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Cindy was stacking a shelf at Krogers when the scent of white musk and delicate jasmine aroused her senses. She turned to face the voluptuous bosom of a woman wearing a tight-fitting, black cashmere turtleneck.

She gulped as she raised her eyes to a face she recognized. A face that still haunted her dreams twenty-five years later: Eleanor. Excitement twisted in her stomach.

Eleanor’s skin glowed with a healthy tan, as if she had recently returned from a vacation in paradise. Her black hair was sleek as silk. She raised a single plucked eyebrow. She stared down at Cindy with eyes that glimmered gold.

Eleanor reached and cupped the nametag on Cindy’s apron. A yellow gold Rolex with a white diamond dial shimmered on her wrist.

Cindy held her breath. Would she remember her from high school? All the times she carried her bags? Took her gym clothes home to wash and iron? Completed her homework? Sponge-bathed her car? Waited in line to pick up her lunch?

“I need some assistance,” said Eleanor, dropping Cindy’s nametag.

Cindy nodded. Her response stalled in her throat. “Y-yes, of course. Happy to, Miss.”

She felt the disappointment at not being recognized by Eleanor sink into the pit of her stomach. But then again, looking over Eleanor’s curvaceous body, seeing the Gucci belt over tight black jeans and Gucci boots encircled by jeweled straps, Eleanor was rich. Far too rich ever to be seen inside Krogers. Cindy, meanwhile, was dressed in cargo pants and an apron, stacking shelves.

Eleanor placed her hands on her hips and slotted her thumbs inside her belt. “I’ve had an awful day. My housekeeper found herself in the ICU before she’d even finished her chores. I’ve no food in the house and I don’t have time to order any deliveries. I haven’t the faintest idea what I’m supposed to do in a place like this. Where’s the organic spinach? The collards? The pink lettuce?”

“Um, we have some things like that, Miss. But I think maybe your housekeeper shopped somewhere else. Maybe the Fresh Market?”

Eleanor’s posture straightened as she inhaled her annoyance through her nose. Cindy felt the same intimidation as when they were eighteen. A familiar distress ran through her blood. She did not want to let Eleanor down. She wanted to please her. She wanted Eleanor to like her.

“Do you have a list, Miss?”

Eleanor retrieved a gold-plated iPhone Pro Max from the back pocket of her jeans. She scrolled over the glossy screen and raised her eyes to Cindy expectantly. Cindy jerked awake and retrieved her own, much smaller, older device. Eleanor’s lip curled slightly at the sight of it.

Cindy flushed as she read out her number. A couple of seconds later her phone vibrated and she saw Eleanor’s grocery list as an attachment.

“Thank you,” she said, not sure why she was thanking her but feeling like it was somehow justified. “Let’s see what you have here, Miss.”

Eleanor sighed. “I don’t have time for this. I have an appointment to get my nails done. Why don’t you go ahead and just collect everything for me?”

Cindy gulped. She’d been working all day. Her shift was about to end. She’d been looking forward to going home and taking a bath. Just a glance at the list showed how daunting a task it would be. She was sure Krogers did not stock even a third of what Eleanor sought.

But she couldn’t say no. The teenager lurking inside of her leaped at the opportunity to help. “S-sure. I can do that. Um, what time do you want to pick it up?”

“It’ll be easier if you just deliver it to my house.”

Eleanor tapped her screen and a second message vibrated on Cindy’s phone. It was Eleanor’s address. She lived in Paradise Hills, the rich area of town.

Cindy always knew Eleanor would be successful at anything she chose to do. She had always been the most popular, charismatic, and beautiful person in any room, but those were only her surface qualities. Cindy had witnessed Eleanor’s intelligence and creativity firsthand. It was always a privilege to be in her presence. It was a treat to smell her perfume, see her clothes, and admire her body. It had made coming to work worth it.

“I’ll expect you around six,” said Eleanor.

It wasn’t a question.

“O-of course, Miss. I’ll see you then,” said Cindy, swallowing another urge to thank her.

Eleanor said nothing as she sauntered away down the aisle. Cindy watched, mesmerized by the sway of her buttocks inside her jeans. The eyes of every customer, male and female, shifted to Eleanor as she swept by them in a designer haze of perfume and labels. Cindy knew they were all thinking the same thing: what the hell was a woman who looked like that doing inside Krogers?

Cindy smiled. She was revitalized. Eleanor had chosen her. Out of all the staff she could have approached, Cindy was the one.

Eleanor may not have remembered her name or face, but a part of her must have recalled that skinny, diffident girl who had always tried so hard to please her. Cindy’s efforts had left a mark on Eleanor’s subconscious. It was the only explanation as to why she would entrust her groceries to her.

Cindy looked down at Eleanor's grocery list on her phone, eager to get started, but her skin prickled with dread as she grew more aware that Krogers sold almost nothing Eleanor wanted.

Horror replaced her fervor. She got to work, rushing through the aisles in a vain attempt to find something, anything, on the list. She dared not substitute brand names. Krogers own was fine for people like Cindy, but Eleanor required better. The risk of failure invoked Cindy’s old anxiety.

It was just like that time in high school when she had asked Eleanor for permission to take some time in the evening to work on her own assignment since she had already finished, edited, and polished Eleanor’s. Eleanor’s response had been to stare through her like she was a bug. Cindy always shriveled under that stare. She had immediately apologized, her voice cracking as tears threatened to spill. Eleanor never said a word. She never needed to. She simply walked away, leaving Cindy to sob quietly over her mistake.

Cindy worked harder than ever after that. She agonized over Eleanor’s assignment, ensuring each sentence was perfect, each point was cross-referenced, each semi-colon was grammatical. It was a month before Eleanor allowed Cindy to be near her again. The relief Cindy had felt at Eleanor's A+ made her cry. And when Eleanor told Cindy her lunch order one beautiful day, it made the F Cindy received for the hastily scribbled essay she had written minutes before the start of class worth more than the world.

Cindy would not let Eleanor down. She would drive to every grocery store in the city if she had to. Eleanor’s housekeeper had been capable of finding everything Eleanor needed. Why couldn’t Cindy? Eleanor was worth the effort.
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CINDY DROVE FOR FIVE hours, stopping at every high-end supermarket and exclusive grocer’s she could find. With Eleanor’s deadline, she had no time to stop and rest. The AC in her 2001 Ford Taurus had stopped working a long time ago. She was sweaty and exhausted by the time she was done.

She arrived at Eleanor’s Paradise Hills address with just fifteen minutes to spare. Gilded gates guarded the mansion beyond. Cindy got out of her car and looked through the bars at the long driveway and multi-acre lawn that led to a multi-million-dollar manor.

Eleanor was wealthier than Cindy had ever dreamed possible.

She looked back at the first and only car she had ever bought. Even then it had been second-hand. She regretted not stopping to have it washed. It looked depressed, as if embarrassed to exist. The thought that the bags of groceries in the trunk were worth more than the car itself put Cindy’s life into perspective.

The bill was huge. Far more than Cindy had expected or could afford. It was lucky her family had gotten into the habit of living frugally. Her husband hadn’t worked for years, ever since he was laid off. Cindy had been the sole breadwinner and she controlled their finances, only spending money on absolute necessities. It enabled Cindy to create a safety net for themselves. But the sight of all that money leaving her account to pay for Eleanor’s groceries was terrifying. The receipts were in her pocket. She was anxious about broaching the subject of repayment. Should she give Eleanor the receipts or wait to be asked?

She pressed a buzzer on the gate and waited for a response. It was a minute before a girl’s voice, not Eleanor’s, came languidly through the speaker.

“Yeah? What?”

Cindy leaned her face into the speaker. “Um, yes, hello, this is Cindy?”

There was silence.

“I have groceries?”

There was a crunch of static as the girl released the receiver. Cindy was left waiting. She glanced up and saw a security camera above her head. The lens stared directly at her. She maneuvered her cargo pants self-consciously beneath the glare. A few moments later, the gate trundled open.

“Thank you,” she said into the speaker and blushed at the silent response.

She returned to her car and slowly drove through the open gates and up the winding driveway. She parked opposite a jet-black Mercedes SUV with golden rims and a personalized license plate that read ELEANOR1. There were also a couple of convertibles. A rose-pink Porsche with an ALISON2 license plate and a metallic Aston Martin with a JESSICA1 license.

Her own car was a disheveled mess, completely out of place. She wished she’d simply parked on the street and carried the groceries on foot rather than risk Eleanor seeing it.

She looked up at the white limestone manor. A grand staircase led to a front porch supported by classical columns and wide, double mahogany doors. She had always known she and Eleanor were destined for different life trajectories, but Eleanor existed in a different stratosphere than her own.

Someone as rich as this did not ever do their own grocery shopping. It must have really been an emergency for Eleanor to make the trip to Krogers. Cindy sympathized. It must have been an overwhelming experience for her. Cindy was glad she had been there to help.

Her phone buzzed and her heart leaped. The message was Eleanor’s: Go around the back.

Cindy searched for access and found a floral archway between a manicured hedgerow. She opened her trunk and bundled four bags into her arms.

She headed through the archway, following the ivy that covered the manor’s outer walls. She came to a Grecian swimming pool and neatly-trimmed grass tennis court. An athletic-looking girl in form-fitting white shorts and a polo shirt twirled her racket. A machine fired a tennis ball at her, and with a grunt, she struck it over the tight netting. Her blonde ponytail bounced as she prepared her feet for her subsequent return. Eleanor’s daughter? She seemed to be the same age as Cindy’s own daughter, Sarah, only far more developed.

It was regrettable that Sarah had taken after her. She knew Sarah’s life would be more difficult because of it. In a perfect world, appearance did not matter, but Cindy knew better. There was a reason why she still stocked shelves at Krogers. It hadn’t been for a lack of work ethic. She rarely missed a day and she always tried to gain additional hours. But each time a higher position opened, it would be awarded to another. The reality was, attractive girls did not spend their lives in menial positions for long.

She felt bad that Sarah was only one year free from high school and was already suffering the disappointment of seeing her better-looking, confident, effervescent co-workers promoted above her. Cindy offered reassuring words but she knew they were lies. Sarah was on the same trajectory as herself and it ate at her insides.

“That’s Jessica,” said Eleanor from behind. “My eldest.”

Cindy turned to see Eleanor leaning against an open door, one leg cocked and her arms folded over her breasts.

Cindy smiled nervously. “Hi, again,” she said, happily lifting one hand in a wave.

Eleanor was impassive. “Did you get everything?”

“Yes, I think so. Some of this stuff was really hard to find, though.”

Eleanor stared through her.

“N-not that I’m complaining or anything. I was real happy to help. It's just that I, um, don't think you should try shopping at Krogers again. Ha ha.”

Eleanor continued to stare.

Cindy gulped. “So, um, do you want me to unpack?” The offer took her by surprise. She had thought she would drop them off, get compensation, and then leave. Somehow, Eleanor’s stare had made it seem rude not to offer.

“The kitchen’s through here,” said Eleanor. “Don’t bother asking me where anything goes. My housekeeper deals with that. I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”

“No problem,” said Cindy, following Eleanor inside.

She gaped as she witnessed the grandeur of the kitchen. It was larger than the entire downstairs of her own home. Marble countertops sparkled as if fashioned directly from the pages of a glossy magazine. There were double ovens, two double-doored fridge-freezers, and triple sinks in stainless steel. The cabinets were intricately carved from cherry wood. There was a walk-in pantry and two separate islands.

“Wow,” she exclaimed, “this is amazing. It’s like the kitchen of my dreams.”

Eleanor slotted her buttocks on a cushioned stool behind the far island. “You dream of kitchens?” she said without irony, turning her attention to an iPad Pro.

Cindy laughed.

Eleanor glanced up and sighed. “Are you going to just hold on to those bags?”

“Oh, right,” said Cindy, placing them on the closest countertop.

Eleanor returned to her iPad. Cindy noticed Eleanor’s manicure was black and silver. Her nails glittered like bright stars in the night sky.

“Wow, Eleanor,” she said. “I really love your nails.”

Eleanor slowly raised her eyes from her screen.

“How do you know my name?”

Cindy gulped. “Well, um, I didn’t want to say earlier, but um, I think we went to high school together?”

Eleanor stared.

Cindy squirmed, pulling her sleeves down her wrists. “I mean, I know we did. I would...pick up your lunch and...bring it to your table. I did your homework and assignments. I washed and waxed your car?”

Eleanor sighed and turned back to her iPad. “So, you were one of those losers that thought they could be someone by sucking up to me?”

Cindy blushed. “It, uh, wasn’t like that exactly. You see, I wasn’t very popular at school.”

“Shocking.”

Cindy smiled nervously, hoping Eleanor was just joking. “Well, it’s kind of embarrassing to say, but I wasn’t doing those things just to impress you like all the other girls. It made me...genuinely happy. I would look forward to it. You were the closest thing I had to a friend back then.”

Eleanor lazily disguised her smirk with a pout. “Hmm, Harriet, right?”

Cindy hated to correct her. “Cindy?”

“Were you the one with all that eczema on your face?”

“Um, no. That was Shelly.”

Eleanor smiled widely, showing the purity of her white teeth. “That’s right. That poor bitch. Whatever happened to her anyway?”

“She...she died.”

Cindy remembered Shelly’s mother had found her swinging from the branch of a tree in her backyard. She had apparently taken the hint that she was too ugly to deserve to live. It was the talk of the school for an afternoon until Eleanor dumped her boyfriend to reclaim her rightful place as the hot topic of gossip.

“Oh well,” yawned Eleanor, stretching her arms, arching her back, and expanding her bosom. Cindy glanced nervously away from Eleanor’s nipples pressing against her cashmere turtleneck. “It doesn’t really matter.” She turned back to her iPad. “Hurry up with those bags, will you?”

“Oh right, sorry, Eleanor.”

The apology had slipped effortlessly from her tongue. Eleanor accepted it with both silence and grace.
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CINDY METICULOUSLY checked every cupboard and pantry shelf to ensure she was not placing something incorrectly. Eleanor's housekeeper clearly had a system, and Cindy hated the thought of confusing it. What if Eleanor wanted something and the housekeeper couldn’t find it? That wouldn’t be fair to either of them.

“Hey you,” came the same voice Cindy had spoken to over the speaker before entering the estate. Cindy turned to find a curvaceous teen wearing a white, short-sleeved V-neck tucked into her designer jean shorts. Her blonde hair was styled and glossed with product. She stood within the archway that led deeper into the manor with her hands on her hips. “I’m thirsty. Make me some lemonade.”

Cindy laughed nervously and looked to Eleanor for guidance.

“My youngest,” said Eleanor, with her attention still on her iPad. “Alison.”

“Oh, hi, Alison,” said Cindy, “it’s so nice to meet you. I'm-“

Alison stomped her foot. “Now!”

Cindy shuddered at the sudden demand. She again looked to Eleanor in the hopes she might reprimand her daughter’s insolence, but she appeared to have barely noticed.

“Um, okay, Alison,” said Cindy. “I can do that. Eleanor?” She hoped her question would awaken some parental admonishment.

“Green tea,” ordered Eleanor, without looking up from her screen.
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CINDY HEATED TWO SAUCEPANS of mineral water. She poured four cups of pure Sucralose into one, stirred, and then left it on the stainless steel gas top to dissolve. She poured one tablespoon of green tea leaves into a strainer over a porcelain cup. She took the first saucepan of boiling water and poured it through the strainer until the bottom was fully immersed in hot water. She removed the strainer and allowed the tea to sit. She continued to stir the Sucralose in the water and then removed it from the hob to cool to room temperature. She poured refrigerated mineral water into a crystal tumbler and added organic lemon juice and sliced lemon.

She placed the teacup on a saucer and carried it over to Eleanor, placing it before her on the marble countertop.

Eleanor paid her no mind since Alison was showing her a video on her phone. Cindy could not make out the visual but she could hear the unmistakable sounds of crying and the mean-spirited taunts of feigned sympathy and giggles.

Alison was leaning over the countertop, showing her cleavage through her too-tight V-neck. Cindy couldn’t help but stare at her intimidating bosom.

Alison’s cheeks dimpled adorably as she laughed, pointing her manicured fingernail at the screen. Eleanor slowly shook her head in amused disbelief at the scene. Cindy prickled with dread.

“It’s good, right, Mom?” said Alison.

Eleanor chuckled, rubbing her hand down her daughter’s back. “So creative. I’m so proud of you.”

“It’s already had twenty thousand views on TikTok. She’ll be TikTok famous in no time.”

Cindy cleared her throat. Neither of them turned to her. “Let me know if the tea is okay. I can make you another if it’s too strong.”

Eleanor gave a noncommittal grunt.

“Where’s my lemonade?” said Alison.

“Almost done. I just need to let it chill in the refrigerator.”

“Then go do it,” she said, grinning at her screen.

Cindy was startled into action. She hurried to mix the Sucralose with the lemon water and placed the tumbler in the refrigerator.

“It will take a few more minutes,” she said to the uninterested Alison.

“It had better be worth it,” was the response.

Eleanor looked up at Cindy, resting her elbow on the countertop and reaching for her tea. She pursed her sultry lips and slowly blew away the steam. The diamonds on her Rolex flashed as she took a sip before placing it delicately back upon the saucer.

“Since you’ve nothing else to do but wait,” she said, “you can go see if Jessica needs anything.”

“Absolutely,” said Cindy, relieved Eleanor had found the tea satisfactory. “Happy to.”
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CINDY WATCHED WITH awe and fascination as Jessica played. Cindy was not a tennis fan. She did not understand sports, but she had always admired the athleticism of others.

Jessica seamlessly blended grace with power as she dashed about the court, cleanly striking the balls the machine shot at her. Her designer sportswear was damp from sweat and her toned legs glistened. Her stamina showed no sign of stalling.

“Hi there,” said Cindy cheerily, approaching from behind. Jessica remained focused on her game. Cindy continued. “I’m a...friend of your mother.” She knew Eleanor had never claimed her as a ‘friend’, but it seemed less awkward to introduce herself like that as opposed to Eleanor’s...what? What exactly was she to Eleanor?

Dread prickled. What was she doing? She was too old to be running around at the snap of Eleanor’s fingers. Back in high school, she possessed less self-esteem than a worm, but this wasn’t high school. She was not that same scared, pathetic girl who felt the need to apologize when her shadow encroached upon Eleanor’s space. She had a husband, a daughter, a mortgage, and a job. It might not have been much, certainly not as much as Eleanor had, but it was still hers.

It had been a struggle for Cindy to overcome Eleanor after high school. She had spent her time sitting in her parents’ living room, staring at their phone, leaping for it each time it rang in case it was Eleanor. She couldn’t eat or sleep. She stopped bathing. All that mattered to her was the call from Eleanor that never came. She squirmed and tore at tissue paper, resisting the urge to call Eleanor herself. She had never been allowed to call Eleanor directly. There was no reason to. Eleanor told her what time she needed Cindy to do things and Cindy was expected to do them.

Cindy knew she needed to remain respectful of Eleanor’s privacy. Eleanor was busy preparing for Yale. If Eleanor needed her, she would call. Although, Cindy had hoped Eleanor would call for help decorating her house for her leaving party, or to help serve drinks. Cindy understood. Eleanor had plenty of other dorks to summon. Cindy was unimportant.

She tossed and turned, unable to sleep. She had bought a Yale sweatshirt for Eleanor as a departing gift. She knew it was only an excuse to see her one last time. She would regret it if she didn’t at least try. Her entire senior year had been spent obsessing over everything Eleanor did, said, and demanded. The pull was too strong to ignore.

That morning, she cycled to Eleanor’s house with her gift, to find Eleanor already sitting in her Mercedes as her parents packed her car with suitcases. Eleanor blasted her horn and her parents picked up their pace. Cindy waved and approached her closed window.

“Hi, Eleanor,” she said, waving.

Eleanor did not see her. She was too busy investigating her eyebrows in the rearview mirror. Cindy cleared her throat and tapped lightly on the window. Eleanor turned to her sharply and Cindy backed away from the hate.

“S-sorry, Eleanor, I just wanted to wish you good luck before you left.”

Eleanor stared through her.

“I...um, got you something?” She held up her gift. Eleanor continued to stare. Cindy smiled nervously and unwrapped the paper herself and showed the Yale sweater.

Eleanor sighed and began to blast her horn again. Cindy looked over to Eleanor’s parents who put the last of her cases on the backseat. Her mother moved next to Cindy and waved through the closed window, an anxious smile affixed to her adoring face.

“All done, Princess,” she said.

Eleanor turned the ignition and, without a second glance, sped down the road, blaring hip hop and leaving both her parents and Cindy coughing from her exhaust.

It was the last time Cindy had seen her. She had put all her high school effort into helping Eleanor graduate with top honors and left nothing for herself. She could never have gone to college. She had no friends. She had never been kissed. She developed agoraphobia, an eating disorder, she contemplated suicide. It had been a struggle, but once she overcame her depression, she determined never to return to those dark days. She was happy now. Well...she was content. Wasn’t she?

WHACK.

A tennis ball slammed into her eye. She clasped her cheek and collapsed onto her knees. It took a moment for her face to adjust to the pain. She blinked through dislodged water and saw Jessica pointing her racket down at her.

“Bitch! You distracted me!”

Cindy whimpered. She flinched as another ball flew over her head.

Jessica smashed her racket against the grass. “I was like four shots away from breaking my record.” There was a crack. She screamed in rage and thrust her now broken racket at Cindy’s face. “Fuck! This is your fault. Look what you did.”

“J-Jessica, I think I need some help. M-my eye.”

“Don’t you dare change the subject. What about my racket?”

The cannon exploded, firing another ball. Cindy instinctively recoiled. She clambered to her feet and moved away from the line of fire. Jessica hunted her, brandishing her broken racket like a sledgehammer. The greens of her eyes were raging like a forest fire.

Cindy cringed and held up her hands to protect herself from an attack. She backed away from the advancing Jessica, unaware she was so close to the edge of the pool. She whelped as her momentum took her over.

Her lungs filled with warm water. She splashed to try and keep herself afloat. She had never learned to swim. She knew on a psychological level that she needed to remain calm, but as the chlorine stung her injured eye, she found herself thrashing around like a drowning kitten. Jessica watched, chuckling to herself.

“Please,” said Cindy as she fought to keep her head above the surface. She coughed up water. Her erratic leg- and arm-swipes were of little value. “I can’t swim.”

Jessica strolled to the emergency life preserver and lazily unhooked it, spinning it in Cindy’s general direction and bopping her on the head.

Cindy desperately lunged and collapsed over it, spluttering and panting for breath.

She saw Alison and Eleanor had vacated the manor to see the commotion. Alison’s cheeks were dimpled as she giggled at the scene, videoing the whole thing on her phone.

Eleanor held her thumbs within her Gucci belt. Her breasts shook as she chuckled. “What in the world is going on here?”

Jessica showed her broken racket. “Look what she made me do, Mom. She owes me a new one.”

“Now, now, baby, she can hardly buy you a new racket if she drowns in our pool, can she?”

Jessica scoffed. “She was just being dramatic. She wasn’t actually drowning.”

Alison giggled. “I don’t know,” she said, placing her phone in the back pocket of her jean shorts. “It seemed pretty real to me.”

“Whatever,” said Jessica. “I threw her the life preserver, didn’t I? And I notice the ungrateful bitch hasn’t thanked me for it yet.”

Cindy looked up at her through the stinging blur in her eyes. Was she serious?

“Language,” warned Eleanor. “I’m sure Cindy will be more than happy to make it up to you, baby.”

“She’d better.”

Cindy trembled despite the warmth of the water.

“Yes, well,” said Eleanor, pouting. “You girls head on inside. I’ll deal with this.”

Alison sighed. “What about my lemonade?”

“It ought to have cooled by now, sweetie.”

“This isn’t fair. Why should I have to get it just because some dumb bitch fell into our pool?”

“Alison,” warned Eleanor, “language.”

Alison rolled her eyes and stomped inside.

Jessica walked around the pool to join her mother.

Eleanor looked at her lovingly and rubbed her arm. “It’s okay, baby,” she said, and kissed her forehead.

Jessica glanced angrily at Cindy before following her sister inside the manor.

“You’ve caused quite the scene,” said Eleanor to Cindy once they were alone.

Cindy blushed. “I’m sorry, E-Eleanor,” she said without thinking, as if Eleanor had pulled a string on her back.

“Maybe I’m not the one you ought to be apologizing to?”

Cindy hesitated. The ball striking her eye had been an accident. And honestly, her vision was starting to return. Perhaps she had been a little overdramatic? And it wasn’t as if Jessica had pushed her into the pool. Cindy was the fool who fell in. In fact, Jessica had saved her life. There was no reason to be upset at Jessica. She hadn’t done anything wrong at all. Cindy nodded.

“Okay,” said Eleanor, “you can stop floating around now and get out. You may stand on the patio until you’ve dried off. And I don’t want to see any of that trash left behind.”

Cindy looked around and saw her phone and some paper bobbing across the water: her receipts. They would be unreadable now, but that was okay. She doubted she could have found the courage to ask for reimbursement after this. All she wanted now was to go home.
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CINDY WALKED THROUGH the kitchen on bare feet. She had left her socks and shoes drying in the sun. She would never risk leaving marks on the expensive marble. She tip-toed across the tiles and through the archway into a corridor. Modern artwork hung on Venetian-style walls. Golden side tables housed vases filled with vibrant flowers. She avoided standing on the plush rugs for fear of sullying them with her touch.

She heard chatting from a side room. She wavered, nervous to approach further without an invitation. Should she wait in the kitchen until summoned? She shook her head and laughed at herself. What was she doing? Yes, Eleanor’s home was luxurious and intimidating. Yes, this corridor alone was probably more expensive than Cindy’s whole house. Yes, Eleanor and her daughters were beautiful women. Yes, her pussy tingled just thinking about them...she gulped. The urge to get home, crawl under her sheets, and masturbate just as she did when she was eighteen was strong.

She poked her head through an open archway to find a stylish lounge. A large U-shaped sofa faced a seventy-five-inch plasma TV hanging from a wall above a fireplace. The room was illuminated by natural light. Outside the large windows, a sun deck was surrounded by a jungle of exotic flowers and plant life.

Eleanor lounged at one end of the couch, resting her perfect posture against a stack of cushions. One of her arms was sprawled over the headrest while she sipped her green tea.

Alison slouched in the middle of the couch. She had her feet crossed over a maple wood coffee table. She drank her lemonade slowly through a glass straw while thumbing over her phone screen.

Cindy felt relieved the two of them seemed satisfied with the beverages she had prepared.

Jessica sat at the far end of the couch. She had showered and changed into a matching Balenciaga sports bra and sweatpants. She turned from the TV to stare hatefully at Cindy’s approach.

Cindy cleared her throat and shuffled before them, placing her hands behind her back. She felt herself shrink under their stares.

Eleanor placed her cup and saucer on the coffee table. “I believe you have something you’d like to say to my daughter?”

“Yes, um, I, uh, wanted to apologize to you, Jessica. It wasn’t right that I ruined your game like that.”

“And my racket?”

“Y-yes, I’m sorry I made you do that.”

“That was a handcrafted Bosworth Tour 96. Do you even know what that is?”

Cindy shook her head. “No, M-” she stopped herself before calling her ‘Miss.’ She corrected herself: “J-Jessica,” feeling as if she had somehow insulted her by using her name. “I’m really sorry.”

Eleanor ignored Cindy and spoke to her daughter. “It’s okay, baby. Cindy will be more than happy to buy you a new one.”

Cindy shivered. She looked up at Eleanor as if to plead. She had just spent over $600 on groceries for her and without any receipts, she doubted she would ever be paid back. Eleanor glared, warning her to stay quiet.

Alison giggled. “Look at her, she looks like she’s about to cry.”

She was right. Cindy felt as guilty as a schoolgirl in trouble with the Principal for the first time.

“This video is too funny,” added Alison. “I’m totally uploading this to TikTok, by the way.”

Cindy felt her palms sweat. “Um, I’d...r-rather rather you didn’t.”

Alison smiled at her phone, ignoring her request.

“Hey,” said Jessica. Cindy jumped and turned to her. “Your toenails are fucking gross.”

“Baby,” said Eleanor, “language.”

Jessica sighed. “Haven’t you ever had a pedicure?”

Cindy shook her head with shame. She wasn’t sure if the question was rhetorical but thought it was better to answer. Tears formed in her eyes. The emotion of almost drowning less than an hour earlier was threatening to spill.

Jessica pointed at her. “You’d better not be too poor to buy me that racket.”

“I-I’m not,” said Cindy, wishing this could just be over. Why was she allowing them to talk to her like this? For all her attempts at adulting, she was still just the same dork from high school. It was as if with each passing second within Eleanor’s presence she was reverting back to her teenage self. Worst of all was the warm feeling in the pit of her stomach.

Hello humiliation, my old friend.

“Good,” said Eleanor, “then it’s settled. You may take the broken racket so they know her specifications. I expect you to be here at ten tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, Eleanor,” she said, grateful that her ordeal was almost over.

“And bring coffee.”

“And juice,” said Alison, still on her phone.

“Of course,” said Cindy, her knees buckling into a curtsey. “Thank you.”
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Chapter 2.
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When Cindy finally arrived home, she was too exhausted to answer any of her husband’s questions.

Pete demanded to know why she hadn’t called and where she’d been. She simply answered that she was tired and that they’d talk later. It wasn’t as if she could admit she had spent $600 from their savings to pay the grocery bill of her old high school obsession. Nor could she confess she owed more money on top of that to pay for a tennis racket she hadn’t even broken. He would never have understood her feelings.

Even after twenty years of marriage, she had never mentioned Eleanor to him. All Pete knew of her high school years was that, in his mind, she had grossly underachieved. He had diagnosed her with severe social anxiety and low self-esteem. Her refusal to talk about anything that happened to her in high school had led him to believe her problems stemmed from extreme bullying. She neither admitted nor denied his speculations.

It was true she had once been considered a promising student. She was top of her class back in middle school. Her aspiration was to be a doctor. She had always wanted to help people. Cindy would occasionally think back to herself at that age and wonder what that girl would think if she knew what was to become of her: a middle-aged woman who stacked shelves at Krogers and lost out on countless promotions to literal teenagers. In a sense, Pete was right in his assumption, but he was also far too simplistic.

Cindy was well aware Eleanor had exploited her. Cindy had allowed it to happen. She had been desperate for any attention from Eleanor, positive or negative. If anything, the more Eleanor abused her, the more eager Cindy was to serve her. There had been freedom in servitude. She never had to think for herself. All that mattered was Eleanor.

She was ashamed to admit it, but those had been the happiest days of her life. She wondered if she had subconsciously allowed others to get ahead of her without resistance in the hopes of discovering a new Eleanor who might take control of her life.

But there was only one Eleanor. And now, twenty-five years later, she was finally back in her life.

Cindy crawled under the sheets of the bed she shared with Pete. The same teenage excitement raged in her stomach. Her hand quivered as it found its way inside her panties.

Eleanor was more beautiful than she remembered. A lifetime of success and luxury had molded Eleanor’s body into a Goddess’s. Cindy gently massaged her fingers down her wet pussy lips. Finally, she was able to stimulate the tingle she had felt ever since first smelling Eleanor’s expensive perfume.

Cindy dreaded the thought that Pete might try and follow her. The last thing she wanted was his unwashed body lying next to her, distracting her thoughts from Eleanor. This was Cindy’s reward for all her service. It was worth every cent of the money she had lost. She had deprived herself of this pleasure for too long.

She moaned as she inserted her fingers into herself. She wanted to take her time. She had waited a long time for new memories of Eleanor.

She rubbed against her clit and gasped into her sheets. The roundness of Eleanor’s ass in her tight jeans, the pout of her glossy lips, the commanding sound of her voice, the perfect curve of her back. Warm waves rippled through Cindy’s whole body. She squealed as she came better and harder than she had in years.

Eleanor was pleasure. Eleanor was bliss. Eleanor was life.
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IT WAS STILL DARK WHEN she rolled out of bed. Pete stirred from the disturbance.

“You working?” he said, half-asleep.

“Yes,” she lied, having already made the decision to call her manager and claim a family emergency. He would be annoyed, but it wasn’t as if she made a habit of it. Considering her pitiful wage, she had been a model employee. “I’ll be back later.”

Eleanor’s coffee, Jessica’s racket, and Alison’s juice were too important to allow her job to interfere with.

She had never once been late for Eleanor and she was not about to start now. She remembered once when Eleanor had called her demanding snacks for a sleepover she was hosting. In Cindy’s haste to reach the store, she had accidentally ridden her bike over broken glass. She lost control of the burst wheel and swerved down an embankment. She cracked her head and broke multiple fingers. She did not let it stop her. She abandoned her destroyed bicycle, clambered up the embankment, and ran the distance to the store. She picked up everything Eleanor wanted and arrived at her door with time to spare. She was panting, bloodied, and concussed, but still, she had succeeded. Eleanor had her snacks, and she was able to sit in the waiting room of the ER proud of that knowledge.

First, Cindy drove to a second-hand tech store to pick up a cheap Samsung Mini to replace the one she lost in Eleanor’s pool. Next, she drove to the high-end mall nicknamed ‘the Gucci Mall’ by those of Cindy’s class who rarely had a reason to set foot within that Romanesque palace. She passed stores like Agent Provocateur, Giorgio Armani, Balenciaga, Cartier, Louboutin, Fendi, Jimmy Choo, Rolex, and Swarovski, to name just a few. Wherever she looked there were designer stores, botanical gardens, fountains, marble columns, and aquariums.

She received more than one disapproving look from the privileged clientele. Their judgmental stares made her feel as if she should apologize to them for sharing their space.

She wished there was an alternative, but trying to find a Bosworth 96 that matched Jessica’s specifications was not as straightforward as she had hoped. If she tried to order online, it would take weeks to arrive. Jessica did not have that time. She needed it quickly. Cindy decided her best chance was to visit Athlétique, the luxury sportswear and equipment store. She knew she should have called and asked if they kept Bosworths in stock, but she was too afraid they might say no.

She entered the store and made her way over the glossy tiles. Busty and athletic mannequins taunted her with physiques and designer brands she could never hope to afford.

“Excuse me,” she said to the girl in a tight-fitting polo shirt and shorts working behind the counter. Her blonde hair was tied into a messy top bun. She folded her arms and stared at Cindy, clearly annoyed to be bothered. Cindy stuttered. “I was, um, wondering if you might help me? I um, have this racket-” she placed it on the counter. The girl glanced at it once and then back to Cindy, furrowing her brow as if challenging Cindy’s right to even speak to her. “Is it possible to maybe get a replacement, please, if that isn't too much trouble, Miss?”

She scoffed. “Do you even know what this is?”

“I, uh, think it’s a Bosworth 96, isn’t it?”

“They’re bespoke. Do you know what that means? Built to order? We don’t just keep things like this in stock.”

Cindy felt the panic of failure pound inside her head. “Um, do you think I might be able to order one to pick up later today?”

She curled her lip. “Um, no? It would take like a week.”

Cindy’s panic turned to fear. The thought of Jessica’s rage prickled her skin. She had to try harder. “The thing is, Miss, you see, this racket isn’t actually mine. It belongs to a really talented young woman. I mean she’s good. Really, really, good, and she really needs it sooner than that.”

The girl shrugged.

She took a shot. She still remembered Eleanor’s surname. “Do you know Jessica Kingsley?”

The girl was blank. Cindy cursed herself. Eleanor must have married. “I mean, not Kingsley. Her mother is called Eleanor? She has a sister, Alison? They live in Paradise Hills?”

The girl relaxed her face. “Jessica Noble?”

“Yes, her! You know her?”

She spoke with enthusiasm. “Sure. Jessica is great. We went to high school together. She’s basically won everything she’s competed in since she was like four or something.”

“Then isn’t there something you can do? She really needs this racket. Please?”

She sighed. “Fine, if it’s for Jessica, I’ll make a call.”

Cindy waited, wringing her hands, pleading with watery eyes for the girl to come through for Jessica.

“Hi, this is Athlétique,” said the girl down the phone, “we need a Bosworth 96. No, the customer doesn’t know the specs, it isn’t for her. Hm mhm, well, it’s a replacement. We have the original. No, it has to be today. I understand but it’s for Jessica Noble. Yeah, that’s right, okay, we’ll deliver the prototype today. Okay. Good. Thank you.”

She hung up the phone. Cindy stared at her, wide-eyed and nervously optimistic.

“Two days. Leave your number and we’ll text you when it’s ready.”

Cindy exhaled her relief. Two days wasn’t too bad. This was surely better than panic-buying one that didn’t even match Jessica’s specifications. She wondered if there was something she could buy her to soften the blow.

“That’ll be $450.”

Cindy was startled at the amount. “Oh, um, really? Okay, sorry, uh, sure.” She opened her cheap handbag and rummaged through old receipts and prescriptions until she found her credit card.

The girl snatched it from her hand and slid it over her reader, tossing it back along with her receipt. “That all?” she said.

“Um-,” Cindy searched in her purse again and presented a twenty-dollar bill. She passed it over the counter toward the girl, who stared at it. “Just a little something for your trouble.”

The girl made no move to take it.

Cindy flushed. “Oh, and this too.” She found a ten and a five and added it to the girl’s pile.

The girl rolled her eyes and gathered it. Cindy smiled nervously. “Thank you,” she said, as if the girl had done her a favor by taking her money. She wanted to ensure the girl did not forget her. Jessica needed that racket. What was another $35? It was just 3 hours at Krogers. In total, she would have to work 110 hours to pay off Eleanor’s bill. It was manageable. It was worth it.

She left the store and checked her phone as she walked. It was 9:15. Eleanor expected her at 10:00. She still had time, but she would have to be quick. She placed her phone in her purse but was not looking where she was going as she walked directly into the path of an oncoming shopper. A drink spilled and ice cubes scattered.

Cindy backed away to see a tall, dark-haired woman with designer shopping bags over her forearm, clutching a now-empty iced coffee. Her peach Amalfi tank top was covered in a wet stain as the coffee soaked into the expensive silk.

Cindy stared, horrified by what she had done. The woman stared through the darkness of her Versace sunglasses.

“I’m so sorry,” said Cindy, bowing her head. “I’m really sorry, but I can’t-” She turned and ran.

Tears welled in her eyes. She knew she was pathetic, running from her responsibility. She should have offered to pay for her dry cleaning but the thought of another bill terrified her. Besides, Eleanor expected her soon. She had no time to make amends for her clumsiness. Eleanor was her number one priority. She could not let her down, no matter what.
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DELICACÉ was the top-rated coffee shop in town. Cindy knew she could not bring Eleanor substandard coffee. For someone like Cindy, Starbucks was a luxury, but Eleanor would expect better. Cindy knew it would cost more, but that was fine. She could always work extra hours later to recoup her losses. It was far better than risking Eleanor thinking poorly of her.

There was a rainbow of cupcakes, freshly-baked muffins, cookies, and cakes within the glass cabinets. The smells of dough, chocolate, and coffee were sumptuous and nostalgic.

Cindy walked across the black and white diamond tiles and perused the selection as if they were Tiffany jewels. The barista stared at her from beneath her nose. Cindy flushed under her disdain and wondered if she had made a mistake in coming there.

“May I help you?” said the barista, curtly.

“Um, yes, sorry, I would like three coffees, please.” Jessica and Alison had not technically asked for coffee, but she thought it best to be prepared, just in case.

The barista waited with her hands on her hips. Cindy wondered what she had done wrong.

The barista sighed with frustration. “What coffees?”

Cindy gulped, realizing her mistake. She looked at the chalkboard. She recognized some of the names: Americano, Espresso, Mocha; but what was a Ristretto? Vienna? Con Panna? No prices were listed and Cindy knew enough to know that was not a good sign for her bank balance.

She had no idea what they would want. She knew from high school that Eleanor had expected Cindy to know what she wanted and to go get it. It was doubtful anything had changed.

“Well?” said the barista, impatiently.

She took a chance that Eleanor had been there before. “Um, I’m new to this.”

“Clearly.”

Cindy blushed. “Um, I’m picking them up for someone else. You, uh, don’t happen to know Eleanor Noble, do you?”

The barista immediately brightened at the name drop. “Oh, now I understand. You’re Eleanor’s new housekeeper?”

Cindy nodded and smiled. She was not really anything, but it was easier to play along.

“Eleanor will have a Spanish latte. The girls usually take a honey vanilla latte and an Italian cappuccino.”

“Yes, wonderful. Thank you.”

The barista started to prepare the coffee as Cindy remembered Alison’s juice. “Um, sorry to bother you again, but Miss Alison asked for juice?”

The barista turned back hatefully, making Cindy feel awful for disturbing her work. “Do you mean a smoothie?”

Cindy was sure Alison had said juice, but maybe she was wrong. Was a smoothie different from juice? Had Alison meant to say smoothie? “Um, I think so?”

The barista shook her head. “You don’t know much, do you? How did you get this job again?”

Cindy smiled nervously and wrung her hands beneath the counter.

The barista rolled her eyes. “I recommend the strawberry, kiwi, and mango mix.”

“That sounds delicious. Thank you.”

The barista got back to work and Cindy looked at the selection of muffins. She might have failed with the racket, but she could make up for it with a surprise. Of course, she couldn't forget Alison. She would expect a treat too if her sister was getting one. And how could she leave Eleanor out? No, all three of them deserved something sweet. She waited until the barista had finished her previous orders before asking for three blueberry muffins.

“$95.35,” said the barista, sliding the card reader at Cindy.

Cindy gulped at the price but reassured herself she could make it back. It was only around nine hours of work. She entered her credit card and balked at the option for a tip.

The barista stared coldly at her, waiting, expecting.

20% 30% 50% Other? Cindy was embarrassed to choose the lower option under the scrutiny of the barista. Her finger hovered over the 30% until at the last moment a tingle in her pussy directed her to the highest option. Her total came to just over $143. The barista would net herself a good $47 for five minutes work. Not a bad hourly rate.
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CINDY RANG THE BUZZER outside the gilded gate that led to Eleanor’s mansion and waited for a response.

Eleanor answered through the speaker. “Yes?”

Cindy felt the excitement of hearing her voice in the pit of her stomach. She waved happily at the camera. “Hi, Eleanor,” she said, “I’ve brought treats.”

“You’re late.”

Cindy felt her skin prickle. She had driven well over the speed limit to ensure she had arrived with time to spare. It was 9:45. She still had 15 minutes, but she did not dare contradict her. She hung her head apologetically.

“Anyway,” continued Eleanor, “you can leave your car parked on the street. I don’t want to see that eye sore anywhere near my driveway.”

Cindy looked at the dents and dirt on her 2001 Ford Taurus and flushed with embarrassment. What had she been thinking? She could have at least washed it. Eleanor hung up before Cindy had a chance to apologize. A moment later the gate opened.

She reversed her car and backed up along the sidewalk facing the tall hedgerows blocking Eleanor’s compound from the street. She took the coffee, muffins, and Alison’s smoothie from the front passenger seat and bumped her door closed with her bottom. It was a struggle to carry everything in two hands.

She headed up the driveway and the gate closed behind her as if on a timer. It was a long walk across the stone pavers. On either side of her were sweeping lawns of finely cut emerald grass that appeared plush enough to sleep on. It was a pleasant Spring day and Cindy found herself enjoying the walk in the sunshine. Eleanor’s home looked like a luxurious Château in southern France and Cindy smiled as she imagined herself on vacation.

A spitting sound startled her daydream. The sprinklers had activated. They spurted spirals of crystal water and Cindy found herself in the crossfire. Instinctively, she ducked her body over the box of muffins and cradled the drinks to protect them from the water. She hurried away from the bombardment but the sprinklers seemed determined to spray her as each one seemingly activated just in time to catch her before she could run beyond them. She made it to the white marble steps that led up to Eleanor’s front porch completely drenched, but at least she had saved the coffees and muffins.

She remembered how Eleanor had wanted her to use the kitchen entrance and made her way there, wet and bedraggled. She wished she could stop and clean herself up, but there was no time. Eleanor was expecting her coffee. She checked her shoes would not trail water across Eleanor’s floor before gently knocking on the blurry glass of the kitchen door. She waited for someone to answer but when nobody did, she figured Eleanor expected her to let herself in. She gulped and opened the door.

She saw Eleanor and Jessica sitting across the second island, eating breakfast. There was fruit, healthy cereals, juice, glass-bottled water, and tea. She saw paper delivery bags. Cindy was disappointed Eleanor had ordered food instead of entrusting Cindy to bring her what she needed. She shook it off and gave them her happiest smile. Eleanor wore a long-sleeved white cotton T-shirt with a modern boatneck that snugly accentuated her figure. Jessica wore a black scoop-neck tank top and a loose-fitting, short-hipped white cardigan.

“Good morning,” said Cindy, cheerfully.

Jessica stared, hatefully chewing her All-Bran cereal.

Eleanor glanced up from her phone. “Why are you wet?”

“Um, I got hit with the sprinklers on my way here.”

Eleanor sighed and shook her head in exasperation. “Coffee?”

“Oh yes, of course. It’s right here.”

She placed everything down on the marble countertop and placed the coffees in front of both Eleanor and Jessica. Eleanor picked hers up and took a sip, placing it back without complaint. Cindy smiled. It had been worth the added expense. Alison was nowhere in sight.

“Um, Eleanor? Where’s Alison?”

“It’s a school day.”

“Oh, of course it is. Sorry. It’s just that I have a smoothie here for her?”

Eleanor returned to her phone uninterestedly.

“Um, would you like it, Jessica?”

“Do I fucking look like I want a smoothie?”

Cindy’s skin and pussy tingled at the sudden outburst.

Jessica pointed at her coffee. “Do you even know what caffeine dose this is?”

Cindy stammered.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

“Language, baby,” said Eleanor.

Cindy wrung her hands. “I’m not sure I understand.”

Jessica reddened with rage. “I only take 9.88 milligrams of caffeine in my coffee. That is the optimum amount to enhance my performance.”

Eleanor lovingly stroked her daughter’s arm. “She’s training for the Open, aren’t you, baby? She has to be extra careful what she puts in her body.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Jessica,” said Cindy, letting slip the title without thought. “I didn’t know. Maybe I can get you another?”

“What’s the point? You’d only fuck it up again.”

“Maybe you’d like a muffin?” She opened the box and presented them for Jessica’s perusal, nervously smiling, hoping the treat would diffuse her anger.

Jessica stared as if ready to punch Cindy in her face. Cindy felt herself shrink.

“I, uh, thought you might like blueberry?”

“Are you seriously trying to fuck with me? I’ll beat the fucking shit out of you.”

Eleanor sighed. “Baby, language, please.”

“Mom, look at this. Look what she’s done.”

Cindy quivered. She felt like crying. She was confused. She had just wanted to do something nice. “P-please, Miss, I don’t know what I did. I didn’t want to offend you. Honest.”

“I’m on a strict diet of complex carbohydrates and protein. You think I can eat this much sugar? Are you a fucking retard?”

Eleanor shushed her, rubbing across her shoulder. “It’s okay, sweetie. I’m sure Cindy didn’t mean anything by it,” she turned to Cindy, warning her with her eyes. “Did you?”

Cindy shook her head furiously. “N-no, Miss, I’m just stupid. I’m sorry.”

“And I’m sure Cindy has your racket. Don’t you?”

Eleanor’s warning sent a thrill through Cindy’s pussy. “Um...”

Jessica stamped her fist on the countertop and Cindy jumped in her skin.

“Please, Miss. It’ll be ready soon. Three days at most.”

Both Jessica and Eleanor stared. Cindy flushed under their contempt. She felt like she should say something but her throat was dry. She was ready to break down in tears. How had this gone so wrong? This was her worst nightmare. All she wanted was to make Eleanor happy. The failure stung her core.

Eleanor tapped her long fingernails over the marble countertop. Cindy anxiously awaited her judgment.

“This is very disappointing,” she said.

Jessica stared with satisfaction at seeing Cindy squirm.

Eleanor continued. “I don’t think you fully appreciate what you’ve done here. Jessica’s trainers all agree she has the potential to be the greatest tennis player of her generation. The Open will be her first major tournament. Her preparations should be perfect. Because of you, she will have to train with a secondary racket. How is that fair?”

“It isn’t, I’m sorry. Wh-what can I do?”

Eleanor turned to Jessica lovingly. “This has been so stressful for you, hasn’t it, baby?”

Jessica smirked at Cindy and nodded.

Eleanor squeezed her daughter’s shoulders. “Then you deserve some relaxation time. I think we all do. How does a long weekend at La Maison de Verre sound?”

“So long as I have my own suite. I’m not sharing with Alison.”

Eleanor smiled at her and kissed her head. She turned back to Cindy. “You can make the reservations for Friday. Two nights. Three suites. Got it?”

Cindy paled. She knew Eleanor would never stay in an affordable resort. How could she pay for this? She and Pete had tried so hard to never fall into debt. They had deprived themselves of so much to maintain stable finances. She felt the safety net they had worked so hard for being yanked away from under them. This had gone too far. She was not a teenager anymore. She had a job, a husband, a daughter. She had responsibilities. She was too old to live out some kind of twisted fantasy. She had to stand up for herself before she allowed this to degenerate further.

The tingling in her pussy told her otherwise.

“Yes, Eleanor. Thank you.”

“Now then,” said Eleanor, taking another sip of her coffee, “I think you need a lesson.” She stood from her seat and walked around the island.

Cindy gulped at the curve of Eleanor’s ass in her form-fitting leather pants.

“Follow me.”
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TWO HUGE GLASS CABINETS lined the wall beneath a stunning crystal Cressida chandelier. The shelves were stacked with gold and silver trophies and medals inscribed with all manner of athletic and artistic competitions dedicated to Jessica and Alison. Jessica had won tennis tournaments, soccer leagues, freestyle, backstroke, butterfly, and front crawl swimming, baseball, badminton, and lacrosse. Alison had won piano, violin, singing, and harp contests.

Cindy already knew what a talented athlete Jessica was, but she had no idea Alison was such an adept musician.

She backed away from the cabinets and looked up at the wall. There were framed certificates of achievement and professional photographs showcasing Jessica mid-pose, furiously striking a tennis ball, and Alison basking in a standing ovation and accepting a bouquet of flowers. In the middle of them all was a glossy onyx plaque bearing an elevated golden Egyptian ankh.

Eleanor stood with her thumbs looped through her golden buckle belt, and her back curved exquisitely, pushing her breasts against her tight-fitting Armani tee. “Do you have any children, Cindy?”

Cindy nodded. “A daughter, Sarah.”

“Has she ever won anything?”

Cindy thought for a moment. The closest she could think of were the swimming certificates she earned as a child. She once came fourth in the county spelling bee. She flushed at the idea of presenting that to Eleanor as a comparable achievement to what Jessica and Alison had accomplished. She loved her daughter, but Sarah had never been ‘talented’ per se.

“Not really, no.”

Eleanor’s pout was a smirk. “Well, as you can see, I’m raising champions.”

“I can see that,” she said enthusiastically. “Congratulations, Eleanor. You must be so proud.”

“Yes, my daughters are truly special young women. It hasn’t always been easy for me, but you can see for yourself the results have been worth it. Both are set up perfectly to be tremendous successes in life. Of course, they both have natural talent. I merely nurtured what was already there. I allowed them to flourish and become their best selves.”

“It’s amazing. Inspirational.”

“Yes, well,” she said, pouting a smirk. “You see now the difference between my family and yours?”

Cindy shuffled uncomfortably. She knew Eleanor was right, Jessica and Alison were objectively better than Sarah, at least by measurement of their achievements. Still, it was difficult to hear.

Eleanor continued. “My daughters must remain in peak condition in order to maintain optimum performance. They can’t just shovel whatever into their mouths like Sarah. Do you appreciate Jessica’s anger now?”

“Yes, Eleanor. I do.”

Eleanor smiled and tapped Cindy on her nose. “Well, you know, I think you’ll appreciate my daughters a whole lot more after you’ve finished buffing each and every single one of their trophies and medals.”

Cindy paled. There were so many. It would take her hours. Eleanor glared and Cindy felt herself shrink. She smiled nervously. “Definitely, Eleanor. Great idea.”

Eleanor pouted. “And you can clean up the kitchen too. Just don’t forget about our reservation.”

“Thank you, Eleanor,” said Cindy, unsure what she was grateful for, but exceedingly grateful nevertheless.
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CINDY LOOKED ON HER phone for La Maison de Verre.

It was an ultra-modern resort and spa. Sleek, glass sail panels blended into nature and offered panoramic views of the surrounding forest, mountains, and lake. It boasted sun terraces, bio saunas, steam rooms, massage parlors, gymnasiums, meditation rooms, solariums, boutiques, lounges, and salons. The suites offered private balconies, plasma TVs, King-sized beds, and hot tubs.

Cindy tried to ignore the prices. If she couldn’t see them, they weren’t real. She took her credit card from her bag and her hand trembled as she dialed the number, hoping to receive a deal if she spoke to an actual person.

The woman on the line had an accent Cindy assumed was French.

“La Maison de Verre.”

“Um, yes, hello,” said Cindy. “I would like to make a reservation?”

“What would you like, Madam?”

“I need three suites for tomorrow, please. Leaving Sunday?”

There was silence. Cindy gulped. “You cannot be serious, Madam. This is La Maison de Verre. There is a waiting list. We cannot just give away next-day suites. Impossible.”

Cindy felt the dread of failure return. “No-no, please, you have to help me,” her voice cracked. She felt the tears well. Her pussy reminded her how much she needed this. She could not fail twice. What use would Eleanor have for her if she did? “There has to be something you can do?”

“I don’t think I appreciate your tone, Madam.”

“I’m sorry, please don’t hang up, please.” Name-dropping had worked once before, why not again? “The suites are for Mrs. Eleanor Noble and her daughters. They are good customers, aren’t they? Don’t they deserve better than your average customer?”

There was silence. “Madame Noble you say?”

Cindy breathed in relief. “Yes, can’t you do something?”

“I must speak to management. Hold.”

Cindy waited anxiously. She had to remember simply to say she was ordering on behalf of Eleanor in the future if she expected to get anywhere. She had always known on some level that the world made special allowances for people like Eleanor, but now she had seen it for herself and knew it to be true.

“We can move some things around for Madame Noble,” said the woman.

Cindy whimpered in relief. “Thank you so much.”

She heard the woman typing on her keyboard. “Am I to assume Madame Noble wishes for her usual package?”

Her skin prickled with dread. That sounded expensive. “Um, yes, please.”

“Very well. Breakfast and dining options, three bottles of Champagne Louis Roederer Brut, personalized flower arrangements, taxes, resort fees, late check-out, late booking fee-”

Cindy felt a cold sweat.

“Your total comes to $10289.42.”

Her knees buckled. She had tried so hard never to fall into debt and in one moment it was all ruined. It would be years before she would even come close to paying this off. Her head told her to stop this madness. She could leave Eleanor’s mansion and never return. Eleanor could not make her do this. Cindy was choosing to do this. Why? This was insane. The wetness in her panties gave her all the logic she needed to give her credit card information.

“Check-in is at 12 p.m.”

“Thank you so much,” she said, feeling a warmth wash through her. Her trembling hand hovered over her crotch. She was desperate to touch herself.

The woman gave a noncommittal grunt and hung up, leaving Cindy staring into space as if trapped in a coma.

“Hey!”

The voice of Jessica made Cindy leap back into reality. She turned to see Jessica with her hands on the hips of her short-pleated skirt, revealing the tan and tone of her athletic legs. Cindy fumbled her phone at the surprise and dropped it. She whimpered as it crashed onto the hard marble floor. She prayed it was okay. She couldn’t afford anything else.

“Who said you could take a break? Why aren’t you buffing my trophies?”

“S-sorry, Miss Jessica,” she said, buckling into a curtsey. “I was just making your reservation.”

“You’d better have remembered to book my own suite. I’m not fucking sharing with Alison.”

“N-no, of course not, Miss Jessica. I wouldn’t dream of-”

Jessica interrupted her by marching at her. Cindy instinctively backed away. She collided against the cabinets. She raised her palms in surrender and was already pleading before Jessica grabbed her nose and twisted, pulling Cindy toward her face and staring directly into her eyes. Cindy whimpered from the sharp pain.

“Don’t you dare think this is over yet.”

Cindy began to sob. Her pussy was ready to spasm. She squirmed her thighs for relief. Her quivers began to mimic a hump.

"I’m not going to forget what you did just because of some poxy weekend away at a fucking spa. You hear me, bitch?”

Cindy nodded. “I really am sorry, Miss. Please believe me.”

“We’ll see,” said Jessica, twisting her nose 180 degrees and causing Cindy to yelp.
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ELEANOR AND JESSICA’S trash from breakfast was all over the island countertops. Cindy folded the paper delivery bags and placed them neatly into the trash storage hidden inside the cabinet. There were a few scraps of fruit and berries left from Eleanor’s plate and nothing in Jessica’s bowl. Jessica must have had the exact amount of nutrition and she did not waste any of it. Cindy could not help but admire her dedication to her sport.

Eleanor was right, Jessica was under a huge amount of stress. It was unsurprising she had a temper. Cindy had to remember not to take it personally. She hoped that a long weekend being pampered would help her relax and maybe realize that Cindy was not her enemy. Yes, it was expensive. Yes, it would take Cindy more than a thousand hours to pay for, but if Eleanor and her family had a great time at Cindy’s expense, then maybe that would prove she could be useful. They might even start to think of her as someone they wanted to have around.

As Cindy cleared Eleanor’s leftovers into the trash can, she had to remind herself where she was. She was inside Eleanor’s house! Her teenage self had dreamed of this.

She looked at the empty cushioned stool where Eleanor had sat for breakfast. She double-checked she was alone and leaned her face close against the cushion and inhaled. It was faint, but Eleanor’s perfumed scent lingered.

She reached inside her cargo pants, and into her moist panties. She bit her lips and suppressed a squeal as she began to furiously tap against her clit. It was an effort to pull away before she came. What if someone saw her? This wasn’t right. She had to control herself until she got home. Besides, the longer she teased herself, the better her orgasm anyway.

She was still trembling as she resumed her chores.

Only Eleanor had taken her coffee. Everything else had been wasted. Nobody had touched her blueberry muffins. She felt a little sad as she emptied the untouched coffee and smoothie down the sink. She placed the muffins in the box in the fridge just in case they changed their mind or if Alison wanted them when she came home from school.

She filled one bucket with clear water and another with mild soapy water and took various polishing cloths. She carried everything back to the glass cabinets, careful not to spill any water onto Eleanor’s floors.

She kneeled on the floor and carefully removed the first of Jessica’s gold trophies. She dipped and rinsed a soft cloth in the soapy water and gently wiped over the gold. She removed the suds with clear water and dried the trophy with a soft microfiber cloth.

She saw herself in the reflection of the gold, on her knees, polishing Jessica’s trophy. What had she become? All that mattered to her was doing a good job. If she pleased them, they would let her stay. Then she could masturbate to them every day.

She had no idea how much time had passed when she heard the tap of Eleanor’s chic, Nappa leather, Salvatore Ferragamo booties over the marble. She turned and stared at the points of Eleanor’s boots, overcome with the desire to crawl over and kiss the toe.

“Working hard, I see,” said Eleanor. “Starting to appreciate my daughters now, I hope.”

“Absolutely! Thank you so much.”

Eleanor pouted. “Well, you seem to be making an effort at least.”

Cindy smiled shyly. The compliment filled her with pride. “I, um, made the reservation too,” she said, hoping for another.

“Good. You can pack our cases tomorrow. I’ll make you a list.”

“Thank you, Ms. Eleanor.” It no longer seemed appropriate to refer to her without a title. She felt far more comfortable this way.

“Finish up here and then get started cleaning the house.”

She knew Eleanor’s mansion would take far longer to clean than her own small house. The estate was huge and she was only one person.

Eleanor stared through her and she shrank, tilting closer to the floor as if ready to prostrate herself. “Of course, Ms. Eleanor,” she said. “Thank you.”
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THE HOUSEKEEPER HAD maintained an elite level of cleanliness. Cindy was impressed and grateful for her attention to detail. There was nothing that required a deep clean. Cindy was able to get away with adding soapy water into a spray bottle and gently wiping the surfaces clean. She had made good progress when Eleanor messaged her phone.

-Lunchtime. I’ll have a Greek salad. Jessica will have a chicken salad.

Cindy texted back -of course :)

She searched online for the best Greek salads and healthiest chicken salads. She felt lucky that she already knew what ingredients Eleanor had stocked since Cindy had been the one to complete her grocery shopping yesterday. Everything felt like it was coming together nicely.

She first made the dressing by whisking olive oil, vinegar, garlic, oregano, mustard, salt, and several grinds of pepper in a bowl. Next, she chopped and arranged the cucumber, green pepper, cherry tomatoes, feta cheese, red onions, and olives, mixing them all together in a large bowl. She drizzled the dressing over the top of the salad and gently tossed it. She served it on a plate and finished with a sprinkle of oregano and mint leaves. She was delighted with how it looked. It looked as good as the pictures. She just hoped it tasted okay.

She pan-seared Jessica’s lean chicken breasts in olive oil. She mixed Greek yogurt, mustard, mayonnaise, lemon juice, smoked paprika, sage, and garlic powder as a dressing. She added hardboiled eggs, celery, red onions, and nuts.

It was the perfect high-protein meal for a sports superstar. She hoped it might help prove to Jessica how much she respected her talent. She ignored the grumbling in her own stomach. There were far too many chores to finish before she could worry about her own hunger.

She placed everything on a silver tray with a glass bottle of Penta water and two crystal drinking glasses with ice. She carried it into the lounge where she saw, through the glass sliding door, Eleanor and Jessica sitting outside across a stone bar table with an oriental bronze base.

They looked majestic against the backdrop of exotic plant life, with the warm sun beaming upon them. Eleanor wore Chanel sunglasses whilst Jessica opted for tinted Nike. Wind chimes gently rattled in the breeze. Bronze Buddhas, stone animals, and Hindu gods were hidden within the foliage, giving a sense of zen.

They stopped their conversation upon seeing Cindy with their lunch. They stared as Cindy placed the tray on the stone surface of the table. She smiled nervously as she placed each of their personalized salads before them and set their stainless steel cutlery on carefully laid silk napkins.

Eleanor gave nothing away, but Cindy could see Jessica’s vindictiveness. It was as if she was waiting for Cindy to mess up so she could explode on her.

Cindy determined not to make any mistakes. She poured the chilled water and added a slice of lemon. She backed away from the table and clasped her hands before her as politely as she could and curtsied. Her subservient manner around them had become second nature. It felt correct in her pussy and mind to show them the proper obeisance.

“Well,” said Eleanor, pouting, “it looks reasonable. Let’s see how it tastes.”

She gathered up a healthy portion on her fork and slowly guided it into her mouth. Cindy listened to the crunch of her chew like it was ASMR. Eleanor said nothing as she shrugged a single shoulder and took a sip of water. Cindy smiled happily to herself.

Jessica took a mouthful of her chicken salad. Cindy watched her nervously.

“How is it, baby?” said Eleanor to her daughter.

“Too much mustard,” she said, turning to Cindy. “Do better next time.”

Cindy figured that was as good as a compliment considering everything she had put Jessica through. It meant there would be a next time. They trusted her enough to cook for them. She nodded happily and curtsied once more.

“Of course, Miss Jessica. Thank you.”
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ALISON’S BABY PINK and white bedroom was a mess. Clothes had been thrown over her hardwood floor. Her duvet and sheets were strewn over her super King bed. Her vanity table was covered in products, many of which had spilled over the surface. The double door to her walk-in closet was open and more clothes, shoes, and sneakers had been thrown around.

Her en-suite held even more products tipped over the marble countertops. Toothpaste had dried inside both her sinks. Hair clogged the plugholes. Wet towels were in a pile. Her toilet seat was up and the water was golden from her morning pee.

Cindy panicked upon seeing the carnage. She wasn’t sure how one girl could make such a huge mess. What if Alison arrived home before it was clean? What would she say? What would Eleanor say?

Cindy rushed around as quickly as she could. She put dirty clothes in the laundry, scrubbed the surfaces, changed the sheets, laid out fresh towels, and sprayed her bedroom and bathroom with aromatic freshener.

She had barely finished when she heard giggling from down the corridor. She quickly smoothed over the fresh duvet cover to remove any creases and fluffed her pillows. The door burst open and Cindy immediately stood to attention as if caught in an act of wrongdoing. She smiled nervously and held her hands behind her back.

Alison strode inside wearing high waist, designer, torn jean shorts that showed off her powerful, tanned legs. She wore sneakers without socks, a baby pink bandeau tube top, and a loose-fitting Prada hoodie. A brunette friend followed her inside, wearing a white crop top, tartan skirt, and sneakers. They both glowed with healthy skin and products.

A tall, plainer girl trailed them, dressed in ill-fitting clothing. She carried both of their bags across her skinny shoulders. She wore no makeup to hide the unfortunate zits across her face. She had cheap glasses and dirty-looking hair.

Cindy shuddered a little. It was like looking at herself in senior year. The girl blushed upon seeing Cindy and Cindy did likewise. They stared at each for a moment in mutual shame, as if recognizing kindred spirits.

Alison grinned as she saw Cindy. “Lucy,” she said to her friend, “this is her.”

The brunette Lucy smiled. “Did you know you’re like totally famous now?” she said to Cindy.

Cindy blushed harder.

Alison giggled. “I shared that video of you splashing around in the pool. It’s got like ten thousand views already.”

Cindy stared, horrified.

Lucy sat on the edge of Alison’s bed and scooted up to rest her back against the pillows. “So, like, is she your new housekeeper or something?”

Alison joined her, giggling. “She wishes. A housekeeper gets paid.”

They both laughed.

“Hey,” said Alison to Cindy, “go get us some lemonade.”

Cindy curtsied. “Um, r-right away, Miss Alison.”

Both girls laughed.

“Wow,” said Lucy, “she might turn out to be even more pathetic than your last one.”

“Ha! She might. Try not to fall into the pool this time, loser.”

Cindy absorbed their laughter, longing to touch herself. She smiled at them nervously and backed out of the room, moving beyond the plain, third girl who blinked at her curiously through her large glasses.
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CINDY KNOCKED ON ALISON’S door before entering. She heard giggling and the faint sounds of R’n’B music. There was no answer to her light knock. She held a silver tray with a jug of icy lemonade and three glasses. Alison had not asked for any snacks, but she had placed the blueberry muffins and a selection of fresh fruits and berries for the girls to pick at if they were hungry. She stood awkwardly for a time before braving the door uninvited.

Alison and Lucy were both lounging next to each other on Alison’s bed, playing with their iPhones. Alison’s was encased by a quilted baby pink Chanel case while Lucy had opted for glitter and rose gold. Their sneakers had been kicked off and they wiggled their bare feet at the plain girl now kneeling at the foot of the bed, massaging lotion into their soles. Cindy placed the tray on the vanity table and began to pour the lemonade.

Alison kicked the girl’s face with her foot without glancing away from her phone. “She doesn’t need any,” she said to Cindy. “Go get her some water.”

The girl blushed and immediately went back to rubbing the foot that had struck her.

“Um, okay,” said Cindy, uncertainly. She turned to make her way back to the kitchen but was stopped by Alison.

“Where’re you going?” she said.

“To bring water?”

Alison turned to her and grinned. “But there’s a perfectly good toilet through there.” She nodded toward her bathroom.

Lucy held her smile, studying Cindy’s reaction.

Cindy looked down at the girl who had shrunken even lower to the floor, hanging her head, still working hard on Alison’s foot.

“I, uh, don’t think that is appropriate, Miss Ali-”

“Do it!”

Cindy jumped at the sudden command. Without thinking, she took the spare glass and hurried to Alison’s bathroom with Alison and Lucy giggling behind her.

She stared inside the toilet bowl. Was she really going to do this? Serving Eleanor and her daughters was one thing. The only person she was debasing was herself. In theory, she could have refused any of their demands if she wanted to. But this was something else.

“Hurry up!” came the demanding voice of Alison.

Cindy immediately forgot her reservations and dipped the glass in the bowl, filling it with toilet water. She returned to the bedroom to find Alison and Lucy with their phones pointed at her, grinning.

“You first,” said Alison.

Cindy gulped, but it took only a single annoyed glance from Alison for Cindy to obey and take a sip of the stale water.

They laughed.

“Now spit in it,” said Alison.

Cindy grew as flush as the girl still working on Alison’s feet. Her skin prickled. She stared at them in disbelief. “Um, excuse me?”

“Just do it,” whined Lucy.

Cindy knew this had gone too far. She had to put a stop to this, but their challenging stares were too much. She had to avert her eyes. Her hand trembled as she slowly lowered her face and dropped a line of saliva into the glass.

Alison and Lucy both burst into more laughter.

“I can’t believe she did it,” said Lucy.

Alison tapped the girl’s nose with the same foot the girl was massaging. “Okay, loser, drink it.”

The girl slowly raised herself up. She was taller than Cindy but her limbs were gangly. She took the glass from Cindy without even looking at her.

Cindy just stared, helpless. What had she done?

“Thank her, Emily,” said Lucy.

“Down it,” commanded Alison.

Cindy watched in horror as Emily did exactly what was ordered of her, gulping it all down her throat in one as Alison and Lucy cheered, recording the whole thing on their phones.

When Emily finished, she handed the glass back to Cindy, mumbled a “thank you,” and returned to her knees, crawling back to the feet of her tormentors, applying more lotion to their soles.

Cindy stood stupidly. Video footage now existed of her spitting in a glass and handing it to a senior high schooler to drink. What had she done and why did the humiliation turn her on so much? She squeezed her legs together to try and satisfy the tingling.

“What else can we make her do?” said Lucy.

Cindy whimpered a little. “Please, Miss, I have cleaning to finish.” She knew how pathetic she sounded. She couldn’t help herself. She didn’t want to help herself. She wanted more. She deserved the abuse. She craved it.

They both laughed at her request.

“Alright, loser,” said Alison, “you can go.”

“Thank you, Miss,” said Cindy, curtseying.

“After you kiss our feet.”

Cindy didn’t even pretend she was going to refuse. She lowered herself to her knees and crawled to them.

Emily backed away and slowly rubbed her crotch with her fingers as she stared at the older woman taking her place at the feet of Alison and Lucy.

Cindy slowly kissed the balls of their pampered feet. Their skin was so soft and smelled like shea butter. Cindy’s own hand trembled as it hovered over her own crotch. Her panties moistened. How could something so wrong feel so right?

“Alright,” said Alison, still recording. “You can fuck off now.”
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CINDY HAD JUST FINISHED the last of the cleaning when her phone buzzed. Eleanor wanted a gin and tonic.

Cindy went to the kitchen and searched the cupboards for everything she needed. She looked up recipes on her phone for the perfect gin and tonic. Eleanor would expect nothing less and Cindy would be embarrassed to serve her anything less.

She added large ice cubes made from frozen Penta water. She poured a measure of Nolet’s Silver gin followed by three times the amount of Premium Indian tonic water. She peeled a strip of lime and twisted it over the glass to drip its oil into the mixture, then dropped the peel fully into the glass.

She was proud of her creation when she delivered it to Eleanor, who had moved into the living room. Eleanor sat with her legs crossed, her elbows rested on the back of the sofa, and her breasts pushed out confidently.

Jessica sat facing her mother’s side on the U-shaped couch, her face tilted slightly to the tennis match playing on the massive plasma TV.

Eleanor opened her hand and Cindy approached to pass the glass directly into it. Eleanor took a sip and passed it back. Cindy smiled and placed it on a coaster on the maple wood coffee table.

“So,” said Eleanor. Cindy immediately straightened as if called to attention. “We’ve been talking.”

Cindy gulped and glanced at Jessica, who smirked back at her with evil satisfaction.

Eleanor continued. “Jessica is concerned you’re going to try and weasel out of your obligation to her.”

“No, Ms. Eleanor, I would never-”

“I’m speaking!”

Cindy hung her head in shame and nodded. “Sorry, Ms. Eleanor.”

“Now, as I was saying,” she said with a pout. “It is vital that Jessica has her favorite racket before her tournament, and you’ve already proven once that you can’t be trusted.”

Cindy felt a sting in her throat and at the back of her eyes. She had tried so hard to make amends.

“I think it is only right that we have some insurance, don’t you?”

Cindy shuffled her feet. “I, um-”

Eleanor nodded to a large, glossy, onyx shoebox on the coffee table. “Open it.”

Cindy felt the hateful stare of Jessica as she leaned over to remove the lid. It had the same elevated golden ankh she had seen on the plaque. She froze as she looked inside to find a collar. She looked up at Eleanor, confused.

Eleanor smiled. “Maybe I should explain. There’s a microchip inside that will allow us to keep track of your movements.”

Jessica sneered. “You won’t be hiding from me, bitch.”

“Language,” said Eleanor.

Cindy had no intention of hiding. The price of servitude was high, both in money and dignity, but her pussy had not felt so alive since high school. She had been kidding herself for years. There was a reason why she thought of Eleanor every time she had sex with Pete. There was a reason why her experience at high school was what she came to. Her pussy hungered for this. She needed Eleanor. She needed the humiliation and exploitation.

“Of course,” continued Eleanor, “this is usually reserved for misbehaved dogs, but it will work just fine for you too. Myself, Jessica, and Alison will all be able to monitor you on our phones. Go ahead, put it on.”

Cindy trembled as she reached for it. It was bulkier and heavier than she thought. It was clearly an expensive piece of technology. Cindy did not even consider refusing. She looped it around her neck without a word of complaint. Jessica chuckled.

“Come here,” said Eleanor, pointing before her.

Cindy shuffled over and Eleanor grabbed the thick leather, tightening it and clipping the metal buckle closed. Cindy felt the pressure, squeezing against her neck. It would take some getting used to.

“Okay,” said Eleanor, “let’s try this out, shall we?”

Cindy felt her palms sweat with nerves. Eleanor took her phone and tapped on the screen. “Status active,” she said.

“Mom,” said Jessica, taking out her own phone and grinning down at it. “You haven’t told her the best bit yet.”

“Oh yes,” smiled Eleanor. “There really wouldn’t be any reason for you to not just take it off and carry it around with you, would there?”

Cindy shook her head, fearing what was coming.

“We have some insurance against that too. Go ahead and try to take it off.”

Cindy quivered as she reached for the buckle. There was a whir from within the collar and electricity zapped into her neck. She screamed and dropped to her knees, grabbing at the collar with her fingers to prise it away. It only lasted a moment but it was intense. She gasped and felt her heart beat a thousand times.

She whimpered as she looked up from the floor at Eleanor, staring down and smiling at her. Jessica clapped her hands and laughed.

“As you can see,” said an amused Eleanor, “disobedience will be quite painful.”

Cindy trembled. She was numb from the aftershock.

“Of course, you can still remove it if you can get through the pain. But I’d be very disappointed in you. You don’t want that, do you?”

Cindy whimpered. “N-no, Ms. Eleanor.”

Eleanor leaned down and tapped Cindy on her nose.

“Good girl.”

If Cindy had a tail, she would have wagged it. She wanted to be a good girl more than anything else in the world.

“H-how can I hide this from my family?” she said, weakly.

“That sounds like a you problem.”

Cindy nodded and looked down at Eleanor’s boot. She wanted to kiss it so badly. She looked back up at her with puppy eyes and whimpered.

Eleanor smiled at her triumphantly. “You may.”

Cindy leaned close to the point of Eleanor’s boot and placed a single kiss upon the point.

Jessica chuckled. “Wow, what a fucking freak.”

Eleanor tittered at her daughter. “Language, baby,” she warned, playfully. “Oh, and Cindy?”

Cindy looked up from the leather.

“This collar was $450.”

Cindy nodded. “Thank you, Ms. Eleanor.”
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Chapter 3.


[image: image]


Cindy admired her collar in the rear-view mirror of her car. She looked quite cute. Plus, the constant contraction against her throat felt safe, like Eleanor was always with her.

It was already dark. Her time with Eleanor and her family had gone by too quickly. She couldn’t wait for tomorrow. Her heart raced and her blood was hot.

She checked the cul-de-sac was quiet and slid down in her seat. She guided her fingers inside her panties and massaged around her clit, spreading her fingers into a V for the victory Eleanor had gained over her.

She rubbed. The sway of Eleanor’s buttocks in her skin-tight leather. The taste of toilet water. Jessica’s anger. Alison’s feet. All the money she had spent. The electricity through her neck. She gasped and came. Her submissiveness had given her warmth and euphoria. It was incredible. She felt better than ever. She was like a new woman.

“Thank you,” she said breathlessly to Eleanor, as if she could hear her through the collar.

She looked over at the tall hedgerow that guarded Eleanor’s estate against unworthy eyes and sighed longingly. What might happen if she was to crawl back to the gate and beg to be allowed to stay? Would Eleanor take her in? Make a slave of her?

She shook her head and slapped her cheek.

She had to snap out of it. She was not eighteen anymore. She was a mother and a wife. She had a mortgage and a job. She had responsibilities now.

She turned the key in the ignition and her crappy engine spurted into life. How was she ever going to hide her collar from Pete and Sarah? She would have to sneak inside and find a scarf before they saw her. She would figure this all out later.
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THE LIGHTS WERE ON in her living room, but the upstairs seemed dark. Pete was definitely home. He always was these days. If she were lucky, Sarah would be working a late shift at Burger King. So long as Cindy got rid of her husband for a few minutes, she had a chance to avoid being seen.

She parked away from the house and texted Pete.

-Hi, honey. I’m on my way. Do you want take out for dinner? Whatever you like. I’ll be home soon. 

She waited for a response, biting her nails. But after a few minutes of nothing, she sighed and dialed his number. After a couple of rings, he answered with a grunt.

“Pete,” she said, “I’m tired. I’ve been working all day. Can you please go out and get us some food?”

“You have the car.”

“Pete!” she said, unable to control the impatience in her tone. “Just do this one thing for me. I’m exhausted. I don’t want to stop. I just want to get home. Wendy’s is literally just two blocks away.”

“Fine, let me finish watching this.”

She listened to Pete’s heavy breathing down the line and knew she would have to control herself if she had any hope of having him leave. She was not Eleanor. She did not have the charisma to simply make people do what she said. 

“Please, honey,” she said softly, hoping to gain his sympathy. “I’ve had a really hard day. Please go now. You can get me the chicken salad.”

“A salad?”

“Yes, Pete, a salad,” she snapped, forgetting her patience immediately. Pete had that effect on her. 

“Alright. Got sand in your vagina?” 

She removed the phone from her ear and took a moment to compose herself before responding. She loathed him sometimes. “I’m sorry, Pete. I’m just exhausted,” she said, as sickeningly sweet as she could manage. “I would like to try a salad.”

“Alright, give me a sec. I’m going.”

“Thank you.” She disconnected before giving him a chance to say anything else. 

She waited far longer than the second he had claimed before he finally came waddling out the front door. She ducked behind her steering wheel and peeked over the top as she watched him disappear down the road. It was no wonder the idea of a salad was so shocking to him. The only greens he ate were relish on his greasy burgers.

When it seemed safe, she slowly drove up to the house. Pete had left the door unlocked. She opened it a crack and looked around for any sign of Sarah. It seemed clear. She entered and rushed upstairs.

She reached her bedroom door and had her hand already gripped on the handle when she heard the flush of the toilet. The bathroom door opened and Sarah stepped out, turning off the light. Cindy froze like a weasel in the headlights. 

“Mom?” said Sarah, furrowing her brow. “Um, what’s that around your neck?”

Cindy gripped the leather and pulled at it absentmindedly, as if noticing it for the first time. She laughed, more anxiously than she intended. “Oh, this? I’m just trying something. Do you like it?”

Sarah blinked at her. “That’s a dog collar, Mom.”

“Oh, Sarah,” she said, desperately trying to think of a way out of it. “Don’t be silly.”

If only Sarah had spent twenty more seconds in the bathroom. Why was fate tormenting her like this? Why couldn’t Sarah have been out with friends like a normal nineteen-year-old? Because she didn’t have any friends. She had always been shy and awkward - easy prey for the confident, outgoing girls.

Cindy had hoped better for her daughter, but as it turned out, Sarah was just like her mom. She was unfortunately destined for a life of mediocrity. Cindy blamed herself for failing to prepare Sarah properly for the hardship of life. Still, she was a good girl and Cindy loved her more than anything. 

“Mom?” 

“It’s just a choker. I heard they’re fashionable. Alternative fashion they call it, I think.” 

“So, like steampunk?” 

Cindy smiled, relieved to have gotten away with it. “Yes, exactly. I love steampunk.”

“Oh really? What’s steampunk, Mom?”

A good girl who asked too many questions.

“Don’t you have better things to do than question my fashion choices, Sarah?”

Sarah shrugged.

“Fine, I guess I’ll just wear a scarf instead. Happy now?” 

“Why do you need to wear anything around your neck?”

“Because,” she said, spitting with frustration, “just once in my life I’d like to feel special.” She wasn’t sure where that outburst came from. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m really tired, Sarah.”

“It’s okay, Mom. I’m sorry too. You know you’re always special to me, right?”

Cindy smiled at her. She was a good girl who deserved a better role model than Cindy. Eleanor would never have raised a timid girl to be pushed around and bullied. It was inconceivable that Jessica or Alison would ever be targeted the way Sarah had been. It was hard to believe Sarah was the same age as Jessica. It was awful to admit, but Cindy knew Jessica was the objectively better person. Just like Eleanor was better than herself. 

Sarah continued. “And I think you look cute, for what it’s worth.”

Cindy smiled. “Do you really think so?”

Sarah nodded and gave her a hug.

Cindy squeezed her close. Sarah would be the best Sarah she could be and Cindy would be proud of anything she achieved. It was useless to try to compare her to Jessica or anyone else. Sarah was special because she was Sarah and Cindy would always love her. 

“Your father is bringing in food. I’m going to get changed.”

“You can wear anything you like if it makes you happy, Mom. You know that, right?

Cindy smiled. “Thank you. But I think your father might be confused by it.”

They shared a laugh and Sarah kissed her on the cheek. She headed downstairs and Cindy entered the bedroom.

She checked herself in the standing mirror. It seemed a shame to hide her collar with a scarf but she knew Pete would not be as understanding as Sarah. She really did look cute. Even Sarah said so.
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CINDY SAT WITH HER family across her small kitchen table on an uncomfortable wooden chair. She watched Pete shovel his cheeseburger into his maw and wondered how she had ever let him kiss her with that mouth. She nibbled on her salad, aware it was a pathetic imitation of what she had served Eleanor and Jessica earlier in the day. She sighed without thinking.

“What’s up with you?” said Pete, with his mouth full. 

“Nothing,” she said.

Sarah picked at her fries. “I like your scarf, Mom.”

Cindy smiled at her. 

“Oh yeah,” said Pete, “why you wearing that?” 

She glared at him. Had he just noticed? She needn’t have bothered trying to hide her collar. He wouldn’t have noticed even if she had drawn luminous arrows on it. “I thought it looked nice.”

Pete laughed. “Since when did you care about looking nice?”

She slid her food away and got up from the table. 

“That’s all you’re eating?” said Pete. 

“Go ahead and finish it if you want.”

“I’m not eating a salad.”

“Well, maybe you wouldn’t be so fucking fat if you did once in a while.”

Pete held his cheeseburger in his grip and stared at her, speechless.

“Mom?” said Sarah. “Is everything okay?”

Cindy smiled at her. “Fine, honey. I’m getting an early night, though. Excuse me.”

“You had an early night last night,” said Pete. 

“I’m still tired,” she said, without looking back, leaving her family staring in bewilderment at the back of her head. 

Her attack on Pete felt good. Just a couple of days ago she would never have spoken up like that. It could only have been Eleanor’s influence. She climbed the stairs feeling more confident than she had in forever.

She crawled into bed and under the sheets. It had been the most exhilarating 48 hours of her life. She had to continue to work hard to prove to Eleanor that she was worth having around. She could never return to her normal life again. A life without Eleanor was meaningless. She started to play with her clit, terrified and excited to discover just how low she could sink. 
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IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO sleep with Pete snoring like a motorbike. She watched the covers over his gut rising and falling. She had never been less attracted to him. At least he showed no interest in sex. The very thought of his touch revolted her.

She wondered why she’d married him. Because he asked her? Because she thought she couldn’t do better? Because she thought she wanted to live a normal life instead of pining after her high school obsession? If not for Sarah, the last twenty-five years separated from Eleanor would have been a complete waste.

She looked at her phone and saw the time was 3:22. The idea that she could just close her eyes and be instantly teleported to tomorrow was long since gone. 

A crash outside the window made her bolt upright. She nudged Pete to try and wake him, but he was oblivious, as usual. She sighed at him and clambered out of bed.

She peeked through a gap in the curtains to look down at their dirt driveway and saw a lanky figure wearing a black hoodie, wielding a baseball bat. Her eyes widened as the figure cracked the bat down against her car’s windshield, shattering the glass. 

She reached for her phone to dial 911 when she caught sight of the figure’s face. The large glasses and permanent flush gave her away at once. Emily. The girl who had downed Cindy’s spit. Cindy watched in disbelief as Emily jabbed the bat into the wing mirror, cracking more glass. 

Cindy knew she should stop her. Emily was not Alison. She was a meek, awkward girl, not unlike Sarah. She would certainly run away if confronted. And yet...Cindy continued to observe her, mesmerized. Was this Emily’s revenge? Cindy would deserve it after her role in her degradation. She suddenly felt better about the whole affair. It was as if they were even now. 

How did she even know her address? She gripped her collar. Eleanor said they could track her with it. Alison knew her location. She must have put Emily up to it. She bit her lip and felt a tingle in her pussy. There was no escape from them now, even in her own home.

Emily continued until every window was covered in spider webs of broken glass. She moved to a zip bag on the ground and removed a can of yellow spray paint. She shook it and began to spray slurs over the paintwork. ‘Whore,’ ‘bitch,’ ‘slut,’ ‘loser,’ ‘cunt.’

Cindy touched herself. Her pussy agreed with the insults.

Emily tossed the can back in the bag and opened a flip knife. She stabbed it several times into each of the tires. Finally, she picked up her bag and began to take pictures. No doubt she would be sending them to Alison and Lucy.

Was Alison hoping Cindy would see it all? Did she know Cindy would just stand and watch like a wimp? Did she want her to challenge Emily? Did it really matter? Alison would have found it fun either way.

Emily waited a moment longer than she should have before making her escape, as if waiting for permission from Alison before running. Cindy hoped she would get away. She knew it would be difficult enough for a girl like that to succeed in life without a criminal record to her name. Although she imagined Alison would get a good laugh out of her arrest. 

Cindy closed the curtain and looked back at Pete. The slob had snored through the whole thing. He would be in for a shock when he finally awoke. Served him right. It served them both right.
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PETE PATROLLED THE car, red-faced and sweaty, ranting about those “damned kids.” Cindy rolled her eyes at his attempts at being macho. The car was ruined and they had no insurance against vandalism. There was nothing to be done but to sell it for scrap. It was no great loss. 

“Have you called the cops yet?” said Pete. 

“Of course,” she lied. 

She had no intention of ever calling them. The last thing Cindy wanted was for Emily to get into trouble. Emily would be unlikely to spend much time in jail, but still, it was doubtful a girl like that would do well in jail even if only for a few days. And what if Emily told the cops what Cindy had done to her? Even if it was consensual, the embarrassment of having to explain why she had spat into Emily’s drink was too much. It wasn’t as if she could deny anything. Alison and Lucy both held video footage. 

“Then what did they say?” said Pete. 

Cindy sighed. She was sick of this. It was stealing time away from Eleanor. “They’re looking into it. But I doubt they can do anything. There aren’t any witnesses. Anyway, I’ll let you know.”

“What does that mean?”

“I have to work, Pete,” she lied again. “I’m calling a cab.”

“We can’t afford cab fare back and forth. Can’t you take the bus?”

“No, Pete. I’m not taking the fucking bus. You’ll have to figure out how to be a man and get us a new car. We’ve been needing one for years.”

She knew they had no money to buy anything. Now more than ever, after the debt she had accumulated for Eleanor. But she didn’t care. She just wanted to get to Eleanor as quickly as possible.

She waited until Pete had stormed back inside, cursing at the injustice, before she called the cab. Another day of blissful service awaited her and her pussy tingled with impatience. 
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CINDY FIRST STOPPED at Delicacé to buy coffee. She felt it was important to show Jessica she had learned her lesson about caffeine doses. The barista remembered her as Eleanor’s housekeeper and understood the importance of the order. Cindy remembered to tip her 50% again. The warm rush of added debt was like a drug.

The cab driver gave her a strange look when she requested her next stop at Paradise Hills. She told him she was working as a housekeeper at one of the mansions and he seemed satisfied with her reasoning. It was a white lie. She was technically working as a housekeeper, just without getting paid. In fact, she was the one paying Eleanor for the privilege. What was her total sum now? Over 12k? She crossed her legs to kill the urge to play with her arousal as she calculated her insurmountable losses. 

She asked to be dropped off a little way from Eleanor’s estate, since she was unworthy of convenience.

She walked up the sidewalk and halted as she saw Emily standing outside Eleanor’s gilded gates, carrying two designer backpacks across her shoulders which no doubt belonged to Alison and Lucy.

Emily blushed and glanced to her feet as soon as she caught sight of Cindy.

Cindy gulped. She knew it was up to her to say something. She was the older woman.

“Hello,” she said as she approached. “Emily, wasn’t it?”

Emily’s shoulders rose as if trying to hide behind them. She was tall but gangly and her ill-fitting clothing did not help her appearance. What chance did she have around girls like Alison and Lucy?

“Look,” said Cindy as warmly as she could, “I owe you an apology for what happened yesterday. It was wrong for me to do that.”

Emily blinked at her from behind her thick lenses. 

“I want you to know that I don’t blame you for anything. It’s okay. You don’t need to worry. I’m not pressing charges.”

Emily visibly swallowed and opened her mouth as if to speak, when the gates slowly opened. Cindy looked over at Eleanor’s mansion, gleaming in the morning sunshine like an ancient marble palace.

Alison’s rose-pink Porsche convertible was heading towards them along the driveway with Alison’s blonde hair waving majestically in the breeze.

She pulled up alongside them and stared through her oversized pink-framed Bulgari Serpenti sunglasses. Bubble gum showed between her perfect white teeth as she smiled at them, dimpling her cheeks adorably. Her large breasts filled the form-fitting baby pink tank top that was tucked into her designer jean shorts. 

“So,” she said, “how are my two favorite losers this morning?”

Cindy felt honored. Alison really considered her a favorite? “Really good, Miss Alison,” she answered quickly. “I have a coffee for you.” She tried to ignore Emily’s perplexed stare.

“What is it?”

“Honey vanilla latte, Miss?” said Cindy, curtseying without even realizing she was doing it.  

“Fine. I guess I’ll take it.”

Cindy smiled. “Thank you, Miss.”

Alison took a sip and placed it in her drink holder. “Hey, bitch,” she said to Emily. “Did you finish my homework?”

“Yes, Alison,” she mumbled. 

“And you washed and ironed my gym clothes?”

“Yes, Alison,” she mumbled.

Alison pressed a button on her dashboard and opened the trunk. “Alright. Hurry up and get in, then. I’m blaming you if we’re late picking up Lucy.”

Emily shuffled to the rear of the car and placed the bags in the trunk first before she clambered inside, curling into a fetal position. Alison pressed the button again and the trunk closed, locking Emily inside like a coffin. 

Cindy stared dumbly.

“Where’s your car anyway, loser?” said Alison nonchalantly, as though having a girl in the trunk of her car was the most normal thing in the world. 

Cindy flushed. “Oh, um, I think I’ll be needing a replacement soon, Miss.”

Alison giggled. 

“Um, Miss?” said Cindy, apologetically, “d-do you think it’s safe for her to ride in your trunk like that?”

Alison lowered her sunglasses and stared, challenging Cindy’s right to question her.

Cindy shrank. “It’s just that, um, what if there’s an accident?”

“Are you saying I’m an unsafe driver?”

“No, no, Miss. Not at all. I’m sure you’re a wonderful driver. But accidents can still happen.”

“Stop being such a fucking wimp. We ride to school like this every day. She’s fine.”

Cindy gulped and curtsied. “Yes, Miss Alison. I’m sorry. I’m sure you’re right.”

“Of course I’m right. Now open your mouth.”

Cindy did as she said, feeling the excitement pumping in her heart. Alison slipped the gum from her mouth and shoved it inside Cindy’s. It held a faint taste of strawberry.

“Swallow it.” 

Cindy sucked it down her throat.

Alison giggled. “You’re such a fucking loser.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

Alison shook her head, giggling to herself as she pressed her foot down on the pedal and sped away, spraying Cindy in her exhaust, gathering speed before disappearing down the road.
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ELEANOR WAS LIKE A dream in her long-sleeved, slim-fit black pullover, which was tucked perfectly into her body-sculpted dark jeans. She wore a Gucci belt and thigh-high suede Jimmy Choos with stiletto heels.

Jessica was with her in the kitchen. She appeared ready for another tennis practice in her short, white pleated skirt, sleeveless tank top, and pure white sneakers. Her toned arms and legs were displayed intimidatingly. 

Eleanor took her coffee as a matter of entitlement and the act of taking was all the thanks Cindy required.

Jessica stared at her, red with anger.

Cindy was prepared this time. “It’s the right caffeine dose, Miss,” she said as humbly as she could, despite her pride at proving she could do something right.

Jessica stared hatefully, as if plotting something.

Cindy gulped down the tightness in her collar and placed Jessica’s coffee on the countertop, next to her phone. She had removed her scarf as soon as she entered the estate. Cindy felt it was important Eleanor saw it on her at all times.

“I must say,” said Eleanor, taking a sip of coffee and placing her cup next to Jessica’s. “I’m pleased you didn’t try a little rebellion and remove the collar last night.”

Cindy smiled. She wished she had a tail just so she could wag it. 

Jessica scoffed. “It’s only because we demonstrated what would happen if she did.”

Cindy was wounded. She would never have disobeyed Eleanor. She wished Jessica would see that she wasn’t her enemy. Perhaps when she delivered Jessica’s new racket she would finally be forgiven?

“So,” said Eleanor, pouting, “what did your family say when they saw you?” 

“My husband didn’t notice, Ms. I wore a scarf.”

“Wait,” said Jessica, “you have a husband? Seriously, someone actually wanted to marry you?”

Eleanor smiled. “She has a daughter too.”

Jessica grinned, folding her arms. “Really? Who is she?”

Cindy felt her lips dry. Bringing her family into the conversation was too real. “You, uh, wouldn’t know her, Miss.”

“She wasn’t one of those scholarship geeks from school, was she?”

“N-no, Miss. She wasn’t smart enough for anything like that. Her name’s Sarah.” 

“Sarah what?”

“Sarah J-Johnson.” 

Jessica snatched her phone from the countertop and tapped over the screen. She sighed through her nose. “Why can’t I see her on Facebook?” 

“Sorry, Miss. She, uh, isn’t on social media.”

Jessica stared. “What kind of freak isn’t on social media?”

Cindy wrung her hands. “Well, Miss, you see, she was bullied pretty badly at school. All of her online accounts were targeted. She had to delete them all to stop the abuse.”

Jessica laughed. “Figures. What does she do then?” 

Cindy flushed. “She, um, has a job.”

“Are you trying to be evasive with me?”

Cindy gulped. She didn’t want to give away things about Sarah. It felt wrong. Like a betrayal.

Jessica banged her fist on the countertop. “Answer me!”

Eleanor rubbed her daughter’s arm. “Now, now, baby. I’m sure Cindy will be more than happy to tell you.”

Cindy understood the warning in Eleanor’s tone. “She’s...working at the Burger King across from Target, Miss.”

Jessica burst into laughter. 

Eleanor chuckled, shaking her head in disbelief. “Really, Cindy,” she said, “why would you let your daughter work in a place like that?”

“Well, uh, Ms, you see...um, we needed the money and well, Sarah isn’t as talented as Miss Jessica here-”

Jessica sneered. 

“And,” she continued, ashamed of having to justify her daughter to these women, “she doesn’t go to college or anything.”

“No college?” said Eleanor, shocked. “I mean, Jessica isn’t at college either but that’s only because we thought it best she concentrate on her tennis career. What’s Sarah’s excuse?”

“She’s too stupid,” said Jessica. 

Eleanor tittered. 

Cindy shook her head. Her mothering instinct was threatening to spill. It was one thing for them to disparage herself, she deserved it, but Sarah hadn’t done anything wrong. She may not have been as beautiful or talented or intelligent as Jessica or Alison, but she still deserved respect as a human being. 

“Sarah is a smart girl,” she said, defensively, “it’s just that she’s-”

“A wimp,” added Jessica. 

Cindy reddened. It was not okay to talk about her like that. What kind of a mother meekly stood by and allowed their daughter to be belittled? She snapped. “I’m sorry she isn’t as perfect as you, but she works hard and she’s a good person. You can say what you like about me, but leave my daughter alone.”

There was silence. Eleanor and Jessica both stared through her like she was a bug, ready to be squashed under their thumbs.

Cindy took an intake of breath and covered her mouth with her hand. She regretted her outburst in the pit of her stomach. Cindy realized then that she feared Eleanor’s displeasure more than she cared for the dignity of her daughter.

Her pussy tingled, reminding Cindy of all she stood to lose if Eleanor sent her away. She wished she could take it back. Sarah wasn’t even around to hear their insults. It wasn’t as if she would ever learn about it.

“The fuck did you just say to me?” said Jessica. 

“I’m sorry, Miss. I really am. I’m sorry,” she said, bowing. She felt as pathetic as she sounded.

Eleanor strode forward, her four-inch stiletto heels echoing over the marble.

Cindy dropped to her knees and lowered herself like a cowed dog.

Jessica watched her mother with a smirk. The anticipation sparkled menacingly in her beautiful eyes. 

“P-please,” said Cindy, her voice cracking and tears welling. “I didn’t mean it.”

The gold on Eleanor’s Gucci belt and Rolex wristwatch shimmered beneath the lights. Her nipples were erect against her black, second-skin top. She pointed her finger down at Cindy’s wet nose. “Don’t you ever speak to my daughter like that. Who do you think you are?” 

Cindy whimpered. A gaping chasm opened beneath her. She saw herself falling, leaving Eleanor forever. “I’m nobody! I’m nothing. I’m sorry.” She clasped her hands. “I’m so sorry. Please don’t send me away. You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”

“Kick her ass, Mom,” said Jessica, excitedly. 

Cindy cringed even lower, as if melting into a gloop on the expensive floor. 

“Go get the paddle, baby,” said Eleanor, while staring down at Cindy. 

“Yes!” said Jessica with a fist pump. “Which one?”

Eleanor slowly pouted a smile. “Oh, I think you know which one.”

Jessica ran from the kitchen, laughing to herself.

“Okay,” said Eleanor to Cindy, “get down on the floor and present yourself.”

Cindy sniffled and nodded. She squatted on all fours and pushed her buttocks as high up into the air as she could. She gasped as Eleanor reached down to yank her pants and damp panties down her thighs.

“Cindy?” said Eleanor, calmly. “How many times have you thought about me while touching yourself?”

Did she mean over the last two days or her whole life? There was no way she could have counted them all. At least once a day since she was eighteen? “Um, I-I don’t know, Ms. A...a lot.”

Eleanor sighed. “We’re going to have to do something to fix that, aren’t we?”

“Yes, Ms,” said Cindy, unsure what she meant by that. “I’m sorry.”

“Got it, Mom,” said the returning Jessica. 

Cindy looked behind her shoulder to see Jessica pass Eleanor a vicious-looking obsidian paddle inscribed with a golden ankh. It was at least twenty inches long, five inches wide, and three inches thick. Its weight was clear in the way Eleanor’s muscles flexed within her tight sleeve as she gripped the handle. 

Jessica hopped to the side and pointed her phone to record. “Are you going to say some words for the sisters, Mom?”

Eleanor smiled. “Sure. Well, sisters, this is Cindy. Say hello, Cindy.”

“H-hello,” she said to the faceless sisters behind Jessica’s camera, whoever they were. Her clit throbbed with humiliation.

“Cindy is about to learn what happens when she disrespects her superior. Isn’t that right, Cindy?”

“Y-yes, Ms.”

“Goddess,” corrected Eleanor. 

“S-sorry, G-Goddess.” The title felt right and entirely appropriate.  

“You’ll remember to watch your mouth in the future, won’t you?” 

“Yes, Goddess. Thank you. Tha-thank you for putting me in my place.”

Jessica laughed. “Make it hurt, Mom.”

Eleanor smiled. “I always do, baby.”

Cindy clenched her buttocks in preparation.

Eleanor lifted the heavy paddle high above her head and at that moment, Cindy knew she had never seen anything more terrifying or beautiful in her life. She blinked as if taking a snapshot of the memory as the paddle whooshed through the air towards her exposed ass cheeks.

The obsidian cracked against her buttocks with the reverberation of a slammed door. She screamed as pain rippled through her whole body. She collapsed onto the floor, struggling to breathe through her sobs and panic.

Jessica cheered. 

“Cindy,” said Eleanor, firmly, “that was only one. Get back in position.”

Cindy shakily raised herself back to a squat, trying her best to make her throbbing ass as easy a target as possible. Her arms quivered as if surviving twenty push-ups. Tears streamed down her cheeks.

She closed her eyes and the second blow struck, even worse than the first. She howled and crumpled back to the floor, tossing, crying, and wriggling her wet pussy lips over the marble.

Eleanor repeated her warning and Cindy tried to raise herself up but failed. She had no strength left. 

“P-please,” she whimpered. 

“Please what?”

“Please...m-may I have a-another?” she said, using all her willpower to fight through the pain and fatigue to present herself for another swat.

Eleanor and Jessica both laughed. 

“Since you asked so nicely,” said Eleanor, “but stop trembling so much. You don’t want me to miss my aim and break your tailbone, do you?” 

“N-no, G-Goddess,” she said and held herself as steady as she could by squeezing her thighs together and holding her breath. 

“Good girl,” said Eleanor, before clobbering Cindy’s ass once more. 

Cindy’s scream was silent. It was as if all the sound had been beaten from her body. The last of her strength was taken and she collapsed into a blubbering ball.

Eleanor chuckled and walked around her. She placed her boots next to Cindy’s nose and grinned down at her from above her bosom. She held the paddle over her shoulder while her other hand rested on her hip, flaunting her Rolex. She looked more powerful than ever: a true Goddess. Cindy wormed closer, rubbing her arousal over the marble to lightly kiss across Eleanor’s designer boots.

“The sisters will love this, Mom,” said Jessica. “Can I have a turn now?” 

Cindy whimpered and wrapped her hand around Eleanor’s ankle for protection. 

“Now, now, baby,” said Eleanor, still grinning triumphantly down at Cindy. “I think she’s taken all she can.”

“But that’s not fair. If anyone should have gotten to beat her it should have been me, after everything she’s put me through.”

“You’ll get your chance, baby. Remember what I’ve taught you. They aren’t as strong as we are. If you try to do too much at once, they’ll break.”

“You don’t need to tell me that. Alison broke the last one. Not me.”

Eleanor sighed. “I know, baby. I’ve talked to her about it. They aren’t much use to us crippled.”

Cindy quietly sobbed, kissing Eleanor’s boots, daring not to speak in case Eleanor changed her mind. She did not think she could take another beating. She was so grateful that Eleanor had protected her from Jessica; for not hurting her worse, and for knowing her limitations. It seemed the most natural thing in the world for her to be on the floor while her Goddess stood proud and dominant over her conquest. She began to hump at the marble.

Jessica laughed. “Oh my god. She’s actually trying to fuck the floor!”

Eleanor slid her boot away, leaving Cindy kissing at air. “She’s had a sensory overload. They struggle to control themselves under these circumstances. Cindy,” she warned, “I think you’ve had enough stimulation for now.”

Cindy whimpered and stopped herself by squeezing her thighs.

“Mom,” said Jessica excitedly, “we need a picture for the sisters to place in the hall of victory.”

Eleanor grinned and placed the sole and heel of her boot on the back of Cindy’s head, pressing Cindy’s face into the marble. Her hand remained on her hip with the paddle over her shoulder. Her perfect posture pushed her breasts forward proudly. Her nipples showed under the luxury material. Cindy remained as still as possible so as to not ruin the shot. Her ass was still exposed in a bruised shade of purple. 

“Perfect,” said Jessica. “God, Mom, you’re so fucking hot right now.” 

Eleanor chuckled and lifted her boot, allowing Cindy to breathe again. “Okay, Cindy,” she said, “you can’t lie down at my feet all day. You’ve got chores to do.”

“Yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess.”

“And you aren’t allowed to touch yourself either.”

Cindy whimpered. She was as desperate to play with herself as she ever had been. “Y-yes, Goddess. Thank you.”

“And pack our cases for the spa. But carefully,” she said, pointing her paddle in warning, “I don’t want to find any wrinkles.” 

Cindy wouldn’t have dared. “No, Goddess. I’ll be careful.”

Eleanor pouted. “Off you go then.”

“Crawl!” said Jessica, happily. 

Cindy turned and made the long journey from the kitchen on her quivering hands and knees. Her ass throbbed and her arousal almost leaked from her pussy. She had never felt weaker, lesser, or more defeated. It was the biggest turn-on in her life and there was nothing else in her thoughts but to try as hard as she could to please her Goddess to gain permission to cum. 
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CINDY WAS BEGINNING to understand how important it was to stay on top of the cleaning for a mansion of this size. It was a full-time occupation. A deep clean would take more hours than existed in the day.

The monotonous work was made more difficult by the continuous pain in her buttocks. Although she quickly decided she loved it. It was a permanent reminder of Eleanor’s dominance. It made her work extra hard to ensure Eleanor’s expensive floors, rugs, and furniture looked their luxurious best. Eleanor deserved it. 

Eleanor, Jessica, and Alison had all left lists of things they wanted to be prepared and packed for their weekend away at Cindy’s expense. Cindy explored each of their massive walk-in closets, trying to match their clothing and shoes to their demands. She was intoxicated by the luxury brands surrounding her. Prada, Chanel, Louis Vuitton, Gucci, Dior, Hermes, Versace, Cartier, amongst others. If Cindy worked every hour of every day for a thousand years, she doubted she could have afforded to buy even half of what they had. Most of their outfits appeared brand new and never worn. Cindy had not bought herself any new clothes in seven years and even then, they were only for work. She felt lucky to be in the presence of such wealth. She would have touched herself had Eleanor not forbidden it. 

She steam-ironed each individual piece of clothing and folded them lightly between sheets of tissue paper to avoid the dreaded wrinkles. Clothing like theirs deserved to be treated with the utmost respect. She handled every shoe, sock, bra, and panty as if they were the most delicate of crystals.

When Eleanor buzzed her phone for refreshment, Cindy immediately dropped her task and rushed to obey. She prepared strawberry water using organic berries, glass-bottled Penta water, and ice.

Eleanor relaxed on her patio across a cream chaise lounge on Mediterranean cushions, beneath a free-standing aluminum awning with rich sunbrella fabric. Cindy laid the jug of strawberry water and the glass upon a hexagonal, hand-crafted, wrought iron coffee table. Eleanor offered no acknowledgment as she watched Jessica practicing her serves on court.

Cindy poured Eleanor’s drink into the glass. 

“Wonderful, isn’t she?” said Eleanor, resting her elbows on the back of her lounger.

Cindy blushed as she admired each curve and contour of Eleanor’s physique. Eleanor had the body of someone with vast resources. She could afford to intake only the healthiest produce and had the free time away from chores and tedium to dedicate to sculpting her body.

But Cindy knew it was not just a matter of wealth. Even if Cindy became a multi-millionaire overnight, she would never attain close to what Eleanor had. Eleanor was genetically superior to her in every way and Cindy felt privileged to be in the vicinity of her Chanel perfume. 

“Yes, Goddess,” she said. The title flowed from her mouth. She had never been comfortable calling Eleanor by name. She had adopted Ms to show her respect, but that had never felt right either. Goddess gave Eleanor the reverence she deserved. 

Eleanor yawned and stretched her legs. “So, we’re going to have expenses that need covering while we’re away, and since this is your treat, I don’t think it’s fair we should have to pay for them.”

Cindy gulped. “I, uh, thought it was, um, all i-inclusive?”

Eleanor deigned to turn her face ever so slightly in Cindy’s direction. 

Cindy felt a twinge in her pussy and immediately averted her eyes away from Eleanor’s beauty. “How much will you need, Goddess?”

“Oh Cindy, I don’t think in amounts. I buy what I like.”

“O-of course, Goddess.” She felt tears in her eyes. There was no way she could afford anything else. Maybe she could take some payday loans? The interest rates would destroy her, but at least she could survive a little while longer. Her bottom lip quivered as she desperately tried to think of a solution that did not involve a refusal, terrified it would end her service. If Cindy could not be useful, why would Eleanor keep her around?

“Just give me your cards, Cindy. Whatever we spend over your limits you can repay later.” 

Cindy smiled gratefully and curtsied. Yes, that would solve the problem. Eleanor and the girls could still buy what they liked while gaining Cindy time to figure out how to pay for it all later. Why give her money to a middleman? There was nobody else in the world Cindy would rather have fallen into debt to. She clasped her hands tightly behind her back to control her urge to rub her clit. “Thank you, Goddess.”

Eleanor pouted and waved her away. “Get back to packing. I want to leave once Alison gets home from school.”

Cindy curtsied again and rushed away. It only gave her a couple more hours and she still had much to do.

“Hey, freak!” yelled Jessica from the court. 

Cindy turned in time to see a tennis ball hurtling toward her face. She whimpered and raised her arms to block the shot. It rebounded heavily off her underarm. She knew from the sting that it would bruise.

“Go get me a sports drink.”

She glanced back at Eleanor, who was now sipping on her strawberry water and scrolling on her phone, ignoring the scene.

Cindy blushed. “O-of course, Miss,” she said. “What flavor?”

“Coconut,” answered Jessica, returning to her practice. “And hurry. If you allow my electrolytes to drop, I’ll drop you.”
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SHE STRUGGLED TO CARRY their designer cases down the spiral stairs. Alison was waiting for her at the bottom. She smiled at Cindy with her adorable dimpled cheeks. With that smile, good looks, inherited wealth, and the confidence of always having her whims catered to, Alison was poised to rule the world. 

“Hey, loser,” she said, “be careful with that case. It’s a Bottega Veneta.”

“I’ll be extra careful with it, Miss. Thank you.”

“Did you remember my pink Versace swimsuit?” 

Cindy felt a prickle of anxiety over her skin. She had triple-checked each of their lists to ensure she had not forgotten anything, but what if she had? She gulped.

Alison’s tank top seemed painted over her curvaceous body. Her hands were on the hips of her tight jean shorts. It was hard to believe she was only eighteen. Cindy sweated a little as she tried to avoid staring at Alison’s imposing cleavage. A flash of herself sucking on her nipple crossed her mind and she released a tiny whimper. 

“Well?”

“I did, Miss. Thank you for checking.”

“You’d better have. Or that beating Mom gave you will seem like a massage.”

Cindy smiled nervously and twitched her hips as her clit tingled. “Thank you, Miss.”

“Alright. You can fuck off now.”

Cindy curtsied at the dismissal and continued with the bundle of cases as Alison watched her, giggling. 
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CINDY LOADED THE CASES into the trunk of Eleanor’s black Mercedes SUV. She hoped the attendants at the spa would be careful. If anything crumpled in transit, it would be Cindy’s ass on the line. She prayed the tissue paper and dry-cleaning bags would be enough. This was another test to prove her worth to Eleanor. She felt as if she was still on probation. She could not afford to screw this up. 

She returned to the manor and informed Eleanor and the girls that everything was packed and ready. The three of them sauntered out the front door, leaving Cindy to scurry out the kitchen door to catch up.

The three of them were waiting for her by the SUV. She felt her skin prickle with dread as she saw Eleanor holding an onyx shoebox with a familiar golden ankh engraved on the lid.

“Is, um, everything okay, Goddess?” she said, wringing her hands. 

Eleanor smiled and handed her the box. Cindy curtsied as she took it. “Thank you, Goddess,” she said, which made the three of them chuckle. 

Alison took her phone from the back pocket of her jean shorts and started to video.

Cindy blushed. She wished the girls didn’t insist on filming everything. She remembered what Alison had said the day before. “Did you know you’re famous? It’s had like ten thousand views already.” She shuddered. Teens today had the ability to destroy lives at their fingertips if they chose. 

“Open it, freak,” said Jessica, impatiently. 

Cindy opened the lid and stared down in horror at the stainless steel chastity belt. 

Alison giggled into her screen. “Look at her face!”

Eleanor smiled. “I suppose you already know what this is, Cindy?”

Cindy nodded. Disappointment dropped like a rock inside her stomach. She had been clinging to the chance of playing with her clit. It had gotten her through the day. Her pussy seemed to surrender to its fate as either cum or urine trickled down her leg.

“This is so funny,” said Alison. “I think she might cry.”

“I did warn you, Cindy,” said Eleanor, pouting. “How often have you masturbated to us?”

Cindy’s lip quivered.

Jessica pointed at her. “You’re fucking gross. You know that?”

Cindy flinched. 

Eleanor raised her hand to subdue her daughter. Jessica folded her arms with a sigh. 

“So, tell me, Cindy,” said Eleanor, “do you think we exist only to give you something to pleasure yourself to? You never even asked permission to use our image in your perversions, did you?”

Cindy sniffled and shook her head. She was right. They weren’t objects for losers like Cindy to sexualize. They were human beings. Not fantasies to objectify. “I’m sorry, Goddess.”

Jessica scoffed. “You will be.”

Eleanor placed her hands on her hips. “Put it on.”

Cindy wiped a tear from her cheek and slowly began to wriggle her pants down her legs. This was the right thing to do. She deserved to be punished for the thousands of times she had come to thoughts of her Goddess.

“Ewwwww,” said Alison, still videoing, “she’s been leaking.”

Cindy blushed as she hesitantly pulled her damp panties down her thighs. Her pussy lips glistened with her arousal. 

“This is why she needs locking up, sweetie,” said Eleanor. “Isn’t that right, Cindy?”

“Y-yes, Goddess,” she said weakly. 

“Then hurry up. I want to be at the spa before sunset.”

Cindy sniffed and removed her pants and panties from her ankles. Her hands trembled as she held up the metal harness. She lifted each leg and slotted them through the steel straps. She fiddled with the restraints and looked up at Eleanor with water welling in her eyes for help. Alison and Jessica burst into fits of laughter.

Eleanor sighed and marched on her. Cindy flinched as if fearing a strike.

Eleanor tightened each mechanism and clipped it at the front in a padlock. She gripped both sides of the steel around Cindy’s hips and jiggled it to ensure its security. A tight mesh covered Cindy’s pussy, allowing urination without the risk of wandering fingers. Cindy was dejected as she realized she would be unable to reach her lips no matter what. She whimpered and twitched her crotch as if trying to lightly hump the metal for feeling.

Alison and Jessica collapsed into each other, tears of joy were streaming down the pretty contours of their cheeks.

Eleanor chuckled. “You’ll need to keep that clean if you want to avoid infection. You’d better buy some good wet wipes.”

“Yes, Goddess. Thank you.”

“Okay, Cindy. The cards?”

Eleanor held out her hand and Cindy rummaged inside her backpack for her debit and credit card, handing them over with a respectful curtsey, which was made more difficult with the metal device squeezing her crotch. Eleanor threw them inside her Gucci Dionysus shoulder bag.

“So then,” she said, hooking her thumbs inside the expensive leather of her belt, “Alison says you’re without a car?”

Cindy glanced at Alison, who grinned back at her triumphantly. She blushed and nodded.

“Then pick up this trash,” said Eleanor, indicating Cindy’s clothes and the now-empty chastity box, “and then get in the back. I’ll drive you home.”

Cindy shivered with panic. Eleanor would see where she lived. She would see her tiny house, her trashed car, her dirty windows, and the weeds on her driveway. Cindy looked over at Eleanor’s southern French chateau-inspired mansion, her fleet of convertibles, and her lush lawns, and felt shame.

“Mom?” said Jessica. “You seriously want us to share a seat with that freak?”

Eleanor smiled and Cindy felt a cold dread through her bones. “Of course not, sweetie. The floor will be perfectly comfortable for her.”

Jessica and Alison grinned at each other and high-fived. 

All Cindy could do was curtsey and thank them for the honor.
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Chapter 4.
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Cindy crawled into the back of Eleanor’s SUV. She lay face down on the padded floor mats and inhaled the scent of deluxe leather. Alison entered behind and stomped on her buttocks - still sensitive after Eleanor’s earlier paddling.

“Not like that, loser,” said Alison. “Other way.”

Cindy obeyed and flipped herself face-up.

Alison smiled, adorably dimpling her cheeks, and walked over Cindy’s legs and stomach, pressing down with her whole weight. Cindy groaned. Alison giggled and flexed her leg to force her foot deeper into Cindy’s soft stomach.

Cindy struggled to breathe, scurrying her feet and pawing at the mat. “P-please,” she croaked.

Alison’s smile widened. There was no hiding what a thrill it was for her to crush Cindy beneath her Nike Lunar Force sneakers.

Jessica sighed impatiently. “Alison, get in already, will you?”

Cindy was grateful to recover her breath as Alison stepped off her stomach and slid her butt comfortably onto the plush seat.

Jessica used Cindy’s chastity as a springboard to make it to her own seat. She then crossed her feet directly over Cindy’s locked pussy and tapped her foot against the metal.

Cindy squirmed, unable to control her escalating arousal. The thought of how trapped she was made her wet. She wondered how it could be possible to last the whole weekend without touching herself.

Alison teasingly hovered the soles of her Nikes over Cindy’s face. Cindy stared at the soles in awe. They were so expensive; so pure. There was the slightest hint of dirt between the grooves and it felt wrong to leave them unattended.

“M-Miss Alison?” she said as humbly as she could. “May I please clean the bottom of your Nikes?”

Jessica kicked the heel of her sneaker hard against Cindy’s chastity. Cindy yelped as the impact pushed against her pussy lips.

“Freak,” said Jessica, grinding her heel, “are you fucking serious right now?”

Alison giggled. “She can do yours after mine, sis.”

“That’s disgusting,” said Jessica, using her phone to turn on the plasma screen at the back of the front passenger seat and search through the channels.

“Don’t listen to her, loser,” said Alison. “Of course, you may clean my Nikes. Be sure to get your tongue between the cracks.”

“Thank you, Miss,” said Cindy, aware of how pathetic she sounded but unable to control her desire for further debasement. She extended her tongue as far as she could and scraped its tip around the ridges of the sneaker, gathering up grit and dirt. 

Alison giggled and rested her second foot against Cindy’s collar. Cindy felt her throat constrict. She gagged as a reflex. 

“Hey!” said Alison, “don’t you dare get any of your gross spit on me.”

“N-no, Miss, s-sorry.”

Cindy worked hard to ensure she didn’t miss a single piece of dirt. Her pussy twitched inside its prison and she soon found herself humping her crotch against Jessica’s sneakers. 

Jessica stomped a foot as hard as she could against Cindy’s inner thigh. “Don’t you fucking dare.”

Cindy momentarily stopped licking in order to wince at the blunt pain in her bone.

Alison kicked her heel down on Cindy’s nose. “Hey, I never said stop.”

Cindy blinked tears as she continued circling her tongue across Alison’s sole. 

Eleanor slotted her buttocks snugly onto the driver’s seat. She turned back and smiled at her daughters. “Having fun, girls?”

Alison giggled and leaned down, treating Cindy to a sight of her cleavage stuffed inside her tight pink tank top. She snapped some pictures of Cindy's position with her phone. “Lucy’s gonna die when she sees this.”

Eleanor chuckled. “Honestly, Cindy, look at yourself. You’re actually licking the bottom of my daughter’s sneakers. How does that make you feel?”

Humiliated, exhilarated, desperate to cum. “W-wonderful, Goddess.”

They all laughed. 

“Hey, Mom,” said Jessica, taking some headphones from a hook by her side. “I’ve been thinking. We don’t actually need to drive her home, do we?”

Eleanor pressed a button to start the powerful V8 turbo engine. She gripped the steering wheel and the elegant muscles in her forearm flexed inside her long tight-fitting black sleeves. She pressed her suede Jimmy Choo boot on the pedal and they began to move slowly down the driveway. “What do you mean, sweetie? You want her to come with us to the spa?”

“Ew. No. Of course not. That would be super embarrassing. But we could just dump her somewhere on the highway? Think how funny it will be when she has to run home half-naked, showing off her chastity and collar to the world?”

Cindy whimpered at the thought into Alison’s sneaker. 

Alison bounced in her seat and clapped, tapping her foot against Cindy’s face while Cindy continued to try to lick. “Oh my God,” she said, “that would be amazing. Can we, Mom? Please?”

Eleanor chuckled. “She’d be arrested for indecency.”

“Even better,” said Jessica, sneering down at her human footrest. 

“Oh, baby,” said Eleanor lovingly, “what did I tell you earlier? You have to learn to take your time with them. It will be hard to have fun with her if she’s in a jail cell.”

Jessica scoffed. “They’d probably just fine her or something.”

“And how would she pay for it? We’ve taken all her money.” 

They all had a good laugh at Cindy’s expense as Eleanor exited the gates of her mansion and picked up speed, zooming down the road.
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CINDY PANICKED AS SOON as Eleanor parked. She thought for a moment Eleanor had changed her mind about Jessica’s idea. Cindy saw herself, naked from the waist down aside from her stainless steel chastity, under assault from honks, horns, and hollers. She would desperately try to cover herself, crying uncontrollably. A car would swerve and force her down an embankment. She would land heavily in a muddy pool. She would struggle to clamber back up, only to find herself caught by the flashing blue lights of the highway patrol.

Alison peered through her black-tinted window. “Oh my God,” she said, “what kind of a loser lives in a dump like this? Oh right,” she grinned down at Cindy beneath her feet, “you do.”

Jessica wrapped her headphones around her neck and leaned across her sister to take a look. “Ha! Look at her car. Someone trashed it. That’s hilarious.” 

Cindy kissed the bottom of Alison’s sneaker. She wasn’t sure why. 

Jessica continued, squinting. “What does it say? Cunt, whore, slut...what’s that one?” 

“Bitch,” said Alison. 

Jessica laughed and stomped her heel hard into Cindy’s stomach. “Looks like whoever did this knows you pretty well, freak.”

Alison innocently bit her fingernail and giggled. 

Eleanor half-chuckled and half-sighed. “Really, Cindy? Why did you just leave it there for everyone to see?”

“I’m sorry, Goddess,” she said. There was nothing else to say. She shivered with dread at the idea of letting slip Alison’s involvement. She could only imagine how terrible that would go for her. 

Jessica scoffed. “She’s probably too poor to have it towed.”

“Ew,” said Alison, “why are you so poor, loser?”

Because she left high school with little to show for herself but memories of Eleanor. Because the only job she could get was at Krogers. Because she lacked the confidence to seek promotions. Because she enjoyed recommending that the prettier, lazier girls be advanced in her stead. Because what little money she had saved over the years had been willingly laid before Eleanor’s $1500 boots.

“I, um, don’t know, Miss,” she answered.

“I bet there’re cockroaches,” said Jessica. 

Alison slammed her foot down hard against Cindy’s forehead. Cindy felt blood dislodge inside her head. “Gross! You deserve to be poor if this is where you live. I couldn’t even imagine living in a place like this. Not ever.”

“Girls,” warned Eleanor with a chuckle. “You’re exaggerating. I’ve seen much worse than this, you know.”

Cindy was overcome with gratitude for Eleanor’s defense.

Eleanor continued. “You know the house I grew up in wasn’t a palace, right?”  

Cindy remembered Eleanor’s house. A nice suburban house with a picket fence. She had dreamed of being invited inside. She had fantasized about her parties. They were the most popular parties in school. People sucked up to Eleanor for weeks just to be considered for an invite. Cindy had thought of offering herself as a server just for the chance to be part of them. But she had never been brave enough. Despite her bruises, aches, and chastity, she had to remember how lucky she was. She was riding in Eleanor’s actual car! That was something to brag to her teenage self about for sure. 

Jessica scrunched her nose. “Please tell me your house was nicer than this, Mom?” 

Eleanor laughed. “Of course it was. I’m just saying. You’d be surprised to learn just how many of the sisters actually come from somewhat humble beginnings.”

“Mom,” whined Alison, “this is creepy. I don’t want to ever think of you as being, like, poor. Can we go now?”

“Oh, sweetie, I was never poor. I owned my high school. I had more simps begging to give me their money than I knew what to do with. But alright, let’s go. You can let her out now.”

Alison opened her door. Cindy tilted her head and saw her house upside down in her vision. They were right about everything. It was small and dirty. She was so ashamed for them to see it. Their eyes deserved better.

Jessica kicked her hard in her chastity and Cindy gasped at the sharp pain. “Go on then, freak. Get out.”

Cindy wormed away from Alison’s sneakers and crumpled onto the ground outside the SUV. 

Alison giggled. “You should crawl to your front door too, loser.” 

Cindy gulped and glanced around. None of her neighbors seemed to be in their front yards, but she suspected an expensive Mercedes SUV parked outside would gain the attention of someone. She really hoped her family wasn’t home. She scurried on all fours to her front door as quickly as possible. 

“Hey!” said Jessica, throwing Cindy’s pants and panties from the car. “Don’t forget these!”

Cindy whimpered and scampered back like Gollum to gather them from the ground, much to the amusement of Jessica and Alison.

Eleanor’s window opened. She rested her elbow on the ledge and dangled a key on a golden chain over her door. Cindy gasped and crawled to it as if magnetized. She watched its subtle sway in the breeze like a cat.

Eleanor chuckled at her. “You’re going to be a good girl for me, aren’t you?”

Cindy nodded, hypnotized. Eleanor was now her key holder, and so held more power over her than ever. Cindy wouldn’t have had it any other way. Eleanor yanked it away and Cindy was left staring doe-eyed.

“Hurry inside, Cindy,” said Eleanor, “you wouldn’t want your neighbors to know what a little pervert you are, would you?”

“No, Goddess. Thank you.”

Alison and Jessica laughed as they closed their door. Eleanor smiled as she drove away, speeding her V8 turbo engine down the road. 

Cindy crawled back to her door despite Eleanor and the girls no longer watching her. She whimpered as she tried to find the keys in her pants. She had a horrible sinking feeling that they were lost until she found them.

She fiddled the key into the door and threw herself inside, quickly shutting it behind her. She collapsed onto the floor and rubbed her chastity, desperate to find a way inside the metal mesh. It was useless. She sobbed in frustration as her clit throbbed inside its prison. 

She stayed like that for a few minutes before the reality of her dire situation set in. Pete or Sarah could walk in at any moment. The last thing she needed was to try to explain why she was trying to masturbate on the floor while locked in chastity. She scurried up the stairs on all fours to the bathroom, as if she had forgotten how to stand upright. 
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SHE CLEANED HERSELF using the showerhead over the bathtub. She had no giant walk-in shower with different spray and fragrance settings like Eleanor, and there was limited hot water. It was for the best. She wanted to be clean, not indulgent.

She carefully applied vitamin K cream to her bruises, paying special attention to her ass cheeks. She winced at the sharpness as she rubbed it over her skin. Her hand wandered back to her chastity and she bit her lip. She would stay this way until Eleanor decided to release her. It made sense for Eleanor to control her orgasms. If left alone, Cindy would do nothing but play with herself. 

She dried herself with damp towels and went to her bedroom to change her clothes. Her phone buzzed and she leaped for it like a kitten chasing a ball. She gasped as she saw Eleanor had sent pictures of her grand suite at the spa.

The decor was elegant and sophisticated, with hardwoods and neutral colors. There was a wrap-around balcony, a full dining room with china, glassware, and an ice bucket of champagne. There was a 55” LED fireplace beneath a giant plasma screen. There were luxurious rugs, a full lounge, and a four-poster, Alaskan King bed. 

Cindy typed back eagerly. -It looks amazing, Goddess! 

Her heart quickened as another picture came in. It was of Eleanor herself, posing on her balcony, pouting into the camera with her elbows resting on the rail behind her. Her Rolex was displayed and her breasts were thrust forward powerfully. The peaceful mountains and serene lake offered the perfect backdrop to her portrait. Cindy felt giddy. Such a beautiful picture, and it was all for her. 

She typed again. -Incredible, Goddess! Thank you!

Eleanor sent her a lipstick kiss emoji and Cindy blushed, smiling at her screen. It had been worth every dollar.

Eleanor typed. -Since you have some free time, go kneel in the corner of your room. Hands on your head. 

Cindy gulped and her pussy twitched at the order. 

-And stream yourself on Facebook Live. I want to see you.

-Yes, Goddess. 

-Good girl. Stay there until I call you. I’m going for a massage. 

It was all the motivation Cindy needed. She locked her door and rested her phone against her dresser. She started the stream and sent the link to Eleanor. She dived into her corner and leaned her nose against the crack between the two walls. She inhaled the musty white paintwork and clasped her hands on her head. Her pathetic posture was unused to being worked like this and she already felt an ache in her spine. She hoped she could manage it without collapsing. All she wanted was to be Eleanor’s good girl.
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CINDY’S KNEES ACHED. The threadbare carpet offered little comfort for her bones. She circled her hips, trying to get some kind of relief from her constant arousal. Each time the monotony of staring into the white wall set in, and her posture slouched, her pussy tingled, warning her back into position. 

She glanced across at her phone on the dresser and wondered if Eleanor was watching her. It filled her with pride to know her Goddess was relaxing in an exclusive resort, being pampered beyond Cindy’s wildest dreams, and yet still thought enough of Cindy to keep an eye on her.

She imagined Eleanor on a cushioned massage table with her lower half covered by a white towel as an expert kneaded oil into her sun-kissed skin.

Cindy was the chosen one. Out of all the sycophants, nerds, and losers Eleanor could have taken, it was Cindy - little, insignificant Cindy - who had won her attention. 

A sudden thud against the door disturbed her reverie. She instinctively looked behind her shoulder but remembered Eleanor’s order not to move and quickly returned her nose to the wall.

The handle rattled but the lock held firm. Pete yelled through the wood. “Cindy! What you doing in there? Open up.”

“I’m busy Pete,” she shouted back, feeling the vibration of her voice against the corner. 

“Let me in, woman. I want to talk to you.”

She rolled her eyes and sighed. She had no time to deal with him. She had important wall-staring to complete. “Later. I’m busy.”

He thumped the door. “Where’ve you been all day?”

“What are you talking about? I work.”

“Really? Cus I stopped by at Krogers earlier and you weren’t anywhere to be seen. In fact, your manager said he hasn’t seen you for three days.”

Her skin prickled. She ought to have expected this. “You’ve been spying on me?”

“We’re the victims of a crime, woman. And for some reason, you don't seem to give a shit.”

“I was working actually, Pete. Just not at Krogers. I’ve got a new job, a better job. A job I actually care about.”

“What job?”

“I’m a housekeeper. I’m working at one of those big houses over in Paradise Hills.”

“What? You didn’t think to tell me about this?”

“I’m on probation, Pete. If I do a good job there’s a chance I’ll get the job...permanently.” She bit her lip and moaned a little. God, she hoped so. 

“So, you’re done at Krogers?”

She sighed. She wished she could tell them all to go fuck themselves, but unfortunately, she needed the money now more than ever. Perhaps Eleanor would start paying her once Cindy had done a good enough job to be worth keeping around full-time? But she couldn’t survive without a job until then. Not while Pete didn’t work. The lazy slob hadn’t bothered to find a job ever since the plant closed. He said it was useless with all the jobs going to foreigners. It was nothing but an excuse to eat chips and watch TV all day. Ignorant fuck. 

“No. I’m only on probation. I’ll go in to Krogers tomorrow.”

“You’d better.”

She laughed into the wall. Who did he think he was? Jessica? “Fuck you, Pete. Why don’t you get your lazy, fat ass off the couch and go find something yourself? I’m finally working a job that makes me happy for once in my fucking life. Get fucked!”

Her outburst was cathartic. 

Pete’s response was stuttered. “I mean...that’s not...what I meant. Krogers will fire you if you don’t-”

“GET FUCKED!”

There was silence. Cindy waited for his departing footsteps and grinned. That had shut him up. She should have said that to him years ago. 

A video call came through on her WhatsApp and she dived for it. She swiped hungrily to see Eleanor in a white, fluffy robe with her cleavage showing through the V-neck cut. Her tan glistened. She circled red wine in a large glass and pouted.

“G-Goddess,” said Cindy, breathlessly. 

“My, my,” said Eleanor, “that was quite something, Cindy. I’m proud of you.” 

“Really?” she flushed, so happy she could have cried. 

“You know, your husband doesn’t deserve you, Cindy.” 

Cindy sniffed and rubbed across her nose. “Thank you, Goddess. You do, though, Goddess.” 

Eleanor chuckled. “My whole family does actually.”

“Yes, of course,” Cindy bowed at the screen. “You’re all so wonderful.”

Eleanor sipped her wine. “Well, we’re going to get ready for dinner. You may leave the corner once we are seated and start your own dinner.”

“Thank you, Goddess.” 

“Although, I think your taste buds will find it hard to cope with anything too flavorful, don’t you?”

She nodded happily. 

Eleanor pouted a smirk at her. “Then find some oatmeal or something. Maybe boil some rice? Something plain. I don’t want you overstimulated. You may drink a glass of tap water. But just one mind you.”

Cindy would have eaten broken glass and drank bleach at Eleanor’s word after the support she had shown her. Cindy was justified in her loathing for her useless husband. Eleanor had made it so. Her word meant more than anything. It was the word of the divine.

“Goddess? Th-thank you. You’re amazing. R-really. You’re the greatest.”

She chuckled. “I know, Cindy. I know.”
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CINDY SEARCHED HER sparse cupboards. It was typical of Pete not to bother picking up groceries despite being at Krogers making a fool of himself and her. She was relieved to find half a bag of macaroni noodles that would meet Eleanor’s criteria so long as Cindy didn’t add any salt. She poured tap water into a pan and turned on the hob. 

She refused to allow herself any further guilt over handing over her money to Eleanor. Sarah was an adult now with her own job, and Pete had forfeited his right to criticize since he made the decision to blame the world for his own failures. If Cindy wanted to go bankrupt for Eleanor, then it was her right to do so. It was all her money anyway. 

Eleanor had made her happier in just three days than Pete had managed in twenty years of marriage. She knew Pete only married her because he got her pregnant anyway, and she was pretty sure he had cheated on her. Not that she cared. Serving Eleanor was her true place in life. So long as she remained loyal and obedient, there was no reason she couldn’t serve her forever. Her stomach knotted and her pussy tingled. She squeezed her thighs and moaned.

“Mom?”

Cindy spun and gasped, her heart racing. “S-Sarah? Don’t sneak up on me like that.” She was blushing as if Sarah had somehow read her thoughts.

Sarah blinked at her. “Sorry, Mom. I didn’t mean to scare you. Are you okay? Dad says-”

“Your father can shut the fuck up.”

“Okay...well, I’m not getting involved in this. You should probably see this, though.”

“See what?”

Sarah approached with her phone. “There’s a TikTok making the rounds.”

Cindy froze and gulped. She feared the worst but was relieved to see it was only of herself drowning in Eleanor’s pool. There was so much worse Alison and Jessica could have shared with the world. The material they possessed was easily enough to blackmail her for life if they chose. Cindy would deserve it too. What kind of woman debased herself for the amusement of high school seniors? Falling into the pool was the mildest of all her humiliations. At least she could explain this one. 

“Where did you find this?”

“I was right, this is you, isn’t it? What the hell, Mom? Where are you?”

“It’s my new job.” 

“What? Your new job is falling into swimming pools?”

“No, silly, of course not. I’m a housekeeper at one of the big houses over in Paradise Hills. I accidentally fell in the pool. My own fault. I was just clumsy.”

“Mom, you look really scared. I know you can’t swim.”

Cindy laughed. “Oh, don’t be so dramatic, Sarah. I was fine.”

“Mom, who are these people you work for? I mean, they literally videoed you instead of helping.”

“They tossed me a life preserver actually.” 

“That hit you in the head. Don’t you see this is abuse? They can’t treat you like this. It’s illegal.”

She flushed. “It’s just a joke, Sarah. Jeez.” She turned back to her pan, now steaming. 

“Mom, don’t get mad. I’m just worried about you. You’ve been acting weird for a few days. I get they are probably paying you well, but you don’t have to take abuse. You can report them.”

She wondered what Sarah would say if she knew that not only had Eleanor not paid Cindy a single cent, Cindy had in fact gone into debt upwards of $12000 and counting.

“I’m not reporting anybody, Sarah. Stop being ridiculous. I love my new job. I feel happy for the first time in years. Why are you trying to ruin this for me?”

Sarah stared at her. “I mean, I’m glad you’re happy, Mom, but-” 

“No buts!” She turned back to her daughter. “I’m happy! Leave me alone!”

“Okay,” said Sarah hesitantly. “Just think about what I said.”

Cindy went back to her macaroni without a word. She wished she was back in her corner. She did not have to explain herself to anyone while her nose was pressed against the wall. It was bliss. 
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HER PASTA WAS SO BLAND it was difficult to eat. Surely Eleanor would approve? She ate alone at the kitchen table. Pete had said nothing to her since their argument and she doubted he would attempt to make it up to her. The man was as stubborn as he was lazy. 

Eleanor sent pictures of her own exquisite plates of Michelin-starred cuisine and Cindy was on the edge of her seat waiting for each new dish to arrive. Her stomach rumbled as she admired wild escargots de Bourgogne. Half-shelled oysters in a mignonette sauce. Salmon, spinach, and baby kale salad with avocado, blueberries, walnuts, and a citrus vinaigrette. 

She poked her bowl of sad macaroni and was in wonder at the seared salmon with confit celery root, and sautéed leeks, in a calamansi beurre blanc sauce. Cavatelli pasta and gulf shrimp à la Provençale, with cherry tomatoes, in a spicy lemon sauce. And a filet mignon in Bordeaux butter, with a red wine reduction. 

She drooled a little at the gala apple tarte Tatin. Strawberry sorbet du jour and bananas foster. She sipped her tap water as she appreciated the bottle of Bordeaux Supérieur - Château Laronde Desormes, and the chilled Iceberg glassed mineral water. 

Finally, Eleanor took a picture of the bill next to Cindy’s own credit card. $350.34. Cindy prayed there was enough left on the card to cover it plus the tip. She jumped as Eleanor’s video call vibrated her phone aggressively over the table. 

She picked it up and rushed upstairs from the kitchen to answer. 

“Goddess,” she said breathlessly, moving to the bathroom to avoid being overheard by Sarah, locking the door. 

Eleanor had changed into a close-fit, black maxi dress. A fuchsia necklace drew the eye to her intimidating cleavage, and her matching earrings were the perfect complement. She pouted into the camera, with Jessica and Alison leering behind her shoulders in their own high-slit form-fitting Penelope dresses with draped necklines, spaghetti straps, and shell-shaped jeweled earrings. Cindy smiled with pride at how she had managed to keep such awkward and expensive material wrinkle-free. They all looked so beautiful. It was worth all the effort in the world. 

“How did you like my pictures, Cindy?” asked Eleanor.

“I loved them, Goddess. Thank you so much. Was it as delicious as it looked?”

Eleanor shrugged one shoulder. “It was fine, I suppose. Not the best we’ve ever had, but fine. And what did you eat?”

“Macaroni, Goddess,” she said proudly. 

“With what?”

“Nothing. Just the noodles. I didn’t even salt the water.”

They all had a good laugh at that. 

Jessica grinned into the camera. “I’ll bet even that was a sensory overload for you, right freak?”

Alison giggled. “Maybe she should just eat dog food in the future?”

“Maybe she should,” said Jessica. “What do you think, freak?”

Cindy gulped. She wondered if they would really make her do that. The delighted grins on their faces told her they definitely would. She looked imploringly to Eleanor, who smiled back, her eyes gleaming with tipsy mischief.

“I, um, don’t really know, Miss.”

“Seriously?” said Jessica. “That’s pathetic. You’d really eat dog food if we ordered you to?”

“She already has the collar,” said Alison. “It isn’t that much of a stretch.”

They laughed. 

She wanted to say it would be a hard line she wouldn’t cross, but she couldn’t. Her wet pussy made it impossible to say no to them. Just how far would she humiliate herself for their amusement? Surely there was a limit...right? She felt her skin prickle with fear. 

Eleanor chuckled. “Poor Cindy. They’re so mean to you, aren’t they?”

Cindy squirmed. “Um, I don’t know, Goddess.”

“There’s a lot you don’t know, isn’t there, freak?” said Jessica. “I think cutting off her pussy has cut off her brain.”

Eleanor smiled. “That can happen, sweetie. I suppose we’ll just have to do her thinking for her now.”

Alison and Jessica sniggered evilly and Cindy gulped. 

Eleanor continued. “Where are you right now? The bathroom?” 

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Good. It’s time for you to get ready for bed.”

The fact it was only 8:30 meant nothing. Cindy was exhausted. She was grateful for an early night. 

“Wash your face and brush your teeth.”

She nodded, shuffled to the sink, and grabbed her toothbrush. 

Eleanor stopped her. “What are you doing?”

“B-brushing my teeth, Goddess?”

“In the sink? No, no. I think the toilet is much more appropriate for you, don’t you?”

Cindy slowly nodded. She crouched onto her knees beside the bowl. Her hands trembled. “M-may I set you down, Goddess? I don’t want to get water on you.”

They grinned at her.

“You may,” said Eleanor, “but make sure we can see you.”

She set her phone against the edge of the bathtub, dipped her toothbrush in the toilet bowl, and brushed it around her teeth. At least the water was regularly circulated. It was probably cleaner than the faucet.

“Now your face,” said Eleanor. 

Alison giggled. “Get it in there good, loser. All the way.”

Cindy took a deep breath and lowered her face inside the bowl. She closed her eyes and pressed her face against the water. The laughter coming from her phone was muffled by the porcelain. 

“Flush it!” yelled Alison excitedly. 

Cindy clawed up at the toilet to find the chain. She flushed it once and her face spun. She lifted herself from the bowl and gasped, completely drenched, spluttering water. 

Alison and Jessica were in fits of laughter. Jessica had to turn away from the camera, crying and gripping her ribs. Eleanor chuckled.

“Ewwww,” said Alison. 

“Oh my God,” said Jessica, trying to catch her breath, “I can’t believe she did that.”

“Okay, Cindy,” said Eleanor, “we’re going to have some more drinks now. You need to set up your camera so we can keep an eye on you over livestream while you sleep.”

“Yes, Goddess,” she said, 

“Set yourself down on the floor where we can see you.”

“You mean th-this floor, Goddess?” 

“Obviously. What? You want to share a bed with your husband after everything that has happened today?”

She was right. She wanted him nowhere near her. Not to mention his wandering hands might catch her chastity under her nightgown. She hadn’t even thought about that.

Alison giggled. “You can even use toilet roll as a pillow.”

“Th-thank you, Miss.”

“You’re welcome, loser. Aren’t we kind to you?”

“Yes, Miss. I don’t deserve it.”

“You really don’t. I think you should show how thankful you are by doing something extra nice for me when I get back.”

Eleanor smiled. “For all of us.”

Jessica grinned. “How can she do that, Mom? You have all her cards.”

Eleanor smirked and swirled the wine in her glass before finishing it. “Didn’t you say your daughter has a job, Cindy?”

Jessica’s eyes alighted with joy. “Oh my God, yes! Sarah, right? This is fucking perfect! You can totally borrow from her to buy us presents.”

Eleanor chuckled. “What a wonderful idea.” She tapped her fingers on the screen as if casting a spell. “Make it so.”

“Yes, Goddess,” said Cindy, as if under a charm. 

“Good girl. You may sleep now. We’re going to go enjoy ourselves.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” she said. “You deserve-” Eleanor hung up. “It...”

In the silence, she found herself missing them all so much it ached. She placed a toilet roll on the floor and snuggled her cheek against it. She restarted her livestream and curled up into a fetal ball. The cold of the toilet water and the linoleum made her shiver. 

She was drifting into dreams of Eleanor when she was awoken by a notification from her phone. There was a picture of Jessica and Alison, clearly intoxicated, holding their middle fingers to the camera. Alison stuck out her tongue and Jessica sneered. Cindy squirmed and drummed her fingers against the metal of her chastity, sobbing from sexual frustration. It was going to be a long night. 
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Chapter 5
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Cindy outright refused to leave the bathroom and Sarah eventually got the message that she had claimed it as her new bedroom. It was totally unreasonable to take sole possession of a shared space in the household, but Sarah was far more understanding than Cindy expected or deserved.

She wished Sarah would yell at her. It would have made her guilt easier to bear. But Sarah was sweet. She knew her mom and dad were having difficulties. She even offered Cindy her ear to confide in.

Why did she have to be so nice?

Cindy could never admit that she was sleeping in the bathroom because her old high school obsession from twenty-five years ago, her keyholder and Goddess, had ordered her to. How understanding would Sarah be if she discovered her mom was a total humiliation slut?

At work, Cindy felt sick as she apologized to her manager for her absence. She politely accepted his criticism and promised to do better. She hated it. Compared to what she had experienced with Eleanor, her job was pointless and mindless. The only thing that made stacking shelves bearable was knowing that with each passing second, she was closer to being reunited with Eleanor. She just had to get through the weekend.

As Eleanor had suggested, she convinced Sarah to lend her some money for presents. It was embarrassing to explain she was in financial difficulty. Thankfully, Sarah didn’t push her too hard. She agreed to pay her rent three months in advance to “help out.” Cindy was overcome. She hugged and kissed her daughter. It was lucky Sarah didn’t have any friends or much of a life outside of Burger King and her computer. It had allowed her to save up far more cash than Cindy thought she could.

She used some of Sarah’s money to stock her cupboards with as much plain, tasteless food as she could find. It was a relief to eat something other than macaroni noodles. Now she could treat herself to boiled rice, oatmeal, and saltine crackers!

But the vast majority of Sarah’s money was to buy welcome-home gifts for Eleanor and the girls. She wished she could have gotten them all expensive fashion and tech, but she had to be realistic. She decided to buy them each twenty forever roses. Pink for Alison, lavender for Jessica, and vibrant red for Eleanor. With proper care, they would last upwards of a year. Cindy prayed Eleanor would keep her around for that long. They came to just under $700.

Cindy felt guilty spending Sarah’s money like that, but it wasn’t as if she was lying to her per se. She really didn’t have anything left after Eleanor had taken her credit and debit cards. And besides, Sarah didn’t have any real hobbies, interests, or friends. What else would she spend money on? Steam? It was an objective truth that Eleanor and her daughters deserved flowers more than Sarah needed her money. Cindy felt her stomach knot with just how wrong and arousing those thoughts were.

She spent any free time she had after work kneeling in the corner as Eleanor had instructed, before snuggling against her toilet paper on the bathroom floor to get some sleep.

Her chastity drove her insane. The mesh over her pussy constantly teased her. It was perfectly designed to make Cindy think that she might just get a fingernail inside one of the holes and lightly stroke down her lips. Of course, she was always left frustrated and distraught each time. So close and yet so far.

She hoped Eleanor would approve of her gifts in the morning so that she might consider unlocking her for just a few minutes...
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CINDY STOOD TO ATTENTION outside the gates to Eleanor’s estate as if she were an 18th-century servant, awaiting the arrival of her masters. She was holding the three boxes of forever roses against her body.

She heard Eleanor’s high-powered V8 turbo engine roaring down the road and she bounced on the balls of her feet in her excitement. Eleanor’s personalized golden license plate on the jet-black SUV glimmered in the sunlight. ELEANOR1. Cindy squinted to try and catch sight of them through the tinted windows, but was left disappointed.

The gilded gate slowly opened, as if sensing Eleanor’s approach. Eleanor drove straight through without stopping to acknowledge Cindy and headed toward her French chateau-inspired mansion.

Cindy watched, wondering if it was right for her to enter without explicit permission. But when the gate started to close, she took a chance and snuck through before it closed, and started the long walk up the driveway.

Eleanor and the girls were waiting for her when she arrived. Eleanor wore a close-fitting black tank top tucked into Saint Laurent booty pants and a crocodile-skin belt with a golden Hermès buckle. The key to Cindy’s chastity dangled teasingly on a gold chain between her breasts.

Alison wore a baby pink racer crop top with matching high-waist cashmere jogging pants and sneakers.

Jessica had opted for a gray sports bra with matching Gucci jogging pants, sneakers, and an open flannel shirt.

Eleanor pouted upon Cindy’s approach. “Don’t dawdle, Cindy,” she said, “our cases aren’t going to unpack themselves.”

“Sorry, Goddess,” said Cindy, hurrying her pace.

Jessica scrunched her face. “What are you carrying? Flowers?”

Cindy blushed.

Jessica stared and folded her arms. “Tell me those aren’t our presents.”

Cindy stammered as she looked at the displeasure on all of their pretty faces. “Th-they’re expensive, Miss,” she said hopefully. “They’re forever roses. They’ll last twelve months.”

Alison stomped her foot and Cindy jumped, remembering how it felt to have Alison’s perfect sneaker slamming down on her face.

“This is bullshit,” said Alison. “I wanted a real present.”

Jessica sneered. “Maybe she’s asking you to prom, sis.”

“Ewww. Jess! That’s so creepy.”

Jessica sniggered. “It’s not my fault. She is a fucking creep.”

“Mom!” whined Alison. “This isn’t fair. I wanted earbuds.”

Eleanor inhaled deeply, inflating her chest intimidatingly before sighing through her nose.

Cindy gulped.

Eleanor was firm, pointing her finger. “You’ve disappointed my daughters, Cindy. What have you got to say for yourself?”

Cindy had tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Goddess. Miss Alison. Miss Jessica. I’ll, um, take them back and get you something else.”

“Oh no, you won’t.”

A bead of sweat dripped down the side of Cindy’s forehead. Dread prickled over her skin.

“You’ve got chores to complete and I’m not having you waste time going back to whatever second-rate florist you picked these out from. I mean, really, Cindy, flowers? What were you thinking?”

Jessica grinned, relishing her mother’s reprimand. “I think the red ones must be for you, Mom. Isn’t red a symbol of love?”

“Oh my God,” laughed Alison, “you’re right. What the fuck?”

Eleanor smiled. “Is that right, Cindy? Do you love me?”

Cindy felt hot. Her armpits and palms dampened. What was the right answer? She hadn’t considered it as “love” before, more as an infatuation. But the truth was, Eleanor had rarely left her thoughts for twenty-five years. The ache in Cindy’s heart gave her the answer. She longed for Eleanor. She pined. She needed to be in her life. She absolutely loved her.

“Yes,” she answered softly.

Eleanor’s eyes sparkled with possibility and her smile widened. “Then say it.”

“I-I love you, Goddess. I think, um, I’ve always loved you. I feel...empty without you. I’m sorry about the flowers; please don’t send me away. I’ll do better next time.”

Eleanor chuckled.

“Gross,” said Alison.

“Hey, freak,” said Jessica, “it isn’t enough to tell someone you love them. You have to show them.”

“That’s what the flowers are for, baby,” said Eleanor.

They all had a good laugh. Cindy shuffled awkwardly.

Jessica continued. “Anyone can buy flowers, Mom. It hardly takes imagination. I mean, we’ve all had plenty of losers buying things for us, it doesn’t prove anything. In fact, it’s the lazy thing to do.” She grinned and placed her hands on her hips. “It’s so much more meaningful when they show how devoted they are. I think she would prove a lot to us by eating every single one of those roses.”

Alison giggled and clapped her hands.

Cindy paled. She glanced at the flowers she had so carefully chosen and borrowed money from her daughter to buy. She looked up at Eleanor who was smiling back at her. There was no hint of defense from her Goddess, her love.

Alison sighed impatiently. “What are you waiting for, loser? Do it.”

Cindy slowly kneeled on the ground, placing the boxes before her and inhaling the scent. Perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe they tasted as good as they smelled? And if it would make Eleanor happy?

She twisted the first red bloom free from its stem. She imagined it as a giant, succulent strawberry as she placed it inside her mouth and chewed it.

Alison and Jessica cheered and high-fived. They both took their phones and started to video the scene. Eleanor watched, pouting with amusement.

After a weekend of eating the most watery, plain food available, Cindy’s mouth erupted in sensory pleasure. It was sweet, like a green apple. She swallowed and grabbed the next one. She continued until she had eaten all of Eleanor’s red roses, only occasionally stopping to gag.

She burped after the final one and felt a sharp pain in her stomach, as if thorns were jabbing her insides. She moaned and clutched herself, rocking on her knees. She felt the discharge coming and covered her mouth with her hand just as she vomited, spraying through the gaps in her fingers onto the remaining flowers.

Alison shrieked. “Ewwwwwww. Gross!”

“I’m s-sorry,” said Cindy, weakly.

Eleanor scowled. “That’s disgusting, Cindy.”

“I know, Goddess. I’m so, so sorry.”

“Oh my God,” said Alison. “Mom! It stinks.”

Jessica snickered into her phone.

Eleanor clicked her fingers and pointed away to the wall by her side. “Cindy,” she warned, “get your ass over there right now. I don’t want you anywhere near our things looking like that.”

Cindy crawled, following the line of Eleanor’s arm, crushing the vomit-coated roses under her knees. Jessica gave her a hard kick up her backside to help her along, which made Cindy yelp.

She arrived at the wall and saw a silver hose mounted on the wall. Eleanor and the girls followed.

“Strip,” said Eleanor, yanking the hose. She kept her distance as she pointed the heavy-duty nozzle at her. Cindy recognized it as a car wash extension.

Cindy dutifully unbuttoned her sick-stained blouse and revealed her scuffed bra to the three women. She tossed it aside and wriggled out of her pants, finally removing her shoes and socks. She blushed at her exposure.

Alison giggled. “Oh my God. Your bra. Is it like from like 2003? What the fuck? Am I younger than your bra, loser?”

Cindy shrugged her bony shoulders. “I’m not sure, Miss. M-maybe?”

They laughed at her confession. Even Eleanor smiled, shaking her head in bemused disbelief.

Alison continued: “Seriously, why are you so poor? Don’t you hate yourself?”

Cindy sniffled and nodded. She wished more than anything to touch her wet pussy for relief and comfort.

“Cindy,” warned Eleanor, “I never said stop. All the way.”

Cindy gulped and pulled down her panties, showing off her stainless steel chastity device. Jessica and Alison erupted into even louder laughter. Cindy’s pussy tingled as if magnetically attuned to the key dangling between Eleanor’s breasts.

“And the bra,” said Eleanor.

Cindy unhooked it and revealed her breasts.

Alison giggled and pointed. “Look how teeny they are.”

“Right?” said Jessica. “What are you, like twelve?”

They both had a good laugh at that.

Cindy blushed and instinctively covered herself with her arms. Her small breasts had always been a source of embarrassment. She felt even worse about them in the presence of the powerful bosoms of the three women above her.

“Alright,” said Eleanor, smiling, “turn it on.”

Cindy reached up and twisted the wheel to start the water. She watched as the hose bulged. Eleanor flexed the muscles in her arms to hold it steady as a jet stream of water gushed from the nozzle.

Cindy cringed to defend herself as freezing water slammed into her body. She closed her eyes and spluttered as it got inside her mouth. She was soon choking on it. The girls laughed merrily at her plight.

“Don’t make me do all the work, Cindy,” said Eleanor. “Clean yourself.”

Cindy whimpered and rubbed her hands down her body, scrubbing quickly as if taking a freezing shower.

“Turn around.”

Cindy showed them her buttocks and Eleanor directed the water at her cheeks. Cindy gasped as she tried to rub across her back and bottom.

“Me, me, me,” said Alison.

Eleanor handed her daughter the hose and Alison continued the barrage, giggling the whole time.

Cindy slipped and fell. She huddled herself into a ball and mewled. The cold was endless. She could hardly breathe.

“My turn,” said Jessica, taking the hose and closing the gap on Cindy. She pointed the nozzle directly at Cindy’s head and held it there. Cindy’s cries were drowned out by the barrage and the laughter.

Eleanor tittered, wiping a tear of joy from her cheek. “Okay, sweetie, turn it off now.”

Jessica kept the hose pointed at Cindy’s back as she moved to turn off the supply. When the flow stopped, she threw the hose down at Cindy who was blubbering by her feet.

Eleanor pouted a smirk. “This is much better. Those clothes were offensive. You look much cuter naked like this.”

“Th-thank you, Goddess.” The compliment made her happy despite her shivers, sobs, and the chattering of her teeth.

“Once you’ve dried yourself off in the sun, you can clean up your mess and unpack our things. Don’t dawdle, though. I have a surprise waiting for you when you’re done.”
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CINDY FOUND ELEANOR and the girls luxuriating on the patio over chaise lounges that overlooked the tennis court and pool. She was naked save for her collar and chastity, carrying a jug of iced green tea and a selection of organic berries on a silver tray. She placed it on the table and poured each of them a glass.

Eleanor leaned one elbow on the back of her lounger and drummed her fingers over a glossy onyx box inscribed with a golden ankh. Cindy recognized it as the same type of box Cindy’s chastity and collar had been delivered to her inside.

“Hey, loser,” said Alison, breaking Cindy’s fixation on the box. “How do you like serving us naked? It must feel pretty good to finally get some sun on that pasty skin, right?”

Cindy blushed. It was actually a relief to not wear clothes around them. There would be no more anxiety over what to wear. She owned nothing that could compete with their luxury fashion. Eleanor had taken that worry away from her. “Um, yes, Miss. Thank you.”

Alison’s cheeks dimpled adorably as she giggled.

Eleanor rooted inside her Gucci Dionysus shoulder bag that was resting on the seat next to her and pulled out a matching Ophidia bag. She retrieved several sleek credit cards. “Here,” she said to Cindy, separating Cindy’s dull cards from her own and tossing them onto the patio floor. “Maxed.”

Cindy had known this was coming. She knew what little remained on her limit would never have been enough to satiate the appetites of Eleanor and her family. They were used to the best. They deserved the best. Cindy’s finances were always going to struggle to keep up. She hung her head in apology, hoping she had proven she could still be useful to Eleanor, even if she was now destitute.

Eleanor pouted. “It was very embarrassing to find out your cards were worthless. Do you think it’s fair that I had to use my own money to cover our expenses when our weekend was supposed to be your treat?”

Cindy’s bottom lip quivered with the fear of losing her. “No, Goddess. I’m sorry.”

Jessica scoffed. “Seriously. What kind of freak lets themselves max out? Don’t you know anything about fiscal responsibility?”

Eleanor reached for her iced tea. “Poor people tend to be careless with their finances, baby. It’s one of the reasons they stay poor.” She wrapped her luscious lips around her straw and sucked.

Cindy watched, far more concerned with Eleanor’s enjoyment of the iced tea than their insults. Eleanor placed it back on the table without complaint and Cindy twitched a smile.

“For example,” continued Eleanor, “tell us how you spent your weekend when not serving your corner time, Cindy.”

“I, um, caught up on some work, Goddess.”

“And where do you work?”

“Krogers, Goddess.”

Jessica and Alison laughed at this.

Eleanor chuckled. “And how much do you make an hour?”

“A...little over m-minimum wage, Goddess.”

“Ew,” said Alison, “what is that, like a hundred dollars an hour? Why bother getting out of bed for that?”

“Ha,” said Jessica, “it’s much less than that. It’s like ten dollars an hour or something.”

Alison’s eyes widened. “Oh my God. Seriously? What can you even buy for ten dollars? What’s the point? I think I’d kill myself if I had to work for that. Mom, how much does she owe you?”

“$1200 from the spa, baby.”

"So, the loser has to work 120 hours to pay you back? No fucking way. That’s hilarious. Hey, loser, why do you work such a crappy job?’

Cindy wrung her hands. “Well, Miss, um, it was all I could get. I didn’t leave school with much of anything.”

Jessica snickered. “Other than a massive crush on my mom, you pervert.”

Eleanor smiled. “You see? Poor people work long, pointless shifts for barely enough money to live on while their superiors profit immensely from their labors. For example,” she took her phone from her pocket and scrolled. “Did you know I own shares in Krogers, Cindy? Let’s see...it’s at 50.97 right now and I bought it for 7.41. That’s a 588% rise in value. What do you think about that? While you’ve been wasting your life toiling away for minimum wage, I’ve been making hundreds of thousands of dollars at your expense without lifting a finger. I’m not the only one either; so many of us keep getting richer off the backs of all you little worker ants who facilitate the growth in our profits.”

Cindy knew nothing about stocks. She wouldn’t even know where to start. She squirmed, wishing she could rub her pussy to the idea that she had always been serving Eleanor, even when she hadn’t realized it. Of course, Eleanor had profited off Cindy’s work. It was how it was meant to be.

“You’re so much smarter than me, Goddess.”

“And you know what else?” said Eleanor, leaning forward intimidatingly. “While you were working this weekend for less than the cost of our lunch, my assets were increasing in value. I made over $150,000, and all I had to do was get pampered. And you know what’s really funny? I didn’t even pay for it. You did.”

Jessica and Alison laughed at their mom’s joke.

“Hey,” said Jessica, kicking the side of Cindy’s thigh, “what do you say?”

Cindy yelped. “Th-thank you, Goddess.”

“Oh my God,” said Alison, giggling. “She’s so spineless. I love it.”

Eleanor smiled and circled her boot, drawing Cindy’s eye to the expensive leather. Cindy whimpered, staring at the point of the boot, silently begging.

Eleanor nodded and Cindy immediately dropped to her knees. She crawled over the patio and took a long, heavy sniff at the leather. She felt like the luckiest person in the world. How many people got a chance to be close to something so luxurious? She gently kissed down the length of the boot. If only she could have played with her clit at the same time, she could have died content.

“Listen up, Cindy,” said Eleanor. “I’m not unreasonable. I know you don’t have any money left to repay me right now so I’m willing to make you a deal.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” said Cindy, still kissing.

"I'm hosting a special function soon for some rather powerful people. I’ll need someone to serve drinks and appetizers. If you do a good job, I’ll forgive a portion of your debt.”

“Of course, Goddess,” she said happily. “That sounds amazing. I’d love to.” She would have offered herself for free. Hell, her teenage self was hot with jealousy. She had always dreamed of being invited to one of Eleanor’s parties. This was beyond her wildest dreams.

Eleanor pouted. “This is going to be a lot of work. You’ll need some help. How about that daughter of yours? Sarah was it?”

Cindy froze. Her skin prickled with dread.

Jessica smacked her hands together. “Yes! You should totally ask her to help. This is perfect.”

Cindy doubted it would be as simple as just serving some platters of shrimp and glasses of champagne. The evil sniggers of Jessica and Alison scared her. What would Sarah’s reaction be to seeing her mother curtsey and scamper to the demands of Eleanor and her elite guest list? Sarah would be a witness to her mother’s humiliation. There would be no going back from this. Sarah would know her mother was a humiliation slut. How could she ever look her in the eye after that?

Eleanor frowned. “Is that a problem, Cindy?”

Cindy felt a twist in her stomach. She felt her buttocks burn with the memory of her spanking. “No, Goddess, I think it’s a wonderful idea.” She returned to Eleanor’s boot, kissing even more furiously. “Sarah will be delighted to help out.”

“Good girl,” said Eleanor, reaching down to run her fingers through Cindy’s damp hair.

Cindy smiled and silently purred.

“And you never know,” continued Eleanor, leaning back against her cushions. “If Sarah impresses us, she might find something better for herself than working at a Burger King.”

Eleanor was right. Sarah’s life purpose had to be more than what she was. It was an opportunity for Sarah to show her work ethic to some influential people. Yes, that is how Cindy would spin it. She was being selfish to make it all about herself.

“Well,” said Eleanor, “now that’s settled, I think it’s time for that surprise I promised you.”

Cindy ceased kissing Eleanor’s boot and watched as Eleanor opened the box by her side. Eleanor removed the golden tissue paper and pulled out a braided, black leather leash with a golden bolt snap. Cindy gulped. Her clit throbbed inside her chastity. Eleanor ran the leather between her fingers and then suddenly snapped it tight. Cindy whimpered.

Eleanor leered. “You know what this is, don’t you, Cindy?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Eleanor pouted and clipped it to her collar. Cindy at once felt lesser than she was. Eleanor wrapped the handle tightly in her hand. She opened her legs and forced Cindy’s face toward her crotch. Cindy stared. Eleanor’s golden Hermès buckle was like a crown. Eleanor slowly unzipped her leather pants and Cindy held her breath and humped her chastity against the front of the couch.

Eleanor slid her pants down her hips to reveal a black lace G-string. The laughter of Jessica and Alison faded into white noise. All of Cindy’s attention was fixed on Eleanor as she stretched her G-string aside to reveal her perfect, glistening pussy lips. They were the most delicious thing Cindy had ever seen.

She studied the shape as if they were exquisite sculptures. They were flawless down to the minutest curve. She inhaled deeply the sweet aroma of Eleanor’s arousal and her whole body trembled. Her own pussy would have leaked had it not been safely locked within its stainless steel.

Eleanor smiled and flipped her G-string back, covering her lips with the expensive lace.

Cindy whimpered and looked up at her beggingly.

Eleanor chuckled. “Not yet, Cindy. This is something you must earn.”
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Chapter 6.
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Jessica was practicing her deep squats on the riding machine. Her powerful buttocks pressed down on the resistance band and bounced teasingly in a pulse inside her yoga pants.

Cindy watched, mesmerized, as sweat dripped down Jessica’s toned skin, darkening her tight-stretch sports bra. Jessica had made her stand to attendance, ready to provide Jessica with a towel and sports drink.

Cindy squirmed. Doja Cat played on the multiple plasma screens scattered around the deluxe home gymnasium. In the video, a blue-skinned beauty ran her tongue over her lips, gyrated, and smirked into the camera as if aware there was a naked loser like Cindy, leashed and collared, trying and failing to suppress her arousal inside her chastity cage.

Jessica’s phone vibrated over an exercise bench and Cindy jumped at the sudden disturbance. 

Jessica eased herself into a standing, cool-down position and flipped her ponytail as she scowled at Cindy from behind her shoulder.

“Don’t just stand there, freak. Go fetch it.”

Cindy stuttered as if she’d been caught in the act of something naughty. “Oh, um, yes,” she said, rushing to bring it to her. “Right away, Miss.”

Jessica sighed, snatching it from Cindy’s weak grasp.

Cindy stared at the slow rise and fall of Jessica’s sweaty bosom as she tapped across her phone.

Jessica’s frown shifted into a smirk. “It’s Kaylee,” she said to herself. “Says she has a surprise for me.”

“Oh,” said Cindy, “that’s nice. A friend of yours?”

Jessica glanced at Cindy, furrowing her brow and curling her lip, as if suddenly remembering Cindy existed. “Just give me a drink.”

Cindy held the sports drink for her as Jessica drank it through a straw while responding to a text. Without looking, she reached over and snatched the towel from Cindy’s arm. She dabbed it over her skin and shook her head in annoyance as she caught Cindy staring at her.

“Are you getting turned on by this, freak?”

Cindy didn’t want to lie but couldn’t bring herself to admit it either. She knew it was wrong. Jessica should have been able to dab herself with a towel without perverts like Cindy making it sexual. She blushed in shame.

Jessica threw the towel over the front of her machine, lifted her arm above her head, and pulled on Cindy’s leash, forcing Cindy’s face directly into her damp armpit. 

Cindy breathed deeply. The scent of Jessica’s workout was like a delicious spice. 

“Oh my God. You like that, don’t you?”

Cindy nodded, rubbing her nose and lips up and down Jessica’s sweat.  

“Then lick it all up, freak.” 

Cindy was thrilled. Her pussy tingled, compelling her to lap up as much of Jessica’s sweet sweat as she could. Maybe it was all the bland food she had been consuming, but Jessica tasted glorious. The sweat of a winner. A future champion. 

Jessica pulled Cindy away and Cindy continued to lick at the air for a moment, not realizing she had been tapping her fingers against the stainless steel mesh that suppressed her leaks.

“You really are disgusting, you know that?”

“Yes, Miss. Thank you.”

“I’d tell you to clean my other armpit, but it looks like you’d enjoy that too much.”

“Yes, Miss,” said Cindy, disappointed. “I’m sorry.”

Jessica rolled her eyes. “Whatever. Go see if Kaylee needs anything. I’m taking a shower.” 

Cindy became aware of her nakedness. It had become second nature to be naked around Eleanor, Jessica, and Alison. The idea of showing herself to a stranger made her remember to be bashful. It was like a fantasy around Eleanor and the girls, but another person seeing her made her daily humiliation more real. If she appeared in front of this Kaylee girl, caged, collared, and leashed, with her tiny breasts displayed, would it not be considered sexual harassment? 

“What?” said Jessica, annoyed.

“M-maybe, I can put some clothes on, Miss? Or maybe just a blanket?”

Jessica grinned at her. “Kaylee won’t mind. She’ll think it’s funny. Now go on. Don’t keep her waiting.”

“But-”

Jessica grabbed her by the nose and twisted. Cindy whimpered. 

“Are you fucking kidding me right now?”

Cindy’s knees buckled into a curtsey. “S-sorry, Miss, I’ll be happy t-to see to your friend.”

Jessica released her. “Turn around.”

Cindy obeyed and Jessica unclipped the leash. For a moment Cindy thought Jessica had taken pity and thought to save her from that embarrassment. Instead, Jessica pushed Cindy away and began to spin the leash like a lasso before whipping the golden clip against Cindy’s spine. 

Cindy yelped and hopped. The sharp sting ran all down her back. It was a true and devastating blow. 

“What do you say, freak?”

“Th-thank you, Miss.”

Jessica laughed and clipped the leash back onto Cindy’s collar. “Now crawl.”

Cindy sank to her hands and knees. She crawled on all fours from the gymnasium, with her leash scraping the floor, humbled, defeated, and aroused.

[image: image]

CINDY HID BEHIND ONE of the Grecian columns in the marble foyer, poking her head out to watch Kaylee.

There was no doubt Kaylee was the same young blond from Athlétique, the elite sports store where Cindy had purchased Jessica’s replacement Bosworth 96. She was radiant beneath the golden glow from the chandelier above her. She wore an open V-necked polo shirt and a pleated skirt that showed her toned, smooth legs. A Nike duffel bag was slung over her shoulder. She studied a modern acrylic hanging on the wainscotted wall while absent-mindedly tapping a key on the grand piano.

Cindy remembered Kaylee had been to school with Jessica, but she wasn’t aware they were friends. Cindy had a bad feeling as she cleared her throat to gain Kaylee’s attention.

Kaylee turned and arched a brow. A slight smirk appeared on her pretty face. 

“Hello, Miss,” said Cindy, not thinking twice about using the title. All of Eleanor and her daughter’s acquaintances deserved to be addressed with respect. “Nice to see you again. Um, Miss Jessica will be with you shortly. Can I get you anything?”

“Well, well,” she said, “look who it is.”

Cindy blushed. 

“Guess you really do work for Jessica.”

“For the family. Yes.”

“I mean, I knew Jessica had a new housekeeper. I just didn’t realize it was you. I thought you just ran her errands.”

“I, um, do a bit of everything, Miss. Can I get you a drink?” 

“Awesome. This’ll be even better than I thought. Aren’t you wondering where the racket you ordered is?”

Cindy gulped at the mischievous glint in Kaylee’s blue eyes. She didn’t like the sound of that. She’d paid her a healthy tip to ensure Kaylee texted her as soon as it was available. 

Kaylee shuffled the duffel bag over her shoulder and snickered. 

Cindy’s skin prickled with dread. “Is...is that the racket, Miss?” 

Kaylee grinned. “I’ll take a soda.”

Cindy’s eyes watered. “Miss Kaylee, please. If you have Miss Jessica’s racket, I really need it.”

“I said I want a soda. Go get it.” 

“Please, Miss, I paid you. This-this isn’t fair.”

She held her grin. “You think I give a fuck?”

“Please, Miss, this is...stealing. I-I paid you for a service and-”

“How about we ask Jessica what she thinks? My word against yours? Who do you think she’ll believe?”

“I...I can get you more money if you like? Please tell me what you want.” 

“I thought I said I wanted a soda? What the fuck are you still doing here?”

“Of course, Miss, but-”

“Now!”

Cindy jumped into action at the tone of Kaylee’s voice. It left no doubt as to who the better woman was.  
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KAYLEE HAD NEGLECTED to specify what soda she wanted and Cindy had been too nervous to think to ask. Orange seemed the best choice. Everybody liked orange, right? 

“Hey!”

Cindy recoiled at the voice behind her. She turned to see Jessica with her hands on the hips of her short-skirted summer dress. She had blow-dried her hair and tied it into a loose top bun.

“You still haven’t brought Kaylee a drink yet? What the fuck have you been doing?”

“Sorry, Miss,” said Cindy, closing the refrigerator door, knowing excuses were not going to help her. “I’m going there right now.”

“Yes, you fucking are.” She clicked her fingers and pointed down at her feet.

Cindy blushed and shuffled to kneel on the floor by Jessica’s sandals. She looked down at Jessica’s creamy toenails and wished she could give them a kiss. They were so beautiful. 

Jessica grabbed Cindy’s leash and wrapped the leather around her wrist, yanking Cindy closer to the floor. It was humbling to be thrown around like a rag doll. But there was also a comfort to it. While under the power of her leash holder, there were no decisions to be made. She was just...led. It had been scarily easy to adjust to the leashed life. Almost like it had always been meant to be.

Jessica strode confidently from the kitchen and Cindy scuttled on all fours to keep up, clutching Kaylee’s chilled soda, hoping it wouldn’t fizz. She felt nauseous at the prospect of Kaylee seeing her like this, but she had to trust Jessica knew that her friend would not be offended. It wasn’t as if she had a choice anyway. 

Jessica picked up speed as she arrived in the foyer through the Grecian archway. “Kaylee!” She sounded genuinely happy to see her.

Cindy scampered like an ape in her effort to keep up. 

Kaylee’s eyes widened and her brows raised in surprise at seeing Cindy in all her naked, caged, and leashed patheticness. 

Jessica gave Kaylee a hug and a kiss on her cheek. “It’s so good to see you. I missed you.”

Cindy had never heard such warmth in Jessica’s voice before. It made her feel warm. She smiled shyly up at them. She was embarrassed but proud to be part of their reunion. 

“I kind of sprung this on you,” said Kaylee. “Is this really okay?”

“Of course, why wouldn’t it be?”

Kaylee shrugged. “I know how busy you’ve been, training for the Open.”

“Oh Kaylee, I’m never too busy for you.”

Kaylee blushed and smiled. “I have something for you.”

She removed the duffel bag from her shoulder and opened the zip. Cindy stared in horror as her worst fears came true. Kaylee smiled happily as she produced the Bosworth 96 Cindy had paid for.

Jessica gasped and gave her friend another hug. “Oh, Kaylee! It’s just like my old one.” She took it from her and swiped at the air for some practice strokes. “The weight is perfect. I can’t wait to try it out. Thank you.” She gave her another hug and a kiss. 

Kaylee beamed. “I’m so happy you like it. I knew you needed it for your tournament.”

Cindy quietly held onto her resentment.

“Hey,” said Jessica, tugging on the leash and scowling down at Cindy by her feet. “The fuck, freak? Why did you leave it to Kaylee to go out of her way to bring me this? Why didn’t you pick it up?”

Kaylee sneered down at her. “I know, right? I texted her it was ready.”

Cindy whimpered. Kaylee was lying. Cindy checked her phone regularly. She even looked through her messages multiple times just on the off chance she might have accidentally missed it. She looked up at Kaylee hoping for some sort of mercy, but Kaylee was clearly enjoying herself.

Jessica’s displeasure was evident on her face. “Didn’t I fucking tell you how important this racket was? I bet you did it on purpose. You want to see me fail, don’t you?”

“N-no, Miss,” said Cindy, clasping her hands around Kaylee’s soda in supplication, “I would never. I’m praying for your success. Honest. I-I never saw a text.”

“Hey, cunt,” said Kaylee, “are you calling me a liar?”

Cindy wanted to say yes but knew that would go worse for her if she did. “N-no, Miss, b-but, maybe you used the wrong number? Y-you can check my phone and see there’s no text.” 

Kaylee scoffed. “Like that proves anything. You could have just deleted my text in case someone checked it.”

Jessica nodded. “She’s devious enough to do that.”

“I’m s-sorry, Miss, please,” she said, her voice cracking into a cry. She was as trapped as her pussy.

“Oh, you will be,” said Jessica. “But first apologize to my friend. How dare you accuse her like that. Who the fuck do you think you are?”

Kaylee chuckled as Cindy edged closer to her.

“I’m so sorry, Miss Kaylee.”

“Do better than that, freak,” said Jessica, raising her leg and pushing the flat of her sandal against the back of Cindy’s head, forcing her face against Kaylee’s sneakers. 

Cindy continued to apologize against the foam. She circled her hips, gyrating her chastity against the floor.

“Oh my God,” laughed Kaylee. “Jess, seriously, what is this thing? I mean, I knew she was a wimp as soon as I saw her, but this is like another level sad.”

“I know, right? My mom found her in a Krogers. Can you believe it?” 

“Like, she just picked her off the shelf?”

Jessica laughed. “That would have been hilarious. But no. Apparently this freak went to school with my mom. She had a total crush on her and was desperate for any sort of attention. It was just an accident my mom found her again. But it turns out this freak is still in love with her. I think she’s literally spent the last twenty-five years masturbating to her.”

“Gross. Though not anymore,” said Kaylee, nodding at Cindy’s cage. 

They both had a good laugh and Cindy continued to hump the floor. It was no accident Eleanor found her. It was destiny. 

“Heeey,” said Kaylee, “I never got my soda.”

Jessica yanked Cindy’s leash, choking her. “Where’s her soda, freak?”

Cindy gagged and raised the can. 

Kaylee took it. “Orange? I wanted raspberry cream.”

She pulled open the tab and there was a hiss of escaped air. She held it over Cindy’s head and poured, drenching Cindy’s hair and shoulders. Jessica and Kaylee both laughed as Cindy hung her head in shame.

“Clean this up, freak,” said Jessica, placing the braided leather of the leash inside Cindy’s mouth. Cindy bit down to keep it from slipping out. “Then meet us outside. I want to practice with my new racket.”

“Yes, Miss,” said Cindy through the leather.
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CINDY WAS STICKY AS she made her way outside to the tennis court. Jessica and Kaylee were already warming up, chatting, and casually bouncing balls on the firm grass with their rackets. They stood on either side of a chalice-shaped stand filled with tennis balls. 

Jessica saw Cindy first. “Took you long enough, freak.”

Kaylee laughed. “Did you remember my raspberry cream?”

“Yes, Miss,” said Cindy, presenting it to her with a curtsey. 

Kaylee took it from her and sipped, tilting her head back as if posing for an Instagram sponsorship. She exhaled in pleasure and grinned at Cindy.

Cindy swallowed her own spit in an effort at satiating her own thirst.  

Jessica grabbed Cindy’s leash and pulled her close. “Okay, freak,” she said, causing Cindy to shrink before her, “we’re going to practice our serves and we want something to aim for. Got it?”

Cindy nodded, flushing from intimidation. 

Jessica inserted the leash back inside Cindy’s mouth and pointed with her racket to the other end of the court. 

Kaylee took another couple of sips and placed her can on the patio as Cindy shuffled to the baseline with the leather between her teeth. 

Cindy stood shaking as she awaited Jessica’s lightning bolt of a serve. She knew from the looks on their faces they were going to enjoy this, and tragically, Cindy knew her locked pussy would too. Alison had once called her “spineless,” but that was an insult to invertebrates. Even insects had a basic survival instinct. What the hell kind of creature was Cindy? 

Jessica’s serve was a bullet. The ball bounced aggressively inside the service box, rebounded off the grass, and smashed into Cindy’s forehead. Cindy backstepped. Water dislodged from her eyes. 

There were cheers from across the court. Kaylee congratulated Jessica and then took her own turn. She threw the ball above her head, arched her back, pushed forward her breasts, and smacked the ball as hard as she could on its descent. It traveled with less velocity than Jessica’s and skidded off the grass. Cindy hopped to avoid contact. 

“Heeey,” said Kaylee to Jessica. “That isn’t fair. She moved.”

“You’re right,” said Jessica. “Hey! Stay still next time, freak.”

Cindy held her breath and nodded. She curled her hands into fists to steady her nerve as she awaited the next round. 

Jessica’s form was clearly the superior of the two, even to Cindy’s untrained eye. Her feet were spaced as she lifted her ball. She bent her legs and turned her shoulders in a circular loop as she struck the ball.

Cindy only saw a faint green blur as it shot over the net and pounded into her collarbone. She fell to a knee and clutched at her bone. For a panicked moment, she feared it had broken. How could something with a rubber core hurt so much? Somehow, she kept the leash between her teeth.

They rejoiced and Kaylee gave Jessica a congratulatory hug. 

“Great shot, Jess,” said Kaylee, taking a ball from the chalice. “Extra points if we get her chastity?”

Jessica laughed. “Stand up, freak, and spread your legs to give us a target.”

Cindy was unsteady as she raised herself up. The shock of that last shot had made her woozy. She was relieved as Kaylee’s ball bounced harmlessly away between her legs. 

Jessica was more precise. Her strike was true as she fired a ball directly against the stainless steel mesh. Cindy felt the impact against her sensitive pussy lips and squealed through the leather in her mouth, much to the delight of Jessica and Kaylee.

“You’re too good for me, Jess,” said Kaylee. “This isn’t a fair game.” 

“Oh, Kaylee, you have good form, you just need to work on your aim. But I have an idea you might like.” She turned menacingly toward Cindy. “Get your ass over to the net, freak.”

Cindy was tender where she had been struck and waddled to where Jessica pointed. She knew the red splotches over her skin would soon be more bruises to add to her collection.

Jessica followed her to the net, grinning. She grabbed Cindy’s leash, yanked her to the ground, and wrapped it around the post, leaving Cindy trapped on a short leash. Cindy felt the tightness around her throat. 

Jessica returned to Kaylee and tapped the Apple watch on her wrist. 

An electric motor began to whir as the deluxe shotmaker shifted into life, searching for its prey. The numbers on the screen increased and Cindy’s eyes widened as she saw the final number landed at 135 mph. She turned back to Jessica, pleading with watery eyes.

Jessica grinned at her. “Oh, come on, freak,” she said, “it’s only a tennis ball. It won’t do any real damage.”

“Might sting a little,” added Kaylee, which caused more laughter. 

The ball fired as if from a cannon. It exploded against Cindy’s nose, knocking her into the net. She would have collapsed had her tight leash not prevented it. Blood trickled. She was left nauseous and dizzy.

Kaylee rested her head on Jessica’s shoulder, laughing hysterically and pointing her racket at the spectacle. 

“Hey,” said Jessica, between her own laughs, “if you bleed on the grass, I’ll make you lick it clean.”

Cindy cupped her nose in her hand to collect her blood. She raised her arm to protect her face from the next one and it slammed against her bone. She tried to duck lower to the floor to avoid it but Jessica controlled the angle to follow, ensuring there was nowhere to hide.

She humped her chastity over the grass, hoping some of the blades might get inside the tiny holes in her mesh to tickle her lips. She cried as much from sexual frustration as from the pain. 

She heard Eleanor’s voice from behind her head. She turned to see her Goddess walk outside through the double glass doors of her mansion as another ball punched the side of her skull. 

Eleanor wore a white, Milano silk blouse with an open V-neck that was tucked inside black tight-fit ankle jeans with a Valentino Garavani, gold buckle belt. The golden chain around her neck (that kept Cindy’s key) drew the eye to her cleavage. A large smile was on her face as she observed Cindy’s predicament, showing off her immaculate teeth.

“I was wondering what this excitement was,” she said. 

Jessica waved her new racket at her. “Look, Mom. I got it. Thanks to Kaylee. It’s perfect.”

Eleanor looked Kaylee up and down as if scanning her. Kaylee held herself proudly with perfect posture. It was evident she was worthy of belonging in the company of Eleanor and Jessica. 

Tennis balls continued to smack against Cindy, despite nobody paying her any more attention. It made it even more humiliating to suffer alone. She rubbed her crotch against the grass even more furiously. 

“It’s great to meet you, Mrs. Noble,” said Kaylee. 

Eleanor nodded at her. “Call me Eleanor, dear.”

Kaylee smiled and blushed. They hugged and Eleanor gave her a kiss on the cheek. 

“You must stay for dinner.”

“I’d love to, Eleanor. Thank you so much.”

Jessica smiled and held Kaylee’s hand. They gently swayed their arms together affectionately. 

Eleanor called over to Cindy, raising her voice. “I want this tidied up when you’re finished, Cindy. Then you can start dinner. Alison is out with her friends, but Kaylee will be joining us in her stead.”

Cindy removed her arm from her face and another ball struck her, which brought titters from the watching women. 

“Yes, Goddess,” she said, as loudly as she could. 

There was no question she would be staying as late as Eleanor required. Her obligations to her own family were completely irrelevant to both Eleanor and herself. 
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CINDY COOKED RICOTTA ravioli with nettle pesto and pine nuts, served with a corn avocado salad. It was an intense cook that required precise timing and the finest of ingredients. It looked beautiful as she decorated it over Versace porcelain dinner plates. It could have been a Michelin-starred meal. She wished she could have tasted it, but that would have been against Eleanor’s orders to only eat plain food. Something as luxurious as this was not meant for taste buds like hers.

She sipped tap water to ease the grumbling in her stomach, as the mouthwatering scent was a reminder she hadn’t eaten since breakfast.

She loaded a serving cart and wheeled it from the kitchen to the dining room.

Eleanor sat at the head of a tri-tone wooden gloss table on a large mahogany dining chair cushioned in jacquard fabric. Jessica and Kaylee sat on either side of her, facing each other.

Cindy laid their plates between the handcrafted French cutlery and poured a Coriolis Pinot Noir into their crystalline glasses. They chatted amongst themselves, ignoring the collared and caged, naked woman serving them, as if it was the most normal thing in the world. 

Cindy curtsied and backed away to the wall to await further orders. She admired the genuine Camille Pissarro in an ornate golden frame, hanging on the renaissance wainscotted wall between two Castille lamps. It must have been worth a fortune.

Antique china sat inside mahogany curio cabinets. The rare pieces would only increase in value over time, further adding to Eleanor’s net worth and the inheritance her daughters stood to receive.

What would Cindy pass on to Sarah? Her debt? It was yet another reminder that Eleanor was better than her in every conceivable way. People like Eleanor deserved to have nice things and people like Cindy did not. When you thought of it that way, life was actually quite simple. 

Eleanor leaned forward in her seat and the key to Cindy’s chastity dangled teasingly over her breasts. She eyed Cindy and pouted as if sensing Cindy’s attention upon it. She clicked her fingers and pointed down at her Gianvito Rossi block heels.

Cindy squeaked happily and rushed to her, dropping into a crawl. She pressed her nose against the expensive Italian leather and inhaled.

Eleanor took possession of Cindy’s leash and looped it around her wrist. Cindy immediately felt safer knowing Eleanor was now in complete command. There were no complaints about the meal. She had served them well. Now she could relax with Eleanor’s boots, laying gentle kisses over the instep. 

“Oh wow,” said Kaylee, looking down at Cindy as she worked Eleanor’s boots. “I still can’t get over this. I mean, at first, I thought she was just your servant but she’s actually more like a slave, right?”

She was right. Who but a slave would perform all she had done without pay or acknowledgment? Cindy allowed herself a mischievous lick of the leather. 

Eleanor lifted her glass and circled her wine. “I don’t like the term ‘slave,’ Kaylee. It suggests a coercive relationship. The truth is Cindy’s own choices have led her to this point. She had numerous opportunities to back out and refuse me. She’s an adult woman. She’s plenty capable of showing her own agency. The truth is, this is the life she wants.”

“But I don’t get it,” said Kaylee, “I mean, she enjoys this?”

Eleanor smiled. “There are many words for someone like Cindy. But essentially, she’s a submissive. Albeit an extreme example of the species. It can be a challenge for people like us to fully comprehend their mindsets. Tell me, Kaylee, how does it make you feel when you see her like this? And don’t be shy. You are with friends.”

“I suppose it makes me want to...do things to her.”

“It triggers something in you, doesn’t it?”

“Yes. I want to hurt her. I want to humiliate her. I want to...destroy her.”

Jessica reached over the table and rubbed Kaylee’s hand, smiling at her. 

Eleanor nodded. “That’s because you’re special, Kaylee. I knew as soon as I saw you. We always recognize our own, just like we always recognize them. You were popular at school, weren’t you, Kaylee? No shortage of simps and losers so desperate for your attention they practically begged to buy you things? Carry your bags? Do your homework? Compliment you? Adore you? And in return, you manipulated them, controlled them, teased, denied, and abused them, didn’t you? It made you feel powerful?”

Kaylee blushed and nodded. 

“Kaylee was incredible, Mom,” said Jessica, squeezing her friend’s hand.

“I wasn’t as talented as you, Jess. You were always an inspiration for me.”

They smiled at each other.

Eleanor took a sip of her wine. “Well, as addictive and rewarding as it is for us to abuse them, likewise every insult, humiliation, and degradation is dopamine inside their little submissive minds. They love it. They crave it. This is like a dream come true for little Cindy here,” she tugged Cindy’s leash, choking her, “isn’t it?”

“Yesss, G-Goddess. Th-thank you.”

They all laughed at her. Eleanor slackened the leash and Cindy returned Eleanor’s boots. They tasted much better than any Michelin-starred dinner. 

Eleanor continued. “Think of it like a coin. We exist on one side and they on the other. Does that make sense?”

Kaylee nodded happily. “Definitely. It’s like we are magnetically drawn to each other. We are driven to dominate and they to be dominated.”

Eleanor smiled at her. “You know, Kaylee, you’re an impressive young woman. I think you are capable of great things.”

Jessica gasped. “Mom, really? Are you serious?”

“What?” said Kaylee excitedly, “what is it?”

Eleanor sipped more wine. “Jessica tells me you work at Athlétique?”

Kaylee sighed and sulkily stabbed her ravioli. “It’s temporary.”

“Don’t be ashamed, Kaylee. I wasn’t born into wealth either. My parents were just normal people too. Money allows for superior nutrition, education, health, and beautification, but it isn’t an inherent sign of dominance. What matters most is your charisma, your confidence, leadership, intelligence, creativity, and appearance. Wealth and power will come to you in time. Once you are inducted.”

Kaylee’s eyes gleamed. “Inducted?”

Eleanor smiled. “Yes. As a Daughter of Isis. We are a collection of highly influential, powerful women, bonded by our love of abuse and domination. Membership will ensure you live the life you deserve. Through our connections, you will join the pinnacle of society. Do you want to rise to the top of the corporate ladder? Start your own business? Or simply live off passive income from property and stocks? You will have access to all our vast financial networks. All your ambitions will be realized.”

“My God, Eleanor, really?”

“Of course, Kaylee. The way you so effortlessly dominated and manipulated little Cindy here shows me what kind of person you are. You deserve it.”

“Eleanor, this is...beyond anything I thought possible. I-” she choked up a little and fanned her face, “I’m so grateful. Thank you.”

Jessica squeezed her hand. “You deserve it, Kaylee. And with my mom as your sponsor, you’re pretty much guaranteed membership. She’s one of the top sisters in this chapter.”

Eleanor chuckled. “My word is not quite a guarantee. Kaylee will still have to prove to the sisters what a powerful woman she is, baby. You know how it works. One sister, one vote. My influence will help you, but ultimately it’s up to you to impress them.”

“How do I do that, Eleanor?” said Kaylee.

Eleanor smiled. “You prove you are a superior woman. Let’s practice. Cindy!”

The sudden firmness in Eleanor’s voice made Cindy jump. She lifted herself from Eleanor’s boots and knelt, staring up at her Goddess, trembling with excitement. Eleanor pouted and handed the leash to Kaylee. 

Cindy swiveled on her knees to face her new leash holder. She felt suddenly cold without Eleanor, as if she had been ripped from the womb. Kaylee’s grin did little to ease her fear. Eleanor reached and stroked down her sticky hair. Cindy chirped, feeling immediately safer knowing Eleanor was close. 

“Now then,” said Eleanor, “what would you like to do with her?” 

Kaylee hummed as she thought to herself. “First of all, I want her to slap herself.”

Eleanor chuckled. “Don’t tell me, dear. Tell her.” 

Kaylee tightened the leash around her forearm, forcing Cindy to arch her back. “You heard me, wimp. Slap yourself.”

Cindy gulped and raised her hand as if possessed. The thought of disobeying her leash holder was anxiety-inducing. Her Goddess observed, and Cindy would not embarrass her. She was a good girl. She held her breath and beat her palm across her cheek, leaving a nice sting, to the amusement of all.

“Is that the best you can do? Harder!”

Cindy extended her arm wide and slapped with as much momentum as she could, twisting her neck upon the impact.

“Urf,” said Kaylee, “you’re too weak.” She swung her own arm back, flexing her muscles. “Like this!” 

She smacked her palm across Cindy's stinging cheekbone. Cindy would have plummeted to the floor had Kaylee not held her on a tight leash. Her vision went fuzzy for a moment. Her cheek burned with pain and embarrassment. 

Everyone but Cindy had a good laugh about it.

Kaylee grabbed Cindy’s nose, squeezed tightly, and twisted until Cindy yelped. Kaylee grinned and swirled saliva in her mouth. Cindy blinked tears. She knew what was coming, there was no need for an order. She slowly opened her mouth and Kaylee spat directly inside. 

Cindy swallowed and issued a feeble “thank you, Miss,” which only added fuel to the humiliating laughter around her. 

Eleanor retook possession of Cindy’s leash and Cindy huddled low to the floor by Eleanor’s feet, sobbing quietly, and drumming her fingers over her chastity. 

“Wonderful, Kaylee,” said Eleanor. “With just a little practice, you’ll have no problem gaining the sisters’ respect.”

Kaylee beamed. 

“The induction sounds scarier than it is.”

Jessica laughed. “For us anyway. It’s pretty fucking terrifying for them.”

Eleanor chuckled. “True. The induction is your opportunity to impress us all with your dominance. Complete control is expected. It’s important your victim doesn’t show any kind of resistance. That kind of rebellion should be immediately squashed. Of course, with proper training, you shouldn’t have any difficulty exerting your power.”

Kaylee smiled. “Was this one used at your own induction, Eleanor?”

“No, this one is new. Hard to believe she’s still a work in progress, isn’t it? I think she may be one of the most pathetic creatures I’ve ever dealt with.”

Cindy smiled to herself. She was special. Eleanor had said so. 

“So where do I find my own?” said Kaylee. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry too much about that. You’ll have a natural radar for potential targets. They aren’t so difficult to find. Think about the types at school who were shy, timid, and lacked any kind of self-esteem or self-respect. The kind of loser who never stood up for themselves and always came back for more. It will take some time to manipulate them into being induction-worthy, but so long as you are demanding, entitled, and sadistic, they will crumble to your will. The world and everything in it belongs to people like us, Kaylee. Don’t ever forget that.”

“Don’t worry, Kaylee,” said Jessica. “I have an idea in mind.”

Kaylee smiled at her. 

“Hey, Mom? How about a demonstration?”

Eleanor finished her wine. “A wonderful idea, baby. I think it’s about time we broke Cindy into her new life properly.”
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CINDY CRAWLED OVER the cold stone floor, staring up at the tantalizing sway of Eleanor’s buttocks inside her tight ankle jeans as she led Cindy by her leash to the center of the dark basement.

A spotlight detected their motion overhead and cast a beam of light down on them. Jessica and Kaylee followed with their arms around each other’s waists, chatting together excitedly. Cindy felt sick with nerves. 

Eleanor stopped by a black metal post. A circular winch was wrapped in a steel chain connected to a metal ceiling beam and suspension hook. The structure was like an industrial gallows. Eleanor smiled down at Cindy and pulled the lever on the winch to lower the hook closer to the floor.

Cindy stared up at her Goddess doe-eyed, and Eleanor lightly brushed the back of her hand over Cindy’s cheek. Cindy rubbed against it. 

“Baby?” said Eleanor to Jessica, “fetch the suspension cuffs.”

“Sure thing, Mom,” said Jessica. “Come on, Kaylee,” she said, taking her by the hand, “let me show you my mom’s collection.”

Spotlights illuminated their steps. Cindy’s eyes widened as she saw them head toward a wall of torture. There were crops, floggers, paddles, and slappers of numerous designs and weights, including the obsidian nightmare Eleanor had used to pulverize Cindy’s bony little behind the week prior. 

Below the weapons was a low shelf that held multiple brass mannequin heads trapped inside various bondage masks. There were some with blindfolds, some with ponytails, some with harnesses; some had zippers, and others had buckles. 

Kaylee admired the craftsmanship. “Wow,” she said, “you really use all of these?” 

“My mom’s an expert,” said Jessica, squatting to open a trunk and pulling out various manacles, cuffs, and spreader bars. “Don’t worry. It looks daunting now, but my mom will help you with your technique.” She held up a pair of leather cuffs with buckles and metal rings dangling from them, mockingly. “These ones, right, Mom?”

“Those will be fine,” said Eleanor. “And yes, Kaylee, no need to be intimidated. We’ll start slowly. Jessica, bring me one of the hundred-fall floggers as well, will you?” 

“Sure thing, Mom. And the nipple clamps?” 

Cindy whimpered and lowered her face to Eleanor’s boots as if for protection. 

Eleanor chuckled. “You’re a cruel girl, baby.”

Jessica batted her eyelashes innocently. “Pleeease?”

“Please Eleanor,” said Kaylee, clasping her hands, “I want to see.”

“Oh, very well. And you may choose a hood you like, Kaylee.”

Jessica and Kaylee squealed and hugged. 

Eleanor smiled at them as they searched. “Those girls,” she said, shaking her head. 

“G-Goddess?” said Cindy, looking up at Eleanor from the floor. “I’m...scared.”

Eleanor smiled down at her. “Of course you are. That’s part of the fun.”

“Goddess,” she said quietly so as to not allow the girls to hear, “you won’t-” she watched as Jessica whipped the air with the flogger, cutting the wind, “leave me alone with them, will you?”

Eleanor scratched the top of Cindy’s head with her fingernail and smirked. 

“Oh my God, Kaylee,” said Jessica, distracting Eleanor’s attention back to them. “You’re so fucking evil.”

Cindy gulped.

“She wants the deprivation mask, Mom,” said Jessica happily. 

Kaylee beamed.

Cindy whimpered. It was like something from a horror movie. The mannequin head was completely encased in suffocating leather, tightened with straps, and padlocked. She wondered how anybody would be able to breathe in a monstrosity like that. 

Eleanor chuckled. “You have a good eye, Kaylee. But I think for your first time, it might be nice to see and hear the pain you inflict. Remember, Cindy is new to this too. I haven’t had a chance to experiment with her too much myself yet.”

Cindy’s eyes watered with gratitude. Eleanor was not just her key and leash holder. She was her protector. Her true Goddess. She was filled with love for her. She would not let her down. She would be a good whipping doll. She laid a kiss on Eleanor’s boot. 

“How about number three?” said Eleanor, indicating a leather facial harness with three buckled leather straps and an inbuilt ball gag. 

Kaylee removed it from the mannequin head and with a big smile walked back with Jessica. The spotlight shut off, hiding the implements of torture once more in darkness. 

Jessica grinned evilly as she handed her mom the cuffs. 

“Arms,” said Eleanor. 

Cindy quivered as she presented them, staring up at her Goddess in fear and adoration. Eleanor inserted Cindy’s hands and arms inside the leather and tightly buckled the straps. Cindy felt security in the compression of her bones. 

“Stand,” ordered Eleanor, pulling Cindy’s leash. 

Cindy hopped to her feet and Eleanor directed her beneath the suspension bar. She grabbed Cindy’s leather-bound arms, forced them above her head, and attached the metal rings on the cuffs to the bar via climbing clips. 

“Mouth,” commanded Eleanor, and Cindy opened her jaw as wide as it could go. 

Eleanor pouted at her as she took the mask from Kaylee and pushed the rubber ball gag inside Cindy’s mouth. 

Cindy gagged. Her heart rate increased as she realized it would be too large to breathe through. It pressed down on her tongue and tasted of rubber. She wriggled her body, pulling down her cuffs to try and remove it, but she was trapped to the bar.

Her protests were muffled as Eleanor clinically wrapped the leather straps around Cindy’s face and tightened the buckles. Cindy’s breath stuttered through her nose as she scurried her feet over the floor in panic. 

Eleanor grabbed her by the collar and loomed into her face. “Watch it,” she said, “you almost kicked me.”

Cindy muffled an apology. Her pulse hammered into her neck, wrists, and chest. She tried to control her breathing. She had to trust Eleanor. Eleanor would not do her any serious harm. 

Kaylee laughed. “She looks super uncomfortable.”

“Oh, I’m sure it’s awful,” said Eleanor, cranking the winch and raising Cindy from the floor via the suspension hook. 

Cindy inhaled and exhaled manically through her widening nostrils, gagging and drooling. 

Eleanor raised a finger and held it against her lips, shushing her. Cindy tried desperately to control her panic, desperate to be a good girl. Jessica and Kaylee laughed at her struggles.

“As you can see,” said Eleanor, not looking away from Cindy, “she’s now completely helpless.” She extended her hand. “The clamps, baby.”

Jessica was delighted to oblige, and Eleanor clipped the steel pegs to Cindy’s hard nipples. Cindy mewled at the pain. 

Eleanor gave the chain between the two clamps a tug. Cindy yowled as she felt her nipples simultaneously stretched and squeezed. 

“Do you see how much power I have over her with just one hand?”

“Yes!” said Kaylee, “I see it. This is so awesome.”

“The temptation,” continued Eleanor, as Cindy tried to stay as still as possible to prevent the pain from worsening, “is to keep pushing and pushing. It’s intoxicating to have this much power. It can be hard to restrain yourself.”

She released her hold and Cindy felt immediate relief. The regular pinch now felt pleasant in comparison. 

“But we have to remember,” said Eleanor, “they are far weaker than us. You risk seriously injuring or crippling them if you go too far. Part of the pleasure of owning them is to have them adore and serve you. It’s hard for them to do their job if they are too broken. Our gin and tonics don’t make themselves, do they?”

They laughed. 

“Here’s what I don’t get, though,” said Kaylee. ‘I know what we get from this, but what do they get from it? I mean, I can’t even imagine being this pathetic.”

“I can show you exactly what they get,” said Eleanor, taking the key from her necklace and slotting it inside the first padlock on Cindy’s chastity.

Cindy’s skin prickled with excitement. It was happening. She was being unlocked. Her pussy would feel air once more. She moaned, long and hard into her ball gag. Her eyelids flickered as Eleanor opened each of her padlocks and pulled the stainless steel chastity down Cindy’s thighs. Cindy’s pussy was soaked. She jiggled her hips, humping at the air and leaking. 

Kaylee gasped and covered her mouth. 

Eleanor chuckled. “Quite the little pervert, isn’t she?” 

“You can say that again,” said Kaylee. “I guess that’s why you keep her locked up.”

Eleanor nodded sagely and shimmied the chastity back in place. Cindy pleaded inside her gag for relief, shaking her head as Eleanor locked her back up again. Tears streamed down her face. She was so close.

Nobody paid her any mind. 

Eleanor continued her lesson. “It also helps in obedience training. You’ll be surprised at the extra effort they go to once they can’t touch themselves. I can’t recommend it enough. There is also the psychological element. You can freely enjoy sensual pleasure at their expense while they must suffer and toil for even a glimmer of what we enjoy. It’s a constant reminder of our respective places in life.”

“I love it,” said Kaylee. “Where can I get all of this stuff?”

“The sisters understand an inductee must be able to train their submissives. Their obedience is a large part of what you will be judged on. They will provide everything you need.” She took the flogger from Jessica, brushing the leather prongs against her open palm, “I take it you’ve never used one of these before?”

Kaylee shook her head with a hungry look in her eyes. Jessica squeezed her shoulder and grinned. 

Eleanor nodded. “The trick is to inflict the maximum amount of pain with the least amount of damage. For instance-” she pointed the flogger at Cindy’s quivering body, “we want to target areas of larger circumference that have some padding. The thighs and upper shoulders are good candidates. When your skills increase, you can start beating the breasts and genitals, but I suggest we start with something simpler. It can be tempting to go for the stomach but you risk damaging internal organs. Trust me, there is nothing more annoying than having to cut a session early because your victim needs medical attention.”

Kaylee nodded along to the instructions, taking mental notes. 

Eleanor walked around to Cindy’s back, allowing the leather prongs of the flogger to slither over Cindy’s naked body as she passed. 

“For a beginner, the absolute best area is the rump.” Kaylee and Jessica followed to investigate. “As you can see, she’s already taken a paddling there.”

They snickered. Cindy struggled to try and see what they were doing behind her back, gagging and whimpering. 

Eleanor continued. “First of all," she said, maneuvering her feet into position, “the strike comes from your wrist, not your arm. Gripping the handle high will improve your aim. We want to strike the flesh, not the tailbone. Warm up with some light swats,” she demonstrated by flicking her wrist and slapping the thongs gently against Cindy’s ass.

Cindy moaned. The sting was soothing. It felt amazing. She clenched her ass cheeks, anticipating the true strike. 

“Take your time. When you’ve steadied your aim-” she raised the flogger high above her head, arching her back and pushing her breasts forward intimidatingly, and then used her wrist to whip the flogger down with all her might against Cindy’s buttocks.

The leather reverberated against flesh in a sickening slap. Cindy howled inside her gag. Her chain rattled as she rocked back and forth from the impact. She began to sob uncontrollably. She had masturbated to BDSM videos, fantasizing that one day Eleanor would be the one administering the punishment to her, and now, finally, it was a reality. She had no idea that something so painful could feel so good. It was bliss. It was happiness. 

Eleanor pouted and handed the flogger to Kaylee. “Now you try. Remember, practice your aim and then strike.”

Jessica took out her phone and began to record the session, grinning at the screen. 

Kaylee did her best to mimic Eleanor’s technique. Her strike was jerkier than Eleanor’s but still elicited a howl from Cindy.

“Good form, Kaylee,” said Eleanor, “keep going. Don’t be shy. The buttocks can take a lot of punishment. It’s why they make such fun targets.”

“Your first flogging, Kaylee,” said Jessica. “How does it feel?”

“Amazing,” said Kaylee, raising the flogger above her head and bringing it back down hard against Cindy’s flesh. 

Jessica laughed. “And how about you, freak?”

Cindy struggled to speak through the gag. “Amawzing, Mwiss,” she said. Kaylee smacked her again, causing her to scream. 

“Wonderful, Kaylee,” said Eleanor. “Always ensure they remember it. Don’t allow her to sit comfortably for weeks. She should carry the sting with her wherever she goes. She should sleep with her buttocks burning.”

“Hey, Mom,” said Jessica, “I want a turn too.”

Eleanor chuckled. “Of course you do, baby. I know, why don’t we all take turns? Go and bring us two more floggers, baby. We’ll really give her a beating to remember.”

Jessica put away her phone and practically skipped back to the weapon wall to find more floggers. When she returned, the three of them proceeded to take turns flogging Cindy’s ass.

Cindy found she could recognize the perpetrator of her pain from their technique. Jessica was clumsy but strong. She paid the least amount of attention to the direction of her strikes and often whacked Cindy’s lower thighs. Kaylee was weaker but made up for it with accuracy, hitting the same place time after time, increasing the pain. Eleanor was the perfect combination of power and precision. She was smooth, clean, and brutal. Cindy found herself enduring Jessica and Kaylee, waiting for her Goddess’s next elegant and terrible strike.

There was something gratifying in the methodical pain. Cindy had no control, no agency, and no will of her own. She was liberated. It was as if her mind had separated from her body. Her soul floated in the ether. Her screams became long moans. Her eyelids flickered and she drooled as if she had fallen into a pleasure-induced coma.

“Okay,” said Eleanor, after a while, “I think she’s had enough.”

“Awwwww,” said Kaylee and Jessica in unison.

“I know girls, but she’ll need some recovery time. I have a party coming up and she won’t be of any use if she can’t walk.”

“Oh my God, Kaylee,” said Jessica, “you’re coming, right?”

Kaylee smiled at her. “I’d love to, Jess.”

Jessica hugged her. “We’re going to have so much fun.”
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ELEANOR OPENED A MEDICAL bag. She retrieved a pair of black surgical gloves and stretched them over her hands.

“This may seem tedious,” she said as she pushed Cindy’s head down to raise her ass higher, “but it’s important to treat the wounds. The quicker they heal, the quicker you can play with them again.”

She forced Cindy’s face toward the floor as she opened a bottle of salt water and poured it over Cindy’s wounds.

Cindy’s buttocks burned as if melted in acid. She screamed inside her gag, which brought laughter from Jessica and Kaylee.

Eleanor smiled and pulled out a tube of Neosporin from her leather bag and applied it to the fingers of her latex glove.

“There’s also a psychological aspect to it.” She trailed her fingers lightly over Cindy’s cuts and scars.

Cindy moaned, happy and warm to feel Eleanor’s healing touch.

“She will love me even more than she already does after this. She will feel safe under my protection. They seek us out because they are weak and we are strong. They want us to take complete control of their bodies and minds. They want to place complete trust in someone better and stronger than they are. This kind of care reinforces our status over them.”

She opened some plasters. “Isn’t that right, Cindy?” she said as she slapped the plasters over Cindy’s rump.

Cindy yelped. “Yush, Gwoddesh. Thwank you.”

They laughed.

Eleanor packed up. “She’ll stay sore for a while but she’ll heal up quite nicely.” She walked over to Cindy’s front and smiled down at her victim.

Cindy raised her chin from the floor and saw Eleanor’s nipples were erect within her Milano silk.

Eleanor unbuckled the mask, peeled the leather from Cindy’s sweaty face, and pulled out the ball gag.

Cindy coughed and choked, regaining her breath. “Was...I...okay...for...you...Goddess?” she said weakly. 

Eleanor picked a strand of wet hair away from Cindy’s face. “You see?” she said to Kaylee, “she’s far more concerned with our enjoyment than her own body.”

Kaylee laughed. “That’s so pathetic.”

Eleanor chuckled and turned back to Cindy. “Yes, Cindy, you were a good girl.”

Cindy smiled weakly. “Thank you.”

“In fact,” she pouted and clutched the key around her neck. “You’ve earned yourself a little reward.”

Cindy’s eyes widened and her thighs trembled. She was humping the air before Eleanor had even inserted the key into her padlocks.

Jessica and Kaylee joined Eleanor, standing on either side of her with their hands on their hips and their breasts confidently pushed forward. Cindy blushed as her padlocks clicked open.

Eleanor waved a hand over her nose, theatrically bringing attention to the smell of Cindy’s arousal. “My, my. You really did enjoy that, didn’t you?”

Cindy nodded and sniffled.

Eleanor pouted and pointed her index finger at Cindy’s throbbing clit. She slowly prodded and circled it with the tip of her finger.

Cindy’s whole body quivered, rattling the chain that still held her suspended by her cuffs. She squealed and came within seconds. It was the greatest orgasm of her entire life, as close to heaven as she’d ever been.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘% Summer Gold *%

»
“ L)
f i
Wy
4

Where She
Belongs

Part 1.
A lesbian BDSM story






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





