner went on amid light chatter, the two women talking about work, about men, about how liberating it was to have someone in the house who obeyed without arguing, while Martina went back and forth from the kitchen, feeling those two gazes follow her on every trip, sizing her up, commenting on her as if she were a topic of conversation rather than a person present in the room.

After the last course, Mihaela stood up and took the handcuffs from the package, motioning for Martina to come to the center of the living room. "Hands behind your back," she said, and Martina obeyed, feeling the cold metal close around her wrists with a sharp click that made her flinch.

Mihaela also pulled out the new whip, handing it to Denise with an almost ceremonial gesture. "I promised you. Try it."

Denise took it, weighing it between her fingers with poorly concealed excitement, then approached Martina, who stood motionless, her hands clasped behind her back, unable to protect herself. The first strike landed on her thigh, sharp, and Martina stifled a cry by biting her lip. Denise gave her more, each one more decisive than the last, her breath growing short with every strike, her eyes lit with something that went beyond her initial curiosity.

"Mihaela," she said at one point, without stopping the strikes, her voice trembling slightly, "can I get her to lick me? Him, I mean?"

Mihaela burst into a pleased laugh. "Of course. Do as you like."

Denise dropped the whip onto the couch and slipped her panties out from under the red dress, then sat on the edge of the table, opening her legs with a confident gesture. "Come here," she said to Martina, who approached kneeling, her hands still cuffed behind her back, unable to steady herself on anything but the precarious balance of her knees.

Martina began licking, her tongue moving uncertainly at first, then more surely as Denise guided the rhythm with her hands pressed against Martina's head. At one point Denise yanked off the wig with a sharp tug, holding her by the real hair beneath, short and damp with sweat, using it as a grip to steer every movement.

"I have to tell you something," Denise said, turning to Mihaela, her breath short, still guiding Martina's head between her legs. "My boyfriend came inside me this afternoon. Is that a problem for her? For him?"

Mihaela laughed, a full, amused sound. "Strong flavors are never a problem here. If anything, the opposite."

Martina, her face pressed against Denise, felt the taste change, more intense, more foreign, but she had no choice and no way to pull back, the grip on her hair holding her exactly where Denise wanted her. She kept licking, obedient, while Denise's breathing grew more and more ragged, her hips beginning to move against Martina's mouth with a rhythm that was becoming uncontrollable.

The orgasm came suddenly, a cry Denise didn't bother to hold back, her body arching over the edge of the table as a warm gush soaked Martina's face and ran down her chin to the collar of her apron. Denise stayed there panting for a few seconds, her legs still trembling, then burst into an incredulous laugh, looking at Mihaela with glistening eyes.

"That's never happened to me like that before," she said, still out of breath.

Mihaela stepped closer, running a finger over Martina's chin to collect what was left, then bringing it to Martina's own lips with a satisfied expression. "Good girl," she said, addressing her, but the tone was the one you'd use with a well-trained animal rather than a person.

Then, without warning, she bent down and lifted the hem of Martina's skirt, pushing the string of the thong aside with two fingers. Denise leaned in too, curious, and the two women looked together, their faces just inches from the bare skin.

"Look," Mihaela said, with a mischievous little smile. "The tip is dripping."

Denise nodded, amused. "All that excitement, and she can't even touch herself."

"Exactly," Mihaela said, letting the skirt fall back with a final gesture, like someone closing a drawer after checking its contents. "That's the whole point. Let her get as excited as she wants. It's never for him, whatever happens in this house."

Denise, still bent over, her gaze lingering a moment longer than necessary, noticed something and smiled. "You, on the other hand, are all natural, I see. Thick, dark. I get waxed every three weeks, I could never leave it like that."

Mihaela straightened up, running a hand through her hair with an expression that turned more serious for a moment, almost distant. "For years, with the work I used to do, I had to be smooth all the time. Every day, everywhere. Not anymore." She shrugged, returning to the light tone from before. "Now I take back everything I want. Even my own natural scent. I wash down there as little as possible. I like feeling like myself."

Denise nodded, as if she'd received a confidence more precious than she'd expected, and didn't ask anything further, but the way she looked at Mihaela for a few extra seconds carried something close to respect.

Denise got up from the table, straightened her dress and retrieved her panties from the floor, slipping them on calmly while Martina remained kneeling, her hands numb behind her back, her face still damp, her eyes lowered to the floor. The two women exchanged one last knowing glance, like people who had just shared something precious, and Mihaela bent down to pick up the wig that had fallen off during the scene, carefully placing it back on Martina's head, arranging the strands with the same attention she'd shown the first time she'd styled it.

"I really must do this again sometime," Denise said, heading toward the entryway, saying goodbye to Mihaela with a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you for inviting me. It's been a long time since I felt like this."

"Come back whenever you like," Mihaela replied, walking her to the door with an arm around her waist, in a gesture that already seemed to promise more evenings like the one just spent. "There's always room here for another mistress."

Denise turned one last time toward the living room, where Martina had remained kneeling, still cuffed, and gave her a small wave, an almost affectionate goodbye directed at someone she had just finished treating like an object. Then the door closed, and the sound of her footsteps on the entry steps faded into the evening.

When Mihaela turned back to Martina, still kneeling in the center of the living room, she studied her for a long moment without saying anything, circling her slowly the way Denise had done a little earlier, as if gauging how much more of the evening remained to be spent before finally letting her go to sleep. She finally bent down to unlock the handcuffs, freeing her reddened wrists, but she didn't offer a single kind word, not a hint of relief granted.

"Clean the table," was all she said, heading back toward the stairs with a light step. "And come to bed when you're done. Starting tonight you sleep at the foot of my bed, on the rug. A maid doesn't deserve anything else."
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The Announced Return 

Martina was sleeping curled up on the rug at the foot of the bed, her body aching where the whip had left its deepest marks, the thin fabric of the skirt bunched uncomfortably around her hips from a restless sleep. It was a voice in the dark, low and still thick with sleep, that tore her from a rest that had never fully arrived.

"Martina. Come here."

Mihaela lay among the sheets, her breathing labored, her body shifting slightly beneath the covers like someone waking from a dream she doesn't want to fully let go of. She reached a hand toward the edge of the bed, pulling back the covers just enough to reveal her bare thighs in the dim light.

"I had a dream," she said, her voice thick with sleep and something else that Martina recognized right away. "And now I need this. Get up here."

Martina dragged herself on her knees to the bed, still sore, and settled between her legs the way she'd learned to by now. The scent that greeted her was completely different from Denise's, deeper, darker, with no trace of products or artifice, a dense scent of real skin, thick, not washed away every day the way Mihaela had confided just hours before. Martina buried her face in that raw naturalness, her tongue moving through the black, curly hair without meeting the smoothness she'd grown used to the night before, and found in that difference something even more overwhelming, more animal.

Mihaela moaned softly, her fingers threading through Martina's real hair beneath the wig, now left on the rug, guiding her with small movements of her hips. "Like that," she whispered. "Don't stop."

Mihaela's pleasure seemed never to fully subside, a wave that rose and fell without ever reaching its end, until she herself pushed up on her elbows, breath short, and pushed Martina away with an almost impatient gesture.

"Get on all fours," she ordered, her voice still low from pleasure but already firm again in command. "Back on the bed, turned around."

Martina obeyed, positioning herself on all fours on the mattress, the skirt now hiked up above her hips, the thong the only barrier left between bare skin and the air of the room. She felt Mihaela move behind her, then fingers, light at first, pushing the thin string aside to reach the sensitive skin beyond.

"Mmm," Mihaela said, beginning to massage in slow circles, the tip of a finger lingering right at the opening without pushing further yet. "You like that, don't you? I can tell from how you're moving."

Martina couldn't hold back a moan, her hips tilting on their own toward that light pressure, seeking something more than what she was being given.

"Soon," Mihaela went on, her voice dropping lower, almost confidential, while her finger continued its slow circular work, in no hurry to finish, "men are going to enter here. And they'll have to pay to do it." A low laugh escaped her throat. "Pay well, if they want something this tight and this well trained."

The finger pressed just a little deeper, just enough to make Martina's back arch, a mix of shame and a pleasure she could no longer tell apart from one another, before Mihaela withdrew it with the same calm she'd begun with.

"Not yet," she said, giving her a light pat on one buttock, the way you'd do with a docile animal. "Sleep. Tomorrow will be a long day."

Martina went back to the rug, her body still burning, sleep slow to reach her while Mihaela's words kept turning over in her head along with an arousal she had no way to release.

The next morning, while Martina made coffee in the kitchen, still wearing only her maid's uniform, Mihaela's phone rang on the table. She answered in a sweet voice, the one reserved for Frank, and Martina understood from the tone that it was indeed him.

"Of course, love," Mihaela said, a smile forming on her face as she spoke. "We'll be waiting for you." A pause, then she laughed softly. "No, everything's fine here. Everything's going great, actually."

She ended the call and stood for a moment staring at the phone, thoughtful.

"Frank's coming back tomorrow," she said, turning to Martina. "The trip got shorter."

Martina felt her heart skip a beat. "Tomorrow? But then we have to..." She looked down at herself, the skirt, the apron, the makeup still fresh on her face. "We have to make all this disappear, don't we? Before he..."

"No," Mihaela said, simple and final, pouring herself coffee with the calm of someone who'd already decided everything well before that phone call. "We're not hiding anything."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean you'll stay Martina even when your father comes back." She sat down at the table, crossing her legs elegantly, as if she were announcing a change of dinner plans rather than the total exposure of everything that had happened these past few days. "Frank will just have to accept it."

Martina dropped the little spoon onto the saucer with a metallic clink, her voice coming out broken. "Please, not this. I'll do anything you want, but not this humiliation. Not in front of him."

Mihaela raised an eyebrow, almost amused by the plea. "Anything? Anything at all? Even going with men and charging them, and giving the money to me?"

Martina hesitated only an instant. "Yes, please, even that. Just don't leave me like this in front of my father."

Mihaela laughed, a full sound that filled the kitchen. "You'll do everything anyway, men included. That's not something you get to choose to avoid by trading it for something else." She stood up, circling slowly around the table, her voice dropping lower, almost confidential. "Your father will understand. I'll tell him it's just a game the two of us agreed on, a way to feel closer. You know, I have a daughter in Romania. She does a job I don't want to talk about. We'll tell him I miss her terribly, and that you offered to take her place, to make me feel better, at home."

Martina didn't seem convinced by that explanation. "And what job does your daughter do, in Romania?"

Mihaela stopped behind her, placing both hands on her shoulders, her voice dropping to an almost affectionate whisper. "The one you'll soon learn to do too. Just as I taught her, I'll teach you." She squeezed her shoulders for a moment, then pulled away, returning to her cup. "But it's still too soon to talk about that."

Martina stayed silent, the weight of those words settling inside her heavier than any whip, while Mihaela finished her coffee with the calm of someone who had already filed the subject away.

"Now go tidy up the house," she said finally, setting the empty cup in the sink. "It needs to shine. Bogdan is coming for lunch, and he'll certainly want something from you."

Martina's eyes went wide, the little spoon slipping from her hand and clattering against the saucer. "No, please," she said, her voice already broken with pleading. "I don't want to lick his feet and suck his toes again like the other night."

Mihaela watched her for a moment, a slow smile creeping to the corners of her mouth. "Don't worry," she said, not hiding a trace of irony in her voice. "It won't be his feet you'll have to lick and suck, today."

Martina stood frozen, petrified, the meaning of those words making its way inside her an instant later than she would have liked. She looked her stepmother straight in the eyes, searching for something to disprove what she'd just understood, but found only the same satisfied calm as always, the quiet certainty of someone who had already decided everything and had no intention of turning back.

"Mihaela," she whispered, her throat tight. "What does that mean?"

"It means the rest starts today," she answered, heading toward the stairs without turning around. "Clean well. Everything has to be perfect for him."
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Mouth Only 

Martina spent the morning polishing every surface in the house, her hands trembling slightly every time her mind went back to what Mihaela had just let her glimpse, a few hours earlier, over now-cold coffee. When the doorbell rang, around noon, she was already standing by the door, ready to welcome Bogdan with the barely noticeable bow that had become almost natural to her by now.

"Good," he said, taking off his jacket and handing it to her without looking at her, the way one would treat any maid. "What's for lunch today?"

Lunch went on with Martina serving each course with her head down, her eyes fixed on the floor more than on the two of them at the table, while their remarks grew sharper and sharper toward her. "Pour better," Bogdan said when a trickle of wine ran down the side of the glass. "Bitches should know how to pour properly." Martina murmured a barely audible "yes, master," and heard Mihaela chuckle with satisfaction at that spontaneous correction.

"Look at her walk," Bogdan said a little later, watching her come back from the kitchen with the vegetable dish. "In those heels she looks like a drunk flamingo."

"We're still working on it," Mihaela replied, not pausing as she cut the meat on her plate. "But there's progress. At first she tripped over every step."

"And how's she coming along with kneeling?" Bogdan asked, a mischievous smile spreading as Martina set the dish down on the table.

"That one she does very well," Mihaela said, her eyes settling on Martina with a shadow of mockery. "Right, Martina? Show him how you kneel, while you pour his water."

Martina lowered herself to her knees beside Bogdan's chair, the water tray between her trembling hands, pouring with her back bent and her eyes down, feeling both their gazes weighing on her like a silent verdict.

"Not bad," Bogdan remarked, nodding. "Still a bit stiff, but that can be corrected."

"Everything can be corrected," Mihaela said, with a smile that promised nothing good. "Just needs the right time, and the right tools."

When the plates were cleared, Mihaela didn't bother in the slightest to lower her voice. "I want to speed things up," she said to Bogdan, as if discussing a work project. "Get her out on the street soon. But she's not ready yet. I need your help."

"I'll take care of it," Bogdan answered without hesitation, a smile crossing his face. "I'd gladly break her in right now."

"No, not like that." Mihaela shook her head, decisive. "I want her to want it herself. She says she doesn't want to suck your toes anymore. Fine, then she'll start sucking right there instead. She'll miss your feet, Martina."

"I'm already ready," Bogdan said, bringing a hand to his groin with a slow gesture, then dropped it sharply onto one of Martina's buttocks, a sharp smack that nearly sent her stumbling forward against the table.

"Good," Mihaela said, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. "And while she sucks, I'll tease her from behind with my fingers. It's time to explore her properly."

"Don't forget the whip," Bogdan added. "It's essential for bitches like her."

"Obviously," Mihaela replied, standing up from the table with the whip already retrieved from the sideboard drawer. "I'll turn her cheeks purple."

They took her upstairs, to the bedroom, Martina walking between the two of them like a prisoner escorted toward an already-written sentence. Bogdan undressed unhurriedly and lay down on the bed, naked, his large, heavy body sinking into the mattress. Mihaela pushed Martina toward him with a hand on her back.

"On all fours," she ordered. "Mouth on him."

Before Martina could move, Mihaela took the phone from the nightstand and propped it against a book, the lens pointed straight at the bed. "That way we don't lose the memory," she said, with a little smile, tapping the screen to start recording without giving Martina time to protest.

Martina positioned herself over Bogdan, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips, her face near his groin, knowing by now that every movement, every sound, every instant of this scene was being captured somewhere, ready to be used against her whenever Mihaela chose. The scent that hit her was dense, warm, of male skin mixed with the sweat accumulated during lunch, a strong scent that filled her nostrils before she'd even fully closed the distance. She closed her mouth around him, feeling his warm, taut skin against her tongue, the pulsing vein beneath the smooth surface, the faintly salty taste mixing with something more musky, deeper, a taste that had nothing to do with Denise's more delicate one.

"Good girl," Bogdan said, a low groan escaping his throat as she began to move, his fingers threading through her real hair beneath the wig to guide her rhythm. "Deeper."

Behind her, Martina felt the skirt lift, the string of the thong pushed aside with the same calculated slowness as always. Mihaela slid a finger, just one, against the opening, pressing carefully. "She's really tight," she remarked, almost with admiration, as the finger made its way in inch by inch, the resistance of the flesh yielding slowly around it.

Martina moaned with that flesh in her mouth, a muffled sound that vibrated all through Bogdan's body, making him arch his back with a satisfied groan. Mihaela's finger now moved with a slow, exploratory rhythm, while her free hand rose and fell with the whip at every small hesitation, every slowing of the rhythm of her mouth.

"Don't stop," Mihaela said, a sharp strike burning against Martina's thigh. "Work it properly, or I keep hitting."

Martina sped up, saliva running down the corners of her mouth, mixed with his intense taste growing stronger with every movement. The finger inside her pushed in and withdrew at the same rhythm as her mouth, as if the two sensations had become a single circuit running through her entire body, and Martina realized, with a wave of shame that burned her cheeks, that she was moving her hips on her own, involuntarily, backward, seeking that finger every time it withdrew.

"Look at her," Mihaela said, laughing softly, turning to Bogdan. "Wiggling like a bitch in heat."

"I see it," he replied, breathless, his hips pushing just a little deeper into her mouth.

The whip landed twice more, on her thigh, then on a buttock, punctuating the growing rhythm of stifled moans Martina could no longer control. She felt Bogdan's body go rigid all at once, the muscles of his thighs tensing beneath her knees, his breath breaking into one long groan, and an instant later he came, a hot, thick gush filling her mouth all at once, then a second, more abundant, the sharp, bitter taste exploding on her tongue and filling her palate in a wave she couldn't fully control.

Martina instinctively tried to pull back, but Mihaela's hand immediately grabbed the back of her neck, holding her firm with a surprisingly decisive grip, her fingers tightening in Martina's real hair with a force that left no room for argument.

"Swallow," she said, her voice low and absolute. "All of it. Don't waste any."

Martina obeyed, swallowing as Bogdan finished emptying himself into her mouth, the thick taste sliding down her throat longer than she would ever have imagined possible, a viscous heat that left a bitter, salty aftertaste on her palate even after he'd pulled back, exhausted, against the pillow, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he tried to catch his breath.

It was only then that Martina became aware of herself, of her own body tense and limp at once, of the sex hanging flaccid between her legs and yet dripping, a small clear drop sliding down her skin despite no visible arousal sustaining it.

Mihaela noticed immediately, withdrawing her finger calmly and bending down to look closely. "Well, look at that," she said, almost fascinated. "Dripping even like this, soft. The body never lies, Martina, no matter what your head tries to tell you."

Martina found nothing to say in response, the taste of Bogdan still in her throat, her body betraying itself in front of both of them, while Mihaela got up from the bed satisfied, like someone who had just personally confirmed that her project was proceeding exactly as planned.

Before leaving the room, Mihaela stopped to end the recording, checking the video on the screen with a quick, pleased glance. "Nice work," she said, saving the file in a folder hidden among dozens of other harmless photos. "This stays here, safe. You never know when it might come in handy."
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Uncomfortable Secrets 

The afternoon faded away, leaving Martina still shaken from what she'd done with her mouth for Bogdan, when Mihaela, with the same ease as someone organizing a dinner among friends, called Denise back.

"Come over again tonight," she said. "Frank isn't back until tomorrow. We have time."

Denise arrived shortly after seven, with a bag full of new purchases. "I thought these might be useful," she said, pulling out a black leather collar with a small matching leash, followed immediately by a soft satin-lined blindfold. "To keep her in the dark. I read it makes everything more intense, when you can't see."

Mihaela examined the items with approval, then set them on the entryway table to wait for the right moment.

At dinner, between one glass of wine and the next, Mihaela let slip confidences Martina had never heard come out of her mouth before. "You know," she said to Denise, "I married Frank to get myself set up. Papers, stability, a real house. But back in Romania I'm already married. To Bogdan. He's been my man forever, my protector, since I was barely more than a girl on the street."

Denise's eyes went wide, fascinated. "And Frank doesn't know?"

"Frank will never know anything I don't want him to know," Mihaela replied, with a calm smile. "Bogdan followed me here on purpose. Let's say we're building something together, in America."

"But how do you two see each other without him noticing?" Denise asked, leaning forward, curious.

"Frank travels a lot," Mihaela answered, pouring herself more wine. "And when he's home, Bogdan knows how to stay invisible. He's used to moving around without being noticed, it's always been his trade." She added, with an amused glance at Martina, "And now I also have a maid who knows how to keep her mouth shut. Right, Martina?"

Martina, standing by the sideboard with the dessert tray in her hands, nodded quickly, feeling her stomach tighten at that revelation delivered so casually.

"And Martina," Mihaela went on, turning back to Denise, "will be part of that plan. Soon we'll put her out on the street, the way it's done back home with anyone who needs to learn to earn a living."

"How soon?" Denise asked, her eyes gleaming with an almost professional interest.

"A few weeks," Mihaela answered. "She just needs to finish getting used to it. The body learns fast, when it's trained well."

After dinner, the two women moved to the living room, and it was there that Mihaela took the collar, buckling it around Martina's neck with precise movements, followed by the leash clipped to the front ring. Denise handed her the blindfold, and Martina found herself wrapped in total darkness, her other senses immediately sharpening to compensate for her lost sight.

"Walk," Mihaela said, tugging the leash gently. Martina crawled forward across the rug, feeling the two women take turns guiding her around the living room, the skirt pulled up to her hips, the thong pulled off entirely at some point, leaving her completely exposed from behind.

That was when the game began. A finger, sudden, slipped against her from behind, and a voice asked: "Who was that?" Martina, in the dark, guessed correctly every time without effort, Mihaela's fingers wider and firmer, Denise's thinner, almost delicate, and the difference was so clear that she answered with growing confidence each round.

"Mihaela," she said, the first time.

"Wrong," they answered in unison, and the whip landed sharply on a buttock.

"Denise," she tried the next time, sure she'd felt that finer, lighter pressure.

"Wrong again," Mihaela said, laughing, as another strike landed, this one harder than the last.

Martina, in the total darkness, couldn't see the knowing glances the two women exchanged each time, the small nod of agreement that preceded every unjust verdict, but she began to sense, from the amused tone of their voices, that the truth had no importance whatsoever in this game.

When, in a trembling voice, she tried to protest, "but I'm sure I got it right," the strike that followed was even harder.

"How dare you doubt our word," Mihaela said, and two more strikes came in quick succession, while Denise laughed softly, amused by the little scene the two of them had invented.

"Again," Denise said, her finger pressing against her once more. "Guess right this time."

Martina, her backside on fire by now, whispered a random name, resigned to the futility of the attempt, and got another strike anyway, amid the two women's laughter above her.

When they grew tired of the game, Denise sat down on the couch and spread her legs, guiding the leash toward herself with a decisive hand. "Come here," she said, pulling Martina closer. "Lick me."

Martina buried her face between her thighs, the scent that hit her completely different from the one she'd discovered the night before, more intense now, mixed with something foreign, a saltier, denser taste she recognized almost immediately as the residue of a man, Denise's boyfriend, who had taken her twice that afternoon before she left the house. The contrast between the smooth, waxed skin and that heavily charged taste overwhelmed her, and Martina moved her tongue searching every corner, every fold, while Denise panted above her, her hips rising to meet her mouth.

The orgasm came quickly, a cry followed by a warm gush that soaked her chin and ran down her neck beneath the collar, and Denise stayed breathless for a few moments, laughing softly.

"Now it's my turn," Mihaela said, taking Denise's place on the couch, spreading her legs with her usual ease. Martina, still blindfolded, approached guided by the leash, and the scent she found this time was the one she knew intimately by now, dense, thick, natural, never washed away, even more intense after a full day. She sank her tongue into that raw naturalness, feeling Mihaela moan above her, her hands weaving through Martina's real hair beneath the disheveled wig.

It was then that Martina felt something move behind her, Denise's slender fingers sliding along the crease of her buttocks, stroking gently, more playfully than anything else, before stopping right at her own opening, two light fingers just resting there, not pushing. Martina, her face still buried between Mihaela's legs, felt an uncontrollable desire rise from deep in her belly, stronger than any shame accumulated up to that moment, and instinctively pulled back, pushing herself against those fingers, impaling herself with a moan muffled by the flesh her mouth was still pressed against.

"Oh," Denise said, surprised, without withdrawing her fingers. "I wasn't expecting that."

Mihaela, above her, laughed softly, pleasure mixing with amusement at what had just happened. "Well, look at that," she said, panting, her hands gripping harder through Martina's real hair. "She can't even control herself anymore."

Martina's body, taut between the mouth still at work and those fingers now moving calmly inside her, seemed to surrender completely, her hips pushing back to seek every thrust, while Mihaela, above, reached her own climax in turn, a warm gush soaking Martina's face just as Denise's fingers, behind her, pushed her past every last trace of resistance.

The three of them stayed motionless for a long moment afterward, labored breathing filling the living room, before Denise, still incredulous, slowly slid her fingers out and examined them in the lamplight.

"You practically impaled yourself," she said, turning to Martina, a mix of astonishment and admiration in her voice. "It only took the slightest pressure and you went straight onto it."

Mihaela laughed, still breathless, slowly recovering. "I wasn't expecting her to be this eager to be taken that way already. Bogdan says I'm too gentle. That she needs to be broken in right away, no niceties, and straight onto the street after. But I want to condition her psychologically too, it needs to become a necessity, not a forced thing."

"She's made to be taken," Denise said, with something close to envy in her voice, running a finger along Martina's still-flushed back. "Some women take years to relax like that, others never manage it at all. She seems born for it."

"Maybe it's true," Mihaela admitted, stretching against the back of the couch with a satisfied smile. "Some bodies learn the lesson right away, others need to be taught step by step." She looked down at Martina, still kneeling between her legs, her face streaked with wetness. "Even though she's still just starting out, you can tell she's a natural. You'll see, in a few weeks she'll be just like any street woman. She'll learn. The body always gives in, even when the mind wants to resist."

Denise nodded, thoughtful, her eyes sliding from Mihaela to Martina with an almost studious attention. "I'd love to see her get to that point," she said. "See her give in like that, without needing to be forced anymore. Hear her be the one asking for it."

"She'll get there," Mihaela said, with quiet certainty. "They all get there, with the right time and the right tools. It's just a matter of patience."

Denise poured herself another splash of wine, her eyes still bright from the scene just witnessed. "And with Frank?" she asked, curious. "Aren't you afraid he'll notice something, sooner or later?"

Mihaela shook her head, almost amused by the question. "Frank has me, if you can even call it that, maybe once in a while. A minute, two at most, foreplay included. It's not even something I need to manage." She sipped her wine calmly. "The real problem is something else. I'm trying to get pregnant by Bogdan. I've wanted his child for a long time."

Denise's eyes went wide. "And how do you manage that, if you're still sleeping with Frank too?"

"I use a diaphragm," Mihaela said, with a conspiratorial smile. "In secret, every time it's his turn. He doesn't even know it exists. He thinks we're just unlucky, that the right moment hasn't come yet. With Bogdan, on the other hand, no protection at all. If I get pregnant, it'll be his, but Frank will believe until the end that it's his own. No one will ever look too closely, with a father so happy to become one."

Denise burst into an incredulous laugh, shaking her head. "You're ruthless."

"I'm practical," Mihaela corrected, with a shrug. "In this house, the only thing that really matters is what I want."

Only then did she lean down, still panting, and reach out a hand to remove the blindfold from Martina, finally revealing to her the dim lamplight and the two satisfied faces looking down at her the way one looks at something well trained and, at last, almost perfect.
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Maid Forever 

Frank arrived in the early afternoon, his rolling suitcase bumping up the front steps, and found Mihaela waiting for him on the doorstep with a warm smile, her arms already open to welcome him.

"My love," she said, hugging him tight, her face pressed against his chest with an affection that seemed entirely sincere. "I missed you so much."

Frank kissed her on the forehead, setting down the suitcase. "I missed you too." He pulled back slightly, looking into her eyes with a question that seemed to have been weighing on him for days. "So? Any news? Are you late?"

Mihaela shook her head, her expression veiled with a well-acted disappointment. "Not yet. But let's not lose hope."

Frank nodded, caressing her cheek, then his gaze drifted past her, toward the kitchen, where a figure in a black skirt and white apron moved among the stove and counters. He stopped halfway down the hallway, surprised.

"You hired a maid?" he asked, furrowing his brow. "You could have told me, we could have talked about it together."

Mihaela laughed softly, taking him by the arm and guiding him toward the kitchen. "Come, it's a nice surprise." Her tone turned sweeter, almost wistful. "I told you how much I miss my daughter, in Romania, remember? Well, Martin offered to help me around the house, to do it a bit the way she would. He insists on being called Martina now. He finds the game fun, says it helps him understand better how much work I do, every day."

Frank stood frozen on the kitchen threshold, his gaze moving from Mihaela to his son, unable for a moment to put words together. "Martin," he said finally, his voice uncertain. "Is that true? What's going on here?"

Martina set down the ladle she was holding and turned toward him, her heart pounding hard, aware of every single word she was about to choose. She knew what she risked if she said even one syllable out of place, the thought of that video hidden in Mihaela's phone, of the blackmail hanging over her like a blade always ready to fall. Frank stared at her with narrowed eyes, his brow furrowed, and for one breath-long instant Martina feared the whole facade might collapse right there, in that kitchen, under her father's confused but not yet hostile gaze.

"It's all true, Dad," she said, with a calm that cost her enormous effort. "It was actually my idea. Mihaela told me how much she misses her daughter, and it made me sad to see her like that. I thought it might help her, if I treated her a bit the way her daughter would. There's nothing wrong with it, Dad. It's just a way to make her feel less alone when you're away."

Frank ran a hand through his hair, still visibly confused, his gaze dropping back to the skirt, the stockings, the blonde wig carefully styled. "But the dress... and the makeup..."

"That's part of the game," Martina said, quickly, before the silence could betray her. "I got a little carried away with it, maybe. But I'm fine, really. You don't need to worry."

Frank studied her for a long moment, searching her face for something that would confirm or deny those words, but found only a tense smile that seemed to be holding itself up with effort. "If you say you're fine," he said finally, still uncertain, "then okay. But if you change your mind, at any point, just tell me."

"I know, Dad," Martina answered, lowering her eyes to the ladle so she wouldn't have to look at him any longer.

Mihaela stepped closer, placing a hand gently on Frank's shoulder. "You know," she said, in an almost embarrassed tone, "she really got attached to the game. She wants to call everyone mistress and master, as if she were a real maid. She even insists on sleeping at the foot of my bed when you're not here, to fulfill my every wish. Honestly, it's rather embarrassing, but I didn't have the heart to stop her."

Frank shook his head, an uncertain smile crossing his face. "Well, if he's doing it because he wants to, I suppose there's nothing wrong with it. As long as he doesn't overdo it."

At lunch, Martina set the table for two, leaving the third seat empty beside her apron.

"Come, sit with us," Frank said, pointing to the empty chair. "You don't need to stand the whole time, you're still my son."

"I'd rather serve, Dad," Martina answered, already carrying the first dish to the table. "I like it this way."

Frank looked at her, puzzled, then turned to Mihaela for support. "Doesn't that seem a bit much to you? I mean, this is our home, not a restaurant."

"Let him do it," Mihaela said, with a patient smile. "If it makes him feel better this way, why deny him this small satisfaction?"

Lunch went on with Martina going back and forth from the kitchen, answering every request with a quick "yes, master" or "yes, mistress" that made Frank's face tighten slightly each time.

"You don't need to call me that," he said, at one point, setting down his fork. "I'm still your father, not a master."

"Sorry, Dad," Martina said, but a few minutes later, pouring the water, another "here you go, master" slipped out almost automatically, a reflex by now stronger than any good intention. She felt her cheeks color, not just from embarrassment in front of her father, but from how deeply that word had already taken root inside her, independent of her own will.

Frank exchanged a glance with Mihaela, who merely shrugged with an indulgent smile, the way one watches a harmless habit that time would correct on its own. "You'll see, it'll pass with time," she said, pouring herself more wine. "It's just a phase. Let him have his fun, it's not hurting anyone."

"If you say so," Frank replied, still not quite convinced, going back to his plate. He watched Martina for a few moments moving between the sideboard and the table, the heels she now managed with a confidence he didn't remember ever seeing in her before, and something in his gaze softened, almost tender, as if he were witnessing a game between mother and child that, however strange, he couldn't quite bring himself to condemn.

Mihaela, for her part, didn't miss the chance to twist the knife a little further. "Martina," she said, midway through the meal, "bring the dessert too, please. And ask the master if he'd like more coffee."

"Of course, mistress," Martina answered, without hesitation this time, feeling her father's gaze settle on her with a mix of resignation and discomfort that he chose to ignore.

It was while bending down to pick up an empty plate that Frank noticed the marks, reddish welts running up her thighs beneath the hem of the skirt, some still visibly fresh on her buttocks.

"What are these marks?" he asked, his voice suddenly serious, his fork abandoned mid-air. "Martin, did you hurt yourself?"

Martina stiffened, her heart skipping a beat, but it was Mihaela who answered first, with the same disarming calm as always. "It was his idea," she said, placing a reassuring hand on Frank's arm. "He noticed he kept making too many mistakes with the housework, and said he wasn't learning because I was too gentle, too indulgent with his errors. He insisted on buying a whip, and always insists I use it when needed." She sighed, as if the memory made her uncomfortable. "It even embarrasses me to use it, you know. Right, Martina?"

Martina nodded, her throat tight. "It's true, Dad," she said, her voice coming out weaker than she would have liked. "I wanted it myself. It helps me stay more careful."

Frank stayed silent for a moment, his gaze moving from the marks on her legs to Mihaela's face, searching for something to hold onto so he wouldn't have to dig any deeper. "If that's what you want," he said finally, going back to his plate with an expression still puzzled.

It was right at that moment that Martina's hands, still trembling with tension, dropped a small spoon, which bounced off the floor with a metallic clink.

"I'm sorry, dear," Mihaela said, her voice sweet but her eyes suddenly hard. "You want me to whip you now, don't you? I'd never want you to want it without telling me."

Martina shook her head weakly, up and down, unable to find any other response, her eyes lowered to the fallen spoon.

Mihaela stood up, took the whip resting on the cabinet beside the sideboard, where she now kept it always within reach, and gave her a sharp strike on her bare thigh, the blow ringing out clearly in the silent room. Martina stifled a moan, instinctively bringing a hand to the struck spot.

Frank watched the scene with an expression that wavered between discomfort and an amusement he couldn't quite hide, the way someone watches something excessive but not serious enough to warrant stepping in. "Well," he said, with a half smile, turning back to his glass of wine, "if that's how you want to learn."

Frank nodded, not entirely convinced, but let the subject drop, going back to his plate while Martina, behind him, breathed slowly to calm the trembling in her hands, aware that this first test, however risky, had just passed without anything collapsing.
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Well-Deserved Punishments 

The days with Frank at home slipped by with a normalcy that felt almost surreal to Martina. He had stopped asking questions, had gotten used to the dress, the makeup, the "master" and "mistress" that kept slipping out spontaneously even in front of him, as if by now they were just part of the household's common language.

One evening, while Martina ironed the shirts for the next day's work, Frank stopped by the kitchen and picked up the one she'd just finished, examining it with a critical eye. "The collar isn't straight," he said, showing her the crooked fold. "You can't send me to the office like this."

"Sorry, Dad," Martina said, picking the iron back up to fix the mistake.

It was Mihaela who intervened, handing Frank the whip she now always kept within reach on the entryway cabinet. "Give her one," she said, casually, as if offering a seasoning for dinner. "She needs to learn that mistakes get paid for right away."

Frank hesitated, the whip in his hand, looking at it like some foreign object. "I don't know if..."

"Do it," Mihaela said, her voice growing more decisive. "Otherwise she'll keep making mistakes."

Frank, almost without realizing it, raised his arm and struck, an uncertain blow but still strong enough to tear a stifled moan from Martina. He stood there, the whip still in his hand, more surprised at himself than at her.

Mihaela seized the opportunity to twist the knife further, turning to Martina with a stern tone that made both of them lower their eyes. "Look at this mess. If guests come over, what will people think of us, with a maid who can't even iron a shirt?"

Martina looked up at her father, a silent plea in her eyes, a request for mercy she hoped he might still grant her. But Frank instead nodded, siding without hesitation with Mihaela.

"You really earned that one," he said, setting the whip down on the table. "You need to act like a proper maid. What happens if guests come over? What kind of impression will you give us?"

Martina lowered her head, feeling something inside her crack in a new way, different from any humiliation before. It was no longer just Mihaela in charge now. Her father, without even realizing it, had become part of the same machinery.

A few days later, Frank went out for an entire afternoon, a work commitment that would keep him away until evening. The door hadn't even been closed ten minutes when the bell rang again. It was Bogdan, with a tall young man at his side, dark-skinned, a shy smile, who introduced himself as Kevin, met by chance on a bus a few days earlier.

Bogdan took Mihaela's hand, pulling her aside with a determined expression. "I want to get you pregnant, right now, while we're alone," he said, without much preamble. "We're going upstairs. Martina will meanwhile satisfy him with her mouth, on the couch. He already gave me ten dollars. Good enough to start with, right?"

Mihaela smiled, enthusiastic, her eyes gleaming with a double pleasure. "Perfect. Go on, I'll take care of setting everything up down here."

She led Martina into the living room, pushing her toward Kevin with a firm hand on her back. "Do what you know how to do," she said, before following Bogdan toward the stairs, leaving the two of them alone.

Kevin sat down on the couch, a little awkward, while Martina knelt between his legs, her fingers moving uncertainly at his pants buttons. The scent that hit her as she opened the fabric was different from anything she'd known up to that point, warmer, more intense, with an almost sweet note beneath the heat of skin flushed from the bus ride, an aroma that struck her immediately as richer, more spiced than she'd expected. She closed her mouth around him, feeling the smooth, taut skin, the taste developing fully on her tongue, different from Bogdan's, less sharp, rounder, with a girth that surprised her for how solid it already felt beneath her lips, the size forcing her jaw into a wider stretch than usual.

"Easy," Kevin said, his voice low, almost shy, as if he wasn't entirely used to this kind of situation. "Go easy at first."

Martina slowed down, adjusting to his rhythm, while his hands rested lightly on her shoulders, a contact that was almost gentle compared to the brutality she'd grown used to with Bogdan. There was something different about this encounter, a kind of mutual awkwardness that made the whole thing more embarrassing and more intimate at once.

Upstairs, the sounds of Mihaela and Bogdan's bed came muffled through the ceiling, a rhythm growing more and more insistent, her moans filtering through clearly every time the door was left ajar. Bogdan took her without holding back, Mihaela's body responding to every thrust with an abandon she rarely showed with Frank, her back arched against the sheets, her hands gripping his broad shoulders as he drove into her with a heavy, almost punishing rhythm that tore ever sharper moans from her. The bed creaked under their combined weight as she repeated his name between moans, her voice climbing in intensity as the orgasm approached.

"More," Martina heard her cry out, the word filtering distorted through the floor. "Don't stop, I want to feel you all the way inside me, I want all of it to stay there."

On the couch, Kevin began moving his hips against Martina's mouth, his hand sliding into her real hair beneath the wig, guiding her with a gentleness that strangely contrasted with the urgency of his body. "That's it," he murmured, his voice low. "You're so good at this."

Martina focused on the rhythm, the taste growing more and more present, mixed with the saliva running down the corners of her mouth, while from above a sharp cry from Mihaela signaled a first climax reached, followed almost immediately by a second, longer one, that made the ceiling above their heads tremble slightly.

Kevin didn't last much longer after that. His body went rigid all at once, his fingers tightening just a bit harder in her hair, a moan barely held back, and an instant later he came, a thick, hot gush filling her mouth all at once, followed right away by a second, then a third, more abundant than anything she'd ever experienced with Bogdan, the only other man she'd known in that way up to that point. The taste overwhelmed her, intense, exotic, with a spiced note that had nothing in common with his sharper one, something warmer, almost sweetish at the back of her throat, filling her palate entirely before she could even think of swallowing.

Martina found herself having to swallow several times in a row, the fluid continuing to flow down thick, abundant, while Kevin panted above her, his hips still moving slightly, as if his body couldn't quite stop. She swallowed without needing anyone to order it, an automatic reflex by now more than a choice, the intense taste lingering on her palate for a long while, different from everything she'd already experienced, while he sank back against the couch cushions, still panting, a satisfied, almost disbelieving smile on his face.

When she finally looked up at him, Martina expected to find the same cold indifference Bogdan had accustomed her to, but instead met something that caught her off guard: Kevin was looking at her with a gentle, almost embarrassed attention, a hand reaching out to brush a strand of the wig off her forehead with a gesture that had nothing predatory about it.

"Thank you," he said, simply, as if he were thanking someone for an ordinary favor rather than for what had just happened.

That unexpected moment of gentleness troubled her more than any harshness could have, a knot forming in her throat she couldn't quite explain, as if that stranger's tenderness revealed, by contrast, everything missing from her days spent in that house.

"How much did you even have in there?" she asked, almost laughing, trying to lighten a moment too intense to bear in silence.

Kevin smiled, reaching out a hand to brush her cheek lightly. "You know, my girlfriend's in Kenya," he said, "and real prostitutes here in America cost a fortune. It's been a while."

Martina didn't know what to say, and for a moment, giving in to an impulse she couldn't quite explain, she let herself go, resting her cheek against his still-warm thigh, her eyes closed, allowing herself a few seconds of quiet that no one in that house had ever truly offered her.

A few minutes later, as Martina was pulling herself up off the couch, still dazed, Bogdan came down the stairs with Mihaela, both of them visibly satisfied, her hair disheveled and a full smile on her lips. "Did it go well?" Bogdan asked Kevin, getting an enthusiastic nod in response.

The two men left shortly after, leaving Mihaela to fix her clothes in front of the entryway mirror, humming softly to herself.

Frank came home about half an hour later, earlier than expected. He sniffed the air as soon as he crossed the threshold, his nose wrinkling slightly. "What's that strange smell," he said, looking around. "It's almost like... sex."

Mihaela burst out laughing, stepping toward him with a mischievous smile. "If that's your way of trying something with me, you can just say so directly." She pressed a light kiss to his lips. "Let me just run to the bathroom for a moment and I'll be ready."

Frank smiled, visibly pleased with his own intuition. "Go ahead."

Mihaela shut herself in the bathroom, and with quick, now-familiar movements pulled the diaphragm out of the drawer hidden beneath the sink, inserting it carefully before going back to him, the smile still fixed on her face, ready to let him believe exactly what she wanted him to believe.
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Strange Couples 

"The Wilsons and the Carters are coming to dinner tonight," Frank announced at breakfast, flipping distractedly through the newspaper. "Make sure everything's perfect, Martina."

"Yes, master," she answered, feeling her stomach tighten at the thought of strangers in the house, of new eyes fixed on her, scrutinizing her every move.

The evening arrived too quickly. The Wilsons and the Carters showed up right on time, two couples in their fifties, elegant, curious from the very first moment about this silent maid who opened the door with a barely noticeable bow. Martina served the aperitif, then dinner, moving between the kitchen and dining room with the same mechanical precision she'd acquired by now, but feeling different gazes on her than the ones she was used to, curious, surprised, unable to fully explain to themselves this figure so polite and submissive.

"What impeccable service," Mrs. Carter remarked, watching her pour wine with both hands. "Where did you find her? I could use one like that at my house too."

"It's a long story," Mihaela replied, with an enigmatic smile that offered nothing further.

"Is she Romanian too?" Mr. Wilson asked, studying Martina closely as she brought out the second course. "There's something exotic about her manner."

"Let's just say I shaped her myself," Mihaela replied, exchanging a knowing glance with Frank, who merely smiled without adding anything.

Mr. Carter followed Martina with his eyes as she bent to serve the vegetables, his gaze lingering longer than it should have on the curve of her thighs sheathed in the fishnet stockings. "Not bad legs, for a maid," he remarked, addressed more to Wilson than to anyone in particular, without much discretion.

"And that backside," Mr. Wilson added, chuckling, "looks made on purpose for that short skirt. Where exactly did you find her, Frank?"

Frank exchanged a quick glance with Mihaela, a knowing smile that neither of them let show beyond that brief instant. "A family discovery," was all he said, his tone implying far more than the words themselves actually said.

"A treasure like that ought to be jealously guarded," Mrs. Carter said, with a trace of envy in her voice, watching Martina pour wine with the same disciplined grace as always.

"Oh, we guard her well," Mihaela replied, exchanging another knowing look with Frank over their glasses, a secret they were both still enjoying keeping to themselves, waiting for the perfect moment to reveal it after dinner.

Every time someone made a request of her, Martina answered with a "yes, mistress" or "yes, master" said with the same naturalness as always, and every time the guests exchanged puzzled glances, a mix of embarrassment and growing curiosity none of them dared voice openly at the table. Mrs. Wilson, in particular, couldn't stop following her with her eyes, as if trying to solve a puzzle that eluded her.

"There's something strange about that girl," she whispered at one point to her husband, loud enough that Mihaela, seated nearby, could hear too. "I couldn't say what, but there's something."

Mihaela smiled to herself, savoring that remark like a small personal triumph, but said nothing, letting the guests' curiosity grow course by course until the moment she herself chose to resolve it.

After dinner, when everyone moved to the living room with their after-dinner drinks in hand, Mihaela decided the moment had come. "I have to confess something to you all," she said, with a smile that promised a show. "Martina isn't who you think she is." She raised her voice toward the kitchen. "Come here, dear."

Martina appeared in the living room doorway, and Mihaela, without preamble, announced: "This is Martin. My stepson."

The silence lasted only an instant, then erupted into a chorus of exclamations. "I don't believe it," said Mr. Wilson, standing up to look more closely. "That's impossible."

"The transformation is perfect," his wife added, circling around her with the same curiosity as if examining a newly discovered work of art. "Truly, my compliments, I never would have guessed."

"It's all thanks to Mihaela," Frank said, with a modest shrug, his chest nonetheless swelling with a pride he couldn't entirely hide. "I had nothing to do with it, it's all her work."

"And how devoted is she?" Mr. Carter asked, a mischievous smile spreading across his face.

"See for yourselves," Frank said, and as Martina passed by him with a tray of glasses, he discreetly stuck out a foot, tripping her. Wine splashed out of a glass, staining the carpet.

"Oh," Mihaela said, bringing a hand to her chest in mock dismay. "Now she has to be punished. We can't let that slide."

The guests exchanged excited glances, an anticipation that instantly lit up the air in the room.

"Come here," Mihaela ordered, guiding Martina toward the living room table, bending her forward with her hands resting on the wood. She lifted the hem of the skirt with a sharp gesture, showing everyone the bare bottom, the thin string of the thong barely dividing the exposed skin.

"My God," Mrs. Wilson murmured, without looking away.

Mihaela took the whip from the sideboard drawer, where she now always kept it within reach, and slid it against her palm with a small crack. "Five strikes," she announced, as if declaring the start of a show. The first blow landed sharp, and Martina clenched her teeth, feeling the eyes of six people fixed on her exposed skin.

"What a show," Mr. Carter remarked, his voice hoarse. "Some wives should take lessons from her."

"Look how she squirms," his wife added, chuckling. "It almost looks like she likes it."

The second and third strikes landed more decisively, and Martina couldn't hold back a stifled moan, which set off general laughter among the guests.

"Truly lovely, this modern upbringing," Mr. Wilson said, shaking his head with a broad smile. "Forget college."

"Look how she's clenching her fists," Mrs. Carter noted, leaning slightly forward not to miss anything. "She really plays the part well, she almost seems real."

"She is real," Mihaela said, without stopping, the fourth strike landing sharp on the already reddened skin. "I assure you she feels everything perfectly well."

"Poor thing," Mr. Carter remarked, in a tone that held nothing compassionate about it. "Or poor him, I honestly don't know what to call it anymore. Either way, my compliments on that backside. Not bad, for a man."

The last two strikes fell in rapid succession, leaving two clearly visible red stripes on her skin. Mihaela finally lowered the skirt, straightening everything with the same calm she'd started with. "There," she said, satisfied. "Now go tidy up the kitchen."

Martina walked away amid the guests' amused applause, her cheeks burning, her backside still stinging, while behind her the conversation picked back up lightly, as if nothing in particular had just happened.

Later, while washing dishes in the kitchen, she heard footsteps approaching behind her. It was Mr. Carter, his glass still in hand, his gaze sliding over her figure with an attention different from the one he'd shown at the table. He'd slipped away from the group under the excuse of going to the bathroom, and had instead drifted toward the kitchen with an unhurried step, as if he knew exactly where he wanted to end up.

"Excellent work tonight," he said, leaning against the counter beside her, his voice low so as not to be heard from the living room. "Mihaela explained everything to me, you know. Everything you do, and who for."

Martina kept washing the dishes without answering, feeling the heat of his body too close, her breath growing short from the tension.

"We'll see each other soon," he whispered, leaning toward her ear. "For ten dollars."

Before Martina could react, his hand slid beneath the hem of the skirt, a finger slipping in from behind without any warning, direct and sure. Martina arched instinctively, a stifled moan escaping her as she involuntarily clenched around that finger, unable to control her reaction.

Mr. Carter laughed softly, withdrawing his hand with the same ease he'd used it. "See you soon," he said, straightening his jacket before heading back toward the living room, leaving Martina standing at the sink, her hands still in the now-cold water, her heart pounding hard with shame and with something else she could no longer clearly distinguish.
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The Mob 

Bogdan arrived in the early afternoon with a tense face, different from his usual confident smile. He found Mihaela in the kitchen and pulled her aside, speaking low even though there was no one else in the house besides Martina.

"The people in Bucharest want their money," he said, without mincing words. "They have no patience. They need it soon."

Mihaela shook her head. "I can't give you anything. Frank manages the accounts, I don't have access to anything important. Just the grocery card."

"Then we need to speed things up," Bogdan said, his eyes moving toward Martina, standing near the stove. "Get her out on the street, right away. We can't wait any longer."

"It's too soon," Mihaela replied, but Bogdan cut her off with a sharp wave of his hand.

"Let's try it today. With fingers, first. Let's see how ready she is."

They took her to the bedroom, where Bogdan ordered Martina to get on all fours on the bed, the skirt lifted, the thong pushed aside. "Denise managed it, with two fingers," Mihaela recalled, studying the situation with a critical eye. "But she has small hands, thin fingers."

Bogdan wet two fingers calmly, then pressed them against the tight opening, the tip pushing with growing determination against the resistance of the flesh. Martina felt the muscle clench on its own, a defensive reflex she couldn't control, while he kept at it, rotating his wrist slightly to find a more favorable angle.

"Relax," Bogdan said, his voice strained with effort, his forehead beaded with sweat from concentration. "The more you clench, the more it'll hurt."

But the flesh wouldn't give, resisting stubbornly with every attempt, clenching even tighter with each new pressure, as if Martina's body categorically refused what her mind, in some hidden and shameful corner, might have wanted to grant. The pain mixed with an electric tingling that climbed up her spine, and Martina, her face pressed against the pillow, felt an arousal building inside her despite everything, a desire she didn't dare show, staying silent with clenched teeth while Bogdan's fingers continued their fruitless attempt.

"She needs to open up," Mihaela said, her voice growing harder, frustrated by the time pressing on them. "She can't be this closed off." She reached out a hand abruptly, grabbing Martina's sex in irritation, squeezing it in her fist with sudden force. It was small, fitting entirely in her hand, her fingers closing around it with almost surprising ease, and that discovery seemed to irritate her even further, as if it too were proof of her inadequacy.

"Look at this," she said, almost with contempt, moving her fist with a sharp, appraising motion, more like a clinical exam than a caress. "Small, like the rest of her."

It was that very sudden grip, after days of arousal never truly satisfied, that played a cruel trick on Martina's body. The warmth of the hand, the firm pressure, the contrast between the still-fresh pain from behind and that unexpected attention up front, were too much. A hot gush escaped her all at once, intense, uncontrollable, staining the sheets beneath her in a pale patch that spread rapidly, a wave of pleasure and shame washing over her together, leaving her trembling and breathless.

"Well, look at that," Mihaela said, with disgust mixed with a certain satisfaction. She pressed a hand to the back of Martina's neck, pushing her head down, toward the stain on the sheets. "Lick it. All of it. I don't leave messes in this house."

Martina obeyed, her tongue cleaning the fabric under Mihaela's stern gaze, while Bogdan tried once more with his fingers, with no greater success than the first time.

"It's not working," Mihaela said finally, standing up with a sigh. "I'll call Denise. She has more patience than you."

Bogdan left shortly after, his face still tense. "A few hours," he said, before heading out. "The people in Bucharest don't wait. She needs to be ready as soon as possible."

Denise arrived less than an hour later, with a bag full of lined-up boxes, metal plugs of increasing sizes, each with a colored stone set into the base. "I thought this might come in handy," she said, pulling out the smallest one, the stone shaped like a pink heart that gleamed in the lamplight.

Martina positioned herself on all fours again, her body still aching from the earlier attempts, while Denise carefully applied a coat of lubricant to the cold metal, testing its temperature against her wrist before bringing it close to the skin. The rounded tip pressed against the opening, and this time, whether because of the smooth surface or because her body was too exhausted to resist any longer, the flesh slowly began to give.

"Easy," Mihaela said, her hand resting on Martina's back to keep her still. "Breathe."

The metal slid in inch by inch, a cold invasion that suddenly turned warm as her body adjusted around it, until the widened base came to rest against the outer skin, the pink heart remaining visible, perfectly on display. Martina moaned, a sound mixing relief with a new kind of fullness she wasn't at all used to, her body trembling slightly from the sudden adjustment.

"You're in trouble if you take it out," Mihaela said, arranging the string of the thong so it cut just across the middle of the decorated base, leaving the pink stone perfectly visible between her buttocks.

Denise, satisfied with the work, picked up the whip resting on the nightstand and began striking Martina's thighs lightly, almost playfully. "You know," she said, between one strike and the next, "yesterday I caught my boyfriend in the car. Getting a blowjob from a prostitute."

"How is that possible," Mihaela said, genuinely surprised.

"I don't like that sort of thing," Denise admitted, with a shrug. "I don't feel cut out for it. Never really figured out how to do it well."

"Bring him here," Mihaela said, a smile spreading across her face. "Martina's still learning, but she's not bad."

Denise's eyes went wide. "Can I really? How much does it cost?"

"For you, it's free, dear." Mihaela gave her a knowing look. "But keep whipping her, she needs it."

Denise picked back up with renewed enthusiasm, the strikes coming one after another on Martina's already marked thighs, when the sound of the front door came from downstairs. Frank was back earlier than expected.

Mihaela and Denise exchanged a quick glance, then grabbed the leash and headed down the stairs, pulling Martina along behind them, the plug still in place beneath the skirt, lifted just enough to show its base.

"Sweetheart," Mihaela said, with a radiant smile, "look at the strange little jewel your daughter bought herself." She turned Martina slowly around, the way one shows off a new piece of clothing, then pushed her to bend forward over the arm of the couch, lifting the hem of the skirt with a theatrical gesture to show off the pink stone set between her buttocks.

Martina felt her face go up in flames, the shame of finding herself exposed like this in front of her father, the sparkling stone clearly visible under the chandelier light, the string of the thong barely dividing it in half. She kept her eyes fixed on the carpet, unable to look Frank in the face, feeling his gaze settle on her with a curiosity she couldn't decipher, whether it was disapproval or something else more uncomfortable to admit.

Frank stepped closer, watching with an uncertain expression, his brow furrowed as he leaned slightly to get a better look. "Won't that hurt her?" he asked, his voice betraying a mix of fatherly concern and genuine embarrassment at the scene.

"No," Mihaela answered, ready, her hand absently stroking Martina's bare thigh the way one would pet a docile animal. "And besides, she wanted it herself, didn't you, Martina?"

Martina, still bent over and exposed, her heart pounding hard from the humiliation of that scene under her father's gaze, nodded weakly, unable to say anything else, her voice caught behind a knot she couldn't untangle. Mihaela gave her a resounding pat on the backside. "Go to the kitchen, now."

Martina hurried away, leaving the three adults in the living room.

"Sweetheart," Mihaela continued, turning to Frank, "this is Denise. She'd like to take Martina home with her sometimes, to help her with chores. She's a friend of mine, I have no objection."

"That's fine with me too," Frank said, nodding. "But make sure she uses the whip on her, I wouldn't want her losing her good manners outside the house."

"Of course, sweetheart," Mihaela replied, exchanging an amused glance with Denise. "She needs to be kept in line with a good whipping, even when she doesn't deserve it."

The three of them burst into general laughter, while in the kitchen Martina, the plug still in place, heard every word through the half-open door, her heart pounding hard at the thought of what awaited her now, no matter which direction she looked.
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The Rough Man 

Denise's house was in far worse condition than Martina had imagined, dishes piled up in the sink, dust on the furniture, clothes scattered everywhere, a mess that seemed to have built up over weeks without anyone bothering with it. "Start with the bathroom," Denise said, handing her gloves and rags. "And hurry up."

Martina worked for hours, scrubbing yellowed tiles, washing floors that looked like they hadn't been cleaned in weeks, the limescale crusted around the faucets requiring strength and patience in equal measure. She then moved on to the kitchen, where the dishes piled in the sink had left stains hard to remove, and finally to the bedroom, where she gathered clothes scattered everywhere, folding them carefully while Denise followed her from room to room with the whip always ready, a strike for every neglected corner, every movement too slow.

"Faster," she said, striking her on the thigh while she was bent over the kitchen floor. "I don't have all day."

Martina stifled a moan, continuing to scrub, feeling her skin burn under the repeated strikes, sweat running down her back despite the cold tiles beneath her knees.

"You know why I treat you like this?" Denise asked, at one point, stopping with the whip resting against her hip. "My boyfriend treats me badly. Brutal, no respect, like I don't matter at all. And I can't talk back to him, I don't want to lose him." She paused, her eyes settling on Martina with a mix of anger and determination. "But you're male, or at least you still have those parts down there, even though you look like a woman through and through by now. So I take it out on you. You're going to suffer what he makes me suffer."

Martina didn't answer, continuing to clean, her hands trembling slightly, while Denise went back to hitting her with renewed vigor, as if those words had ignited something even more decisive inside her.

Every so often, Denise would stop, make her lie down on the couch and calmly slide out the plug, replacing it with two fingers that moved slowly, exploratively. "The third one still won't go in," she commented, frustrated, withdrawing her fingers after several attempts. "But I'll fist you, sooner or later. Count on it."

The afternoon went on like this, between forced cleaning, whippings, and those moments of interrupted exploration, until the sound of the front door opening was heard.

Denise's boyfriend walked in without warning, a big man, square-jawed, still in his work clothes, the sharp smell of sweat and cigarettes preceding him by a couple of steps. His eyes fixed on Martina with a predatory look the moment he understood the situation, a gaze that appraised her from head to toe without the slightest courtesy.

"Who's this?" he asked, without much preamble, dropping his work bag beside the door.

"A gift," Denise replied, with a smile. "Enjoy."

He didn't waste any time. He unfastened his pants with quick movements, then grabbed Martina's head with both hands, without any gentleness, pushing her against his hips with a brutality that knocked the breath out of her. He gave her no room to adjust, moving with a violent rhythm from the very first instant, his hips slamming against her face with every thrust, as if he were using her mouth with no regard whatsoever for what she could endure, his hands gripping her head with a force that left red marks behind her ears.

Martina struggled to breathe between one thrust and the next, her eyes filling with tears from the strain, while his taste invaded her mouth without respite, thick and bitter from the very first moments. The rhythm grew even more violent, his hips pushing all the way in without pauses, forcing her into continuous gasping, her throat clenching with every deeper thrust.

When he came, there was no warning, no moan to prepare her for it: she simply felt him go rigid all at once, his hands gripping her head even harder, and a thick, abundant gush exploded at the back of her throat with no escape, forcing her to swallow quickly so as not to choke, the strong, bitter taste staying imprinted on her palate well beyond the moment he pulled back, satisfied, without even looking at her face.

Denise watched from the couch, laughing softly, evidently pleased with the show. "What did I tell you? He doesn't ask, he takes."

When he finally pulled back, panting, Denise stood up, approaching with an idea clearly written on her face. "Want to try taking her from behind?"

He looked at her with open disgust. "No. I don't have sex with fags." He turned away, heading toward the living room, and dropped onto the couch, turning on the television as if nothing had happened.

Denise shrugged, turning back to Martina with a determined expression. "Then I'll try again myself." She made her lie back down on the couch, legs open and raised, and this time, with patience and plenty of lubricant she carefully spread on her fingers, she started with two, moving them in a circle to gradually widen the resistance she met. Martina moaned, her body still sensitive after the scene she'd just been through, while Denise continued unhurried, watching every reaction with the attention of someone conducting a small personal experiment.

"Let's see if it goes better now," she murmured, pushing a third finger in firmly alongside the other two. The flesh gave way this time, slowly, inch by inch, until all three fingers were inside, an invasion that tore a stifled cry from Martina into the cushion, a mix of sharp pain and something she could no longer clearly distinguish.

"There," Denise said, pleased with the progress, moving her fingers a bit longer before withdrawing them with the same slowness she'd used to insert them, but her satisfaction did nothing to slow the frequency of the whip strikes she kept giving her, on her thighs, on her buttocks, until the skin turned a deep purple, marked all over.

She put the plug carefully back in place, then looked at Martina's legs, the bruises now too obvious to ignore. "I don't have the nerve to walk you in myself," she said, almost embarrassed. "With your legs like that, you'd better go to the door on your own."

The car ride was silent, Martina holding herself rigid in the seat to avoid putting weight on the most tender spots, her eyes fixed out the window as the familiar streets slid by slowly. When Denise dropped her off in front of the house, Martina dragged herself toward the entrance with an unsteady gait, the pain making every movement difficult, her legs burning with every step up the front walk.

It was Frank who opened the door for her, and he burst out laughing the moment he saw her, his eyes traveling down her marked legs, the purple bruises clearly visible beneath the hem of the skirt. "She really got you mad," he said, between one laugh and the next. "How many did she give you!"

Martina walked in with her head down, unable to answer, the weight of the day pressing on her more than the bruises themselves, and without a word handed Frank the whip Denise had entrusted to her before leaving, as if it were part of an already-established ritual, an object that now passed from hand to hand without anyone finding it strange anymore.

Frank took it, almost playfully, weighing it in his hand with curiosity the way one would weigh a souvenir brought home from a trip, and gave her a sharp strike on an already-marked thigh, maybe just to try the sensation, maybe just to continue a habit that by now seemed entirely normal to him.

Martina jumped in surprise, an involuntary moan escaping her, but Frank didn't even seem to notice, already distracted by something else, setting the whip down carelessly on the entryway cabinet next to the keys.

"There's a certain Bogdan in there for you," he said, nodding toward the living room. "Says he needs to take you somewhere. Something about a street you need to visit." He paused for a moment, his expression turning more serious. "I don't mean to pry into your business, but that guy really looks like a criminal to me."

Martina felt her heart stop for an instant, the weight of those words layering onto the pain already present in every fiber of her body, while through the living room door she caught a glimpse of Bogdan's shape, standing, waiting for her with an expression that promised nothing good.
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The Anesthetic 

Mihaela objected from the very first moment. "Not yet," she told Bogdan, her voice tense. "She needs more time."

"I don't have more time," he replied, his eyes hard. "And if you keep getting in my way, I'll tell Frank everything. That I'm your real husband, that we've been seeing each other behind his back for months. See if you'd prefer that."

Mihaela clenched her teeth, but couldn't find enough arguments to stop him. Bogdan took Martina by the arm and led her outside, toward the car, without giving her time to protest.

During the drive, his tone changed completely. "I'm desperate, Martina," he said, his voice trembling slightly, an honesty she'd never heard from him before. "You have to help me. I'm doing this to save myself. If you help me, once I've paid off the debts I'll let you go wherever you want, if that's what you want. I'm asking you from the heart."

Martina, struck by that sudden vulnerability, felt something inside her give way. "Okay," she whispered. "I'll help you."

The apartment was a studio in an outlying part of town, the walls peeling, a bed in the center of the single room. Two men were already waiting there, sitting on rickety chairs, who stood up with curious smiles the moment they walked in.

"They're going to help us," Bogdan said, pulling a tube of cream out of a bag. "Dental anesthetic. Makes everything easier."

He made Martina bend over the bed, lifted her skirt, pulled out the plug and the thong with quick movements, then began spreading the cream with generous fingers, massaging deeply. After a few minutes, Martina felt a numbness spreading, her body relaxing against her will, every muscle tension dissolving into a strange, unnatural torpor.

"Look at this, boys," Bogdan said, examining the result with professional satisfaction. "The muscle's relaxed, the hole's half open. It's time."

He undressed and lay down on the bed, on his back, already ready. The two accomplices lifted Martina, one on each side, each with one hand under an armpit and the other under a knee, spreading her legs and cheeks wide, and carried her over him.

"On my count of three, let go all at once," Bogdan said, positioning her carefully above himself. "One, two, three."

They let her drop. The weight of her own body made her slide all the way down in a single motion, completely, with no apparent resistance thanks to the anesthetic. On the outside, Martina felt almost nothing, but deeper inside, she felt a strange pressure, pleasant, concentrated in the area of her bladder, a new sensation that left her breathless, a warm fullness that filled her entirely and that her body, despite everything, seemed to welcome with surprising ease.

"Look at that," said one of the two accomplices, impressed. "She went all the way down in one go, didn't even stop."

"The cream works better than I thought," Bogdan remarked, his voice already strained from the effort of holding back. "Stay still a second, let me feel it."

Martina braced herself on her knees, and slowly began to move, up and down, searching for an uncertain rhythm.

"Born whore," one of the two men remarked, chuckling, stepping closer to touch her hip with a heavy hand.

"Rides like the ones in the movies," the other added, moving in for a better look, his eyes lit with a cruel amusement. "Look how well she moves, for a man."

"Better than some women I've paid for," the first one laughed, giving her a resounding smack on a buttock. "Keep it up, good girl."

Bogdan started getting into it, gripping her hips with both hands, lifting her and letting her drop with decisive upward thrusts, a rhythm growing more and more insistent, his moans mixing with Martina's stifled ones. "Yes, like that," he panted, his voice hoarse. "Take it all, like you know how to better than anyone."

The two accomplices didn't stay watching for long. One undressed and positioned himself in front of Martina's mouth, and she latched on to suck him without needing to be told, an automatic reflex by now. "What natural talent," he said, a hand gripping her real hair beneath the disheveled wig. "I knew you were made for this, from the first look."

The other took her hand, guiding it onto himself, while she kept moving on top of Bogdan at the rhythm he himself imposed from below.

Bogdan came first, a satisfied cry escaping his throat as he stiffened all at once, but he didn't pull out right away, staying inside her for a few more minutes while he caught his breath, savoring the lingering warmth. "Let's change position," he said finally, pulling her down to her side and making her lie on her hip, one leg raised, while he took her from behind again with renewed vigor.

Then it was the other two's turn, taking turns with her on the bed in various positions, one bringing her face down to the edge of the mattress and penetrating her from behind with firm thrusts, commenting out loud on how "tight even after everything she'd already taken," the other making her kneel at the edge of the bed to guide her mouth with both hands, repeating with every thrust how she was "a rare find, real talent going to waste," while Bogdan, having recovered, came back for a second round, taking her from above while she was still occupied with the other in front.

The man taking her from behind didn't take long to reach his climax, his movements growing more irregular, more urgent, until he went rigid with a stifled cry, warmth pouring into her in a dense wave as his fingers gripped hard onto her hips. He stayed motionless for another moment, then withdrew with a satisfied sigh, making room for the other, who had meanwhile taken his place behind her, picking up where the first had left off, the rhythm turning frantic almost immediately, as if he couldn't hold back any longer.

"Look how she's still clenching, even after all that," this last one said, panting, his voice breaking with every thrust. "I've never felt anything like it."

He came a few minutes later, a long, satisfied groan, his body emptying into her with the same intensity as the first, while Bogdan, above, picked up his own pace in turn, determined not to be outdone by the other two.

The voices overlapped for hours, the three men trading positions, crude remarks, dismissive judgments delivered with the same casualness one would use to comment on a soccer match, while Martina, her mind fogged over by everything happening to her body, let herself be moved, turned, used, no longer able to offer any real resistance, pleasure and humiliation now fused into a single, indistinguishable sensation.

When they finally emptied themselves one last time, one inside her, the other on her face, leaving warm traces that ran down her chin and neck, Martina collapsed onto the mattress, exhausted, her body no longer responding to any conscious command.

When it all ended, Martina was in a pitiful state, her body marked, her makeup melted on her face, traces of the three men still visible on her skin in various places, her real hair disheveled beneath the wig, now askew. She dressed with slow, unsteady movements, every part of her body protesting with every motion, while the three men exchanged satisfied comments behind her, the way one would comment on a successful evening among friends.

They drove her home in silence, the car ride feeling endless, Martina curled up against the window, her eyes closed, her body slowly beginning to register everything it had endured. Before letting her out of the car, Bogdan leaned toward her, his tone returning to the hard, practical one from before, every trace of the desperation he'd shown earlier now gone.

"Tomorrow night you start on the street," he said, without mincing words.

Martina nodded, unable to find any other words, while the effect of the cream slowly began to fade, letting a dull, deep burning surface that made it hard even to sit.

It was Mihaela who opened the door for her, and she hurried her inside, keeping her out of Frank's sight, guiding her straight to the bathroom for a shower. The hot water ran over Martina's body, washing away the smeared makeup, the sweat, the traces left by three different men, while Mihaela stayed beside her, soaping her back with movements that carried something almost maternal, an attentiveness Martina hadn't expected after everything that had just happened.

While helping her undress completely, she touched her backside gently, still open, sensitive to the slightest contact.

"Now she's really broken in," she said, in a tone that mixed satisfaction with an unexpected trace of tenderness. "Bogdan's brutal, but he's not a bad man. You have to understand that. They've got his back against the wall."

"I know," Martina whispered, her voice reduced to a thread. "I want to help him. But it's starting to hurt now, really hurt."

Mihaela stroked her cheek, almost maternal for an instant, before her gaze returned to its usual cold, calculating self. "And just wait until tonight," was all she said, leaving the sentence hanging in the air like both a threat and a promise.
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Dad's Friends 

Martina woke up with every muscle aching, her body protesting at the slightest movement as she dragged herself off the rug at the foot of the bed. Frank, at breakfast, announced enthusiastically that he'd be spending the day at the golf club with some friends. "Back for dinner," he said, kissing Mihaela on the cheek before heading out.

Less than two hours had passed when the doorbell rang. Mihaela went to answer and found Wilson and Carter standing there, both wearing a studiously casual expression, their jackets still damp from a light rain.

"We wanted to say hi to Martina," Carter said, hands in his pockets, his gaze sliding past Mihaela's shoulder toward the inside of the house. "Is she around?"

"Of course she's around," Mihaela replied, not moving from the doorway, her eyes sizing up both of them with a suspicion she made no attempt to hide. "But what exactly do you want from her?"

"Just to say hello," Wilson said, with a shrug too calculated to seem innocent. "We were in the neighborhood."

"Say hello," Mihaela repeated, her tone betraying how amusing she found the pretense. "In this neighborhood, by chance."

"Exactly," Carter confirmed, unfazed. "Pure coincidence."

Mihaela left them on the doorstep a moment longer, savoring their growing discomfort, before stepping aside to let them in. "Fine," she said, closing the door behind them. "But if it's just a hello, you can leave in two minutes. Otherwise, let's talk numbers."

The two of them exchanged a glance, and it was Wilson who caved first. "How much?" he asked, pulling out his wallet without pretending otherwise any longer.

Mihaela named a figure well above the ten dollars promised the night of the dinner party, and neither of them batted an eye, both visibly more excited by the negotiation itself than by the sum requested.

They called Martina into the living room, and Mihaela, satisfied with the deal, sat down in an armchair with her phone in hand, ready to supervise.

"If Frank knew we were plowing his son," Wilson said, chuckling as he unbuckled his belt, "forget golf."

"We'll have to come by here more often," Carter replied, pushing Martina to her knees with a hand on her shoulder. "The price is worth every cent."

They began without much preamble, taking turns with an ease that betrayed how much they'd already thought about this moment in the days before. Wilson first, his hand guiding her head at a quick rhythm, pushing deeper with every thrust, while Carter waited his turn, commenting loudly, offering technical suggestions like a coach pleased with his team.

"There, like that," Wilson said, his voice growing more strained as he approached his climax, his fingers gripping Martina's real hair with growing force. His breathing turned ragged, his hips thrusting with an increasingly uncontrolled rhythm, until he came without warning, a thick gush filling her mouth while he held her still by the hair, forcing her to stay there until the very last moment, the intense, salty taste spreading everywhere before she could swallow it all.

Carter took his place almost immediately, but this time made her lie down on the couch, taking her from behind with decisive movements, his hand pressing her back into the cushions. Martina, still sore from the night before, stifled a moan that had more to do with pain than anything else, her still-sensitive skin protesting with every thrust, her body trembling slightly under the repeated pressure.

"Relax," Carter said, without slowing his rhythm. "The more you clench, the worse it is for you."

From her seat, Mihaela watched everything with a critical eye, her phone capturing the scene from a calculated angle. "Martina," she said at one point, her voice cutting through the men's moans, "you seem distracted. Put more effort into it, you're not doing anyone any favors with that absent face."

Martina forced herself to respond, moving with more conviction against Carter, arching her back to meet his thrusts, a movement he appreciated with a satisfied grunt, picking up the pace until it turned almost brutal. He came shortly after, inside her, a warmth spreading deep as he stayed motionless for a moment, his breath heavy against her back, before slowly pulling out.

But it didn't end there. Wilson, having recovered, wanted another turn, this time taking her from behind while Carter guided her mouth again, the two men trading crude remarks over her head as if she were nothing but a shared tool between friends, something to try in turns with no hurry to finish. Wilson came a second time, more slowly than the first, the rhythm turning almost contemplative, while Carter unloaded into her mouth once more, the taste accumulating along with the previous one into a blend now hard to distinguish, thick and lingering on her palate.

"Much better than golf," Wilson said, panting, sinking onto the couch beside her.

"We should tell Frank," Carter laughed, straightening his clothes calmly. "Maybe he'll quit playing and come straight here instead."

Mihaela laughed from her corner, never once stopping filming the scene with her phone. "I don't think so," she said, in a tone that closed the subject.

When they finally left, leaving more cash on the entryway table, Martina stayed sitting on the couch, exhausted, her body adding the fresh aches of that morning to the pain from the night before, while Mihaela counted the money with obvious satisfaction, indifferent to the state she'd left her in.

The afternoon passed in a tense half-sleep, and when Frank came home from golf, in an excellent mood after a winning round, Martina forced herself up to prepare dinner, every step a small torment she tried her best to hide.

But Frank noticed anyway. "Why are you walking like that?" he asked, watching her move between the kitchen and the table with a wide, almost swaying gait, her legs spread further apart than usual with every step. "You look like a duck."

"My leg hurts, Dad," Martina tried to explain, but Frank shook his head, unconvinced, his eyes following her with growing disapproval.

"It's not elegant, walking like that," he said, getting up from his chair to grab the whip from the entryway cabinet, an automatic gesture by now, as routine as pouring a glass of water. "If guests come over, what kind of impression do you think you'll give? Walk better."

He gave her a sharp strike on one thigh, then another, while Martina clenched her teeth, the pain adding to what was already there, making every sensation sharper, a burning that climbed all the way up to the area already worn out from that morning. "Now walk back and forth," Frank ordered, almost amused by his own game, leaning back against his chair to enjoy the show. "I want to see an improvement."

Martina obeyed, forcing herself into a more even gait despite the burning, the muscles in her legs protesting with every attempt to correct her walk, while Frank nodded approvingly, oblivious or deliberately blind to the real cause of that pain.

"Better," he remarked finally, going back to his plate. "Much better."

After dinner, once the dishes were cleared and Frank had already settled in front of the television, the doorbell rang once more. It was Bogdan, punctual as a sentence being carried out.

"It's time," was all he said, without even coming inside.

Martina felt her stomach tighten, the thought of the street no longer a distant threat but a reality just a few steps from the door, while Mihaela silently handed her the coat, the way one would hand a weapon to someone about to go into battle.
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On the Sidewalk 

Bogdan had her get dressed in the car, before she got out: a leather miniskirt that left her thighs bare almost up to her hips, and a top that left her stomach bare, the blonde wig carefully styled for the occasion. "Ten dollars," he said, fixing her hair one last time. "Ask for just that, to start. We'll see later, once you have more experience."

The area where he left her was squalid, cracked sidewalks, neon signs flickering intermittently, the smell of fried food mixed with exhaust fumes drifting from a place not far off. Bogdan drove off, parking in a dark corner where he could watch without being seen.

Martina stood still near a streetlamp, her arms wrapped tight around her body despite the warmth of the evening, feeling every glance that slowed to study her as cars passed by slowly along the street. The heels of her shoes sank slightly into the cracked asphalt, and every minute that passed without anyone stopping felt like an eternity, charged with a waiting she didn't know whether to hope would end soon or never.

The first client stopped after barely ten minutes, a middle-aged man at the wheel of a beat-up compact car, the window halfway down. "How much?" he asked, leaning out.

"Ten dollars," Martina answered, her voice trembling slightly.

He nodded, waving her in. He drove her into a side alley, turned off the engine, and without much preamble made clear what he wanted. Martina bent over him in the cramped car, the smell of cigarettes and worn seats filling her nostrils as she worked quickly, aware that every extra minute meant greater risk. He came fast, a stifled groan, the sharp taste filling her mouth for an instant before she swallowed without thinking, an automatic gesture by now. He handed her the money with the same haste he'd used to unfasten his pants, pushing her out of the car before she could even catch her breath.

The second client arrived on foot, younger, as nervous as she was. He led her behind a dumpster, in a corner barely sheltered by the streetlamp's light, and wanted her from behind, the skirt hiked up quickly, his hands gripping her hips with a clumsiness that betrayed inexperience. He finished quickly, almost apologetic, and walked away with his head down, leaving her alone against the cold wall, the money left hastily on the dumpster beside her as if touching her again were too much.

Almost half an hour passed before the third one, an older man with alcohol on his breath, who wanted her on her knees right there on the sidewalk, barely sheltered by the shadow of a closed doorway. He was quick and rough, his hands pressing her head with excessive force, and when he finished he said nothing, simply dropping the coins on the ground before staggering away.

Martina gathered the scattered coins, feeling the cold of the asphalt against her bare knees, and went back to her spot near the streetlamp, trying to compose herself before anyone else arrived. The lights of the neon signs reflected in puddles left by a recent rain, casting colored halos that clashed with the desolation all around. A group of young men passed by at a distance, laughing loudly, not sparing her a glance, too absorbed in their own chatter to notice the solitary figure beside the streetlamp.

The time between one client and the next stretched and shrank with no clear pattern, minutes that felt like hours when no one stopped, and lightning-fast moments when the cars came one after another as if they'd tipped each other off. Martina quickly learned to tell the glances that slowed out of curiosity from the ones that slowed out of real interest, the way certain windows came down hesitantly while others rolled down already decided.

The evening went on like this, one client after another, each one different, each one using her for a few minutes before disappearing back into the dark of the street. One man wanted her mouth inside a parked van, the side door open just enough to hide them from passing eyes, while another took her standing against the wall of an alley, her hands pressed against the rough bricks as he moved quickly behind her, indifferent to anything but his own pleasure. Yet another wanted her lying down in the backseat of a pickup truck, the roof so low it forced her to bend her neck into an uncomfortable position for the whole encounter.

A man with a hoarse voice stopped her a little later, his eyes bloodshot, and took her behind an industrial container at the edge of an empty parking lot. He didn't say a word the whole time, simply guiding her with rough gestures, his hand pressing the back of her neck until he finished, then leaving her breathless against the cold metal of the container, the money tossed almost carelessly at her feet before he walked off without turning back.

Each time, ten dollars changed hands, and each time Bogdan, from a distance, nodded slightly, as if counting not just the money but also the endurance of the body he had put up for sale.

Toward midnight, Martina's legs trembled with exhaustion, her skin marked by different hands, her makeup melted away by sweat and accumulated saliva, her feet aching inside the tight shoes she wasn't used to standing in for so long. One last client stopped, older than the previous ones, his tired eyes studying her for a long moment before speaking, without the predatory haste of the others.

"How old are you?" he asked, in a tone that had something almost fatherly to it, one arm resting against the rolled-down window of his old sedan.

"Twenty-one," Martina answered, surprised by the question, unused to being asked rather than simply used.

The man shook his head, a shadow of sadness crossing his face, his eyes settling on her with something that almost resembled compassion. "You should be somewhere else tonight. Studying, having fun with people your own age. Not here." He waved her in anyway, and once she was seated beside him he asked for something different from all the others: he just wanted a hand job.

It turned out harder than expected. He couldn't quite stay fully hard, and Martina had to keep at it for a long while, changing her grip, her rhythm, trying every way she could to get him where he needed to be, while time stretched out in the silent car.

At one point, the old man reached a hand toward her, asking her to return the favor. His calloused fingers settled on her limp sex, damp with clear threads that had gathered over the course of the evening, and for a few moments nothing happened. Then, suddenly, Martina felt herself harden under that unexpected touch, and the old man, encouraged, picked up the pace of his caresses.

She couldn't hold back. A gush escaped her all at once, staining the car's dashboard with a dark mark under the light of the streetlamp.

"I'm sorry," she said immediately, her voice full of shame. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to."

But at the sight of that fluid the old man grew excited himself, his breath growing short, and he came almost immediately in Martina's hands, still half-soft, a small spasm shaking his shoulders. He pulled some tissues from the glove compartment and handed them to her in silence.

Martina cleaned everything carefully, the dashboard, her hands, herself, with the same diligence she would have used at home, in Mihaela's service, a reflex that came naturally to her even in such a different situation.

The old man thanked her, then handed her twenty dollars, double what they'd agreed. "Your first tip," he said, with a half smile.

He told her, without her asking anything, that he'd been alone since his wife ran off with a friend of his, many years ago, and that every now and then he came here to let off some steam, more for the company than anything else. Martina felt almost moved, and before getting out she gave him a light kiss on the cheek.

She'd imagined her first night on the street differently, more engaging perhaps, or at least easier to bear. She still felt the burning from behind, strange fluids running down her thighs, and in her mouth that unmistakable taste of male pleasure she knew far too well by now. But aside from the money, which wasn't even hers, she felt empty, strangely nostalgic for Denise's almost affectionate whippings and her never-kept promise: "I'll fist you sooner or later." Better sooner than later, she thought, walking back toward the dark corner where Bogdan was waiting for her.

Back at the car, Bogdan counted the money collected with a satisfied expression, flipping through the small bills and coins with the care of an accountant, arranging them into neat little stacks on the dashboard before slipping them into an envelope. "Good start," he said, starting the engine. "We continue tomorrow, maybe raise the price a bit, now that we know it works."

"How much did we make?" Martina asked, her voice hoarse after hours of forced silence between one client and the next.

"Enough, for a first day," Bogdan answered, without adding anything else, his eyes fixed on the road as the car pulled away from the area, the neon signs shrinking in the rearview mirror until they disappeared entirely.

Martina sank back against the seat, her body finally able to stop holding itself up, her legs still trembling from the effort of standing for hours, her feet throbbing painfully inside the tight shoes. The city lights slid past outside the window, indifferent as every man who had used her that night and then forgotten her within minutes. She closed her eyes, trying not to think about how many more nights like this one awaited her, now that the threshold had been crossed and there was no way back.
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Let's Get Her Pregnant 

Frank had left for work that morning, and Bogdan stopped by the house in the early afternoon to pick up Martina, finding Mihaela waiting for him in the living room too.

"How's it going with the mob?" she asked, her voice tense. "Can you pay them?"

"I gave a down payment," Bogdan answered, his eyes avoiding hers. "But I'm afraid they'll find me anyway."

"What would happen to you, if they find you?"

"The worst," he said, his voice fading. "The worst."

The doorbell rang right at that moment, a sharp sound that made them both stiffen.

"Martina, you get it," Mihaela said, without thinking twice. "It's probably your father's usual friends coming to look for you while he's out."

Martina straightened herself in front of the entryway mirror, quickly fixing the wig and makeup, then opened the door expecting to find Wilson or Carter. Instead she found four men she'd never seen before, covered in tattoos, metal piercings, scars that told stories she preferred not to imagine.

They shoved her aside without much courtesy and walked into the house with the confidence of people who knew exactly what they were looking for.

"We found you, Bogdan," said the one who seemed to be the leader, a massive man with a scar cutting across one eyebrow.

"No, please," Bogdan said, backing away. "I'll find the money. My wife Mihaela married a rich American, she'll help me, I just need time."

"Tie him up," the leader said, and two of the men grabbed him, pushing him into a chair and binding his wrists behind the backrest with a rope pulled from a bag.

The leader stepped toward Mihaela, studying her with an expert eye. "You're Bogdan's wife. I recognize you from the photos." His tone was almost cordial. "Will you really help him?"

"Yes, please," Mihaela said, her voice trembling slightly. "Don't hurt him."

"But how can we be sure you'll cooperate?" He stroked her ear with the blade of a knife, a slow gesture, almost tender in its menace.

Mihaela, who knew the rules of that world all too well, understood immediately what was expected of her. She reached out a hand, stroking his groin over his pants, and whispered in his ear: "How would you like me to prove it?"

She knelt without waiting for an answer, unfastening his pants with hands that trembled slightly, the mechanical gesture of someone carrying out a task rather than desiring it. Martina, standing near the door, watched the scene without anyone paying her the slightest attention, invisible in the middle of that sudden chaos.

The other three stepped closer, forming a circle around Mihaela, while Bogdan, tied to the chair, watched helplessly, his face pale. He still found the courage to speak. "Please, not this. We're trying to have a child."

"Did you hear that, boys?" the leader said, laughing. "They want a child, and we can help with that, can't we?"

The others burst into general laughter, while the leader freed himself entirely of his pants, guiding Mihaela with a hand on the back of her neck. She took him in her mouth with a gesture still stiff, controlled, her eyes half-closed as if trying to mentally distance herself from what her body was being forced to do.

One of the four lifted her skirt from behind, tearing off her underwear impatiently, and penetrated her without much preamble, a sharp thrust that tore a stifled moan from her mouth, still occupied. For the first few minutes Mihaela stayed almost passive, her body following the imposed rhythm without resisting but without offering anything more either, an effort of survival more than participation, her eyes fixed on some indefinite point on the ceiling as if trying to distance herself from what was happening to her body.

But something began to change as the minutes passed. The smell in the room grew dense, sweat, skin, something more animal spreading with every movement, a collective heat rising from the four bodies pressed around her. Mihaela, whether from the sheer intensity of the situation or from something awakening inside her against her own will, began moving with more participation, her hips starting to push against the thrusts instead of simply enduring them, a change that didn't go unnoticed by anyone present.

"Tight, for a married woman," the man behind her remarked, picking up the pace, and this time Mihaela answered with a moan that no longer had anything forced about it.

The leader came first, a thick gush filling her mouth, followed almost immediately by the man behind her, who emptied himself inside with a satisfied cry, staying a moment longer before pulling out. But instead of stopping, Mihaela turned toward the leader, now completely absorbed, and began working him with her mouth again, determined to bring him back to strength.

"I'm not finished with you yet," she said, her voice hoarse, her eyes gleaming with a brand-new urgency. "I want all of you, inside, again."

But it didn't end there. The third one lifted her bodily, carrying her onto the living room table, legs spread, and took her facing him this time, eyes locked as he moved with a heavy rhythm. "We really want to give you a child," he panted, "a real one, not the weak one Bogdan gives you."

The fourth, meanwhile, positioned himself behind her, and for a few minutes Mihaela found herself doubly occupied, front and back, a total invasion tearing ever sharper moans from her, her body trembling under the strain of taking both at once. Her hands gripped the edge of the table, her knuckles white from the grip, while the two men found a shared, alternating rhythm that pushed her closer and closer to a limit that seemed to have no end.

"Look how she's clenching," one of them said, breathless. "She really wants that child."

"Yes," Mihaela panted, her voice coming out broken, almost unrecognizable. "Yes, I want to feel all of you inside."

They both came almost together, a double hot gush filling her from both sides, while she cried out a pleasure she seemed to have forgotten she could feel, her eyes rolled back, her hands clenched in fists on the edge of the table, her body shaken by tremors that showed no sign of stopping even after both had pulled out.

The fourth man, who had been waiting, wanted her one last time, tipping her onto the rug and taking her calmly, almost with devotion, as if savoring what the others had left behind. He came for a long while, filling her further, murmuring low how she was "perfect for carrying a real child," words that mixed with her moans in a crescendo that seemed never to end.

But even after that, Mihaela didn't seem satisfied. She crawled toward the two who had gone soft after the first round, taking one in her mouth and the other in her hand, working both with renewed energy until she felt them harden again beneath her attentions. "More," she said, almost pleading, pulling one on top of her again. "Don't stop yet."

The four of them, surprised by her sudden hunger, exchanged amused glances before obliging her, starting again with her in different positions, one going back inside while another positioned himself over her face, a whirlwind that dragged on for another solid hour, bodies trading places without pause while Mihaela seemed never to want enough.

When it all finally ended, much later than anyone would have predicted, the four men got dressed calmly, exchanging satisfied comments the way one would comment on a successful dinner party. The leader bent down over Bogdan, still tied up, his eyes gleaming with cruel amusement.

"You have a week for the rest of the money," he said, cutting the ropes with the same knife he'd used to threaten Mihaela. "And thank her. She just bought you more time."

They left unhurried, leaving the door open behind them. Mihaela stayed lying on the rug for a long moment, her body marked with fluid running down her thighs, while Martina, still motionless near the entrance, couldn't find the courage to say anything, shaken by what she had just witnessed without being able to do anything about it.
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Frank's Son 

Several weeks passed. The routine had settled into a strange balance, made up of evenings on the street with Bogdan and ordinary days at home, Martina's body learning more and more each day to endure, to anticipate, almost to master what had once terrified her. Then, without warning, the payments stopped. Bogdan stopped answering the phone, stopped showing up to any appointment, simply vanished from their lives as if he'd never existed. Mihaela tried calling him for days, the phone ringing endlessly, until even that number turned out to be disconnected.

She didn't talk about it openly, not with Martina and certainly not with Frank, but the silence with which she received the news said more than any tears could have. She no longer went out on the streets, that part of Martina's life closing just as it had begun, suddenly, without explanation, leaving behind only scars and a void neither of them ever truly managed to fill.

A few weeks later, Mihaela took a test in the bathroom, locked behind a closed door, and came out with a smile Martina hadn't seen on her in a long time. "I'm pregnant," she announced to Frank that very evening, her eyes shining with a joy that seemed entirely sincere.

Frank lifted her off the floor, spinning her around the kitchen like a boy. "Finally," he said, repeating it several times, unable to believe his own luck. That night, as every night for weeks, Mihaela shut herself in the bathroom before joining him in bed, inserting the diaphragm hidden beneath the sink with movements that were automatic by now. The child she carried wasn't his, and she knew it with the same cold certainty with which she knew everything else in that house, but there was no reason Frank should ever find out.

"We have to celebrate," he said, still over the moon. "Let's invite the Wilsons and the Carters."

The dinner was arranged for the following Saturday, and Martina spent the afternoon getting everything ready with an almost obsessive care, aware of how much that evening meant to Frank. Lately, in fact, she had become so efficient at her duties that no one had whipped her in days, an absence that she herself, to her great surprise, had begun to feel as a kind of loss, a gap in the routine that had made itself irreplaceable.

The guests arrived right on time, toasts to the pregnancy already forming on their lips, and dinner went on amid stories, predictions about the baby's sex, suggested names that Frank welcomed with laughter, happier than he'd ever been. Mrs. Wilson pushed for a traditional name, Mrs. Carter suggested something more original, and Frank listened to both with equal enthusiasm, unable to choose, too swept up in joy to worry about the details.

"It'll be a boy," Wilson said, pouring himself more wine. "I can feel it."

"Or a beautiful girl," his wife corrected him. "With Mihaela's eyes."

Mihaela smiled at every guess, absently stroking her still-flat belly, the secret kept safe behind an expression that struck everyone as simply maternal.

It was right during the second course that Martina, carrying the clean silverware, dropped a piece on the floor with a metallic clink. "Sorry," she said, bending down to pick it up, but the incident didn't go unnoticed.

"Oops," Mrs. Wilson said, with a mischievous smile. "Someone needs a correction."

Mihaela laughed, getting up to grab the whip from the entryway cabinet, but before she could use it herself, Carter reached out a hand. "Let me do it," he said, with an enthusiasm that drew general laughter.

He gave her a sharp strike, and a few minutes later, almost as if she'd planned the whole thing, another piece of silverware slipped from Martina's hands, this time a spoon that clattered loudly on the floor.

"Again?" Wilson said, standing up in turn, the whip passing from hand to hand amid ever-more-cheerful laughter. "She's really distracted tonight."

The game went on throughout dinner, one small incident after another, each followed by a fresh strike, the guests competing for the privilege, until Martina's legs were marked a deep purple, covered in overlapping welts. No one ever suspected that those incidents were anything but accidental, that Martina herself, in some hidden corner of her mind, was seeking them out with the same hunger she had once used to avoid them.

"To the baby's health," Mrs. Carter said, raising her glass, "and to this family's steady hand."

Between one course and the next, under the excuse of checking on the wine or helping clear the table, Wilson and Carter took turns slipping into the kitchen, each for a few minutes stolen from the conversation, helping themselves to her with the same casualness they'd use to pour another glass. No one in the dining room noticed their brief absences, too caught up in toasts and laughter, while Martina, bent over the sink or against the counter, remained available to whoever had a free moment, the rhythm of the evening perfectly weaving together the celebration in the dining room and the exploitation in the room next door.

When the guests finally left, late, after the last toast and the last round of congratulations, Frank sank onto the couch, exhausted but glowing. "That was a perfect evening," he said, pulling Mihaela close for a kiss. "Everything's perfect now."

Mihaela smiled, resting a hand on her still-flat belly, the secret of that child kept safe behind her calm eyes. She went upstairs with Frank toward the bedroom, leaving behind the sound of running water coming from the kitchen, where Martina washed the last dishes alone, her legs burning, her body marked in every spot from an evening none of the others would ever truly understand.

Once she finished tidying up, Martina turned off the lights one by one, checking that everything was in its place as she did every night, a ritual she performed without thinking about it anymore, her hands moving on their own between the light switches and door handles. She paused for a moment in front of the entryway mirror, the same mirror in which she had seen herself dressed like this for the first time, months before, unrecognizable to herself. The figure looking back at her now no longer seemed as foreign as it had then, a thought that troubled her more than she would have liked to admit, before switching off the last light and slowly climbing the stairs toward the rug at the foot of Mihaela's bed, her place, by now, in that house.

The house, that night, held three different truths under the same roof: Frank's genuine happiness, oblivious to it all; Mihaela's cold, calculated victory, having gotten exactly what she wanted from the very first day; and Martina, by now an integral part of a mechanism that had consumed her piece by piece, until she came to desire even the pain she had once feared so much. The child on the way, whom none of the guests at that dinner would ever recognize for what it truly was, remained the last, silent secret of a house that had learned to live with many by now, without anyone on the outside ever suspecting its existence.
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