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  Cheaters Never Prosper


  


  William could not believe what he was seeing. Sitting on the couch glaring at the TV, he watched as his wife of twelve years – the first love of his life, the mother of his three beautiful children, his best friend in the world, cheated on him. Not with one man. Not with two, three or even five men. No, he watched in furious anger as eighteen black men gang banged his wife. On top of one, another double penetrated her pussy as a third rammed his long, thick pole down her throat. When he received the package in the mail he thought it was some sick joke, or that someone sent him a bunch of pornos starring a woman that closely resembled his wife, but the second her clothes came off he knew from the tattoo of their children’s names and dates of birth on her right side, the fairy on her hip and a rose running the length of her spine that it was, in fact, the love of his life.


  Eyes watching, mind processing, William watched his wife being used as the personal fucktoy and cum dumpster to eighteen men. Looking at the box sitting on the couch to his left – a box containing another thirty or so cases, his heart sank in his chest even as his cock sprang to life at all the ways he could get back at her for this complete and utter betrayal. And it all boiled down to the prenup they had signed before getting married. As the ideas began forming, he watched. Fast-forwarding through the bulk of the action if only to get through the video as quickly as possible, he removed it from the player and replaced it with another. Then a third, fourth, and fifth – each of them showing his wife being gang banged by large groups of men in crystal clear 4k resolution.


  By the end of the seventh video, after watching his wife performing yet another gang bang – this time with twenty-three well-hung white men, he lost his boner as the realization struck him that their kids may not be his. Turning it off, he slumped back into the couch and stewed in his misery.


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  Exhausted from a long day at the office, Brittany had never been so thankful for the weekend than she was that fine Friday evening. Entering the house, she saw her husband relaxed on the couch. “Hey babe.”


  “Hey yourself,” William replied, using every ounce of restraint he possessed not to fly off the handle. “Rough day?”


  “The usual. I’m just glad it’s Friday because if I had to deal with one more incompetent client I’d pull my freaking hair out.”


  More like you’re happy because all your gang bangs happen over the weekend you fucking whore! William thought even as he gave his wife a sympathetic smile. “Going out with the girls again or will you be home this weekend?”


  “Not this again. You know damn well I always go out with friends on the weekend so do we really need to do this after twelve years?”


  “Nope. But before you go I need to ask you a very serious question. Are you happy?”


  “What?”


  “Are you happy? With me and the kids and our lives together. Do we make you happy?”


  “Of course you make me happy. What the hell kind of question is that?”


  “Are the kids mine?”


  “What. The. Actual. Fuck? I don’t know what you’re insinuating but…”


  “Come over here and sit down.”


  “I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but…”


  “I said, sit!” William seethed with an anger he had never shown before.


  Too shocked to reply, Brittany walked over and sat as far from her husband as the piece of furniture would allow. “What’s wrong with you, babe? I’ve never seen you like this before? Did something happen? Is everything…”


  “And until today I never saw you like this,” William said as he turned the TV on.


  As the black screen lit up, Brittany suddenly saw herself in the middle of a gang bang with over twenty men. “W-What the… OH GOD! I can…”


  “I’d really love to hear you explain your way out of this one. Go ahead, I’ve got thirty-seven more where this came from. Thirty-eight videos. Thirty-eight gang bangs. Over seven hundred different men. So, I’ll ask again, are the kids mine or were you knocked up at some gang bang?”


  “Of course they’re yours! I would never…”


  “What? Cheat on me? Yeah, I think we both know that’s a lie. I want paternity tests.”


  “They’re yours! Every time we were trying to get pregnant I stopped doing gang bangs and only went back after you had knocked me up!”


  “And for that I only have the word of a cheater. This is what’s going to happen. We’re going to get paternity tests to confirm whether or not they’re mine. Not that it’ll change anything as I will always love them as my own, but they deserve to know what a cheating whore their mother is.”


  “I will not…”


  “You will shut up and listen or you can pack your bags and get the hell out! I’m giving you one chance to maintain appearances. Refuse and I’ll file for divorce and you’ll get nothing. Accept and we’ll carry on business as usual.”


  “If you divorce me I’ll take you for everything you’ve got!”


  “Good luck with that. Or did you forget about the prenup stating that you get absolutely nothing?”


  “W-What do you want?”


  “I watched hours and hours of you having sex with hundreds of men. I watched you getting gang banged, double, triple and even quadruple penetrated. I watched you begging them to breed you, to use you as their personal cum dumpster. You see that paper on the coffee table? You’re going to read it and if you agree to the terms you will sign it and then we’ll get started. If not, then you can pack your shit and get the fuck out of my life.”


  Hands trembling, Brittany picked the paper up off the coffee table and began reading what she quickly realized was a slave contract expertly disguised as one employing her as a porn star with very clear and detailed list of fetishes she would be required to perform and for how long. “Y-You can’t be serious! I’m not a sex slave and I’ll be damned if I’ll let you or anyone else treat me like one!”


  “Then you have one hour to pack your things.”


  “Come on, there has to be some wiggle room. You can’t seriously expect me to do everything you listed! Especially posting it on the internet! I’ll lose my job!”


  “Refuse and you lose me, the kids and the comfy life that comes at the expense of my bank account. This is not up for debate or negotiation. You have one hour to sign or get the fuck out. Your choice. And just in case it wasn’t perfectly clear from the contract, no matter what you decide, I will never have sex with you again. I will pretend to love you, but there will be nothing but contempt in my heart.”


  “I’m sorry…”


  “Save it for someone that buys into your bullshit. I see you for what you truly are. You have your options. Choose wisely as there’s no going back.” And with that, William got up from the couch and walked out of the room.


  Her world shattered into a billion pieces, Brittany stopped the video and then threw the remote so hard it broke against the wall. Teary eyes drifting over more than a dozen pictures of their happy family, she knew the kids were not his. Thanks to paternity tests already taken, she knew beyond a shadow of doubt that each of her three kids was fathered by different men. Paper in hand, she walked into the kitchen where her husband paced back and forth. “I’ll sign but only on one condition.”


  “I told you this wasn’t up for negotiation.”


  “Please just hear me out before shutting me down.”


  “Go on.”


  “I’ll sign if, and only if, you ad a clause stating that you will never seek paternity.”


  “The kids aren’t mine are they?”


  “Please don’t make me answer that. Just add the clause and I’ll sign. I’ll be your damn sex slave.”


  “I want the truth, Brittany!”


  “No… the kids are not yours! There, are you happy now?”


  “No, no I am not. I’m as far from happy as it’s humanly possible to be! I assume you were knocked up at gang bangs?”


  “Breeding parties,” Brittany clarified. I only went off birth control and did gang bangs with white men when I wanted to get pregnant. I would say there’s technically a small chance you’re the father but I’ve already had paternity tests done and know that you’re not. Um, speaking of which, where are they?”


  “My parents are watching them so that we can have the entire weekend to ourselves. If you’re going to sign, sign. Otherwise, please just get out.”


  “I’ll sign after you add the clause. Hate me all you want, but our kids are innocent and don’t deserve it.”


  “No, what they deserve is to have their real father in their lives.”


  “If their real fathers wanted them in their lived they’d have made an attempt. You’re the only father they’ve known and to deprive them of that is cruel and heartless. Please, for their sake add the clause and I’ll be… I’ll be your sex slave. Porn star. Whatever.”


  “If you disobey a command, no matter how trivial you think it might be, I’ll tell them the truth.”


  “Keep this a secret and continue treating them as you always have and I’ll do whatever the hell you want.”


  “Fine, I’ll change the contract. If you don’t immediately sign the new one we’re finished. Is that understood?”


  “Yes… M-Master”


  “Follow me to my office. How many men have you whored yourself out to?”


  “I’m not a whore!”


  “Says the woman that accepted money for sex. How many?”


  “Since we’ve been married? Thousands.”


  “Thousands? As in multiple? More than a thousand?”


  “Way, way more.”


  “Do you know exactly how many men you’ve had sex with since we’ve been together?”


  “Yes.”


  “Tell me,” William said as she walked into his office.


  “I’ve done a gang bang a month for the last twelve years with an average of fifteen men. I’ve done a hundred and forty-nine gang bangs, been fucked by twenty-two hundred and fifty-seven men not including you.”


  “Jesus Christ!”


  “I saw you accepting fairly large amounts if money at the end. How much were you charging?”


  “Three hundred per man.”


  “So, you’ve made over six-hundred grand being bang banged and yet you still saw the need to spend my money? How much do you have left?”


  “All of it. With your money and what I made working I was able to save every penny of the gang bang money.”


  “After signing the contract you’ll get online and transfer it into our joint account which I will them transfer to my personal account.”


  “Bullshit! That’s not even remotely fair!”


  “And fucking thousands of men behind my back and spending my money like it’s going out of style is? Consider it partial repayment. You’ll do it or everyone will quickly learn what a whore you are.”


  “Absolutely not! I’ll give you part of it, but you will not leave me penniless.”


  “You’ll transfer half a million to our joint account or can get the fuck out!”


  “Fine,” Brittany seethed.


  Document amended; William printed out a copy. They both signed and then he scanned and printed off another copy which he handed his wife. Her life as a sex slave begun, Brittany sat at her husband’s desk, logged into her bank account and then made the transfer as demanded.


  “It’ll take a few days for the transfer to go through.”


  “If I see any activity on our joint account the deal is off and I’ll show everyone what a cheating, lying slut you are. Now take off your clothes and get on all fours. And from this point forward you’ll call me Master or you’ll be disciplined. Is that understood?”


  “Y-Yes Master.”


  “As punishment for cheating on me I’m going to give you one hundred swats for every man you fucked behind my back. But don’t worry, I won’t give them to you all at once. No, they’ll be spread out a hundred swats per day every other day until you get through them all,” William said as he watched the look on his wife’s face go from humiliation to fear. “At that rate it should only take about twelve years to finish but I’m more than willing to put in the effort. On the other hand, I’ll forgive some of them in exchange for another tattoo.”


  “A tattoo of what and how many will you forgive, Master?”


  “You will get ‘cheating whore’ tattooed across your shoulders. Do it and I’ll forgive a quarter of the swats.”


  “If I did that then anyone seeing me in a bikini will know what I’ve done, Master!”


  “As my slave I can just command you to do it, but I’m willing to give you the choice so I’ll only offer it one last time. Will you get the tattoo or not?”


  “This is so fucked up, Master!” Brittany said as she dropped her panties on the office floor. "I’ll do it, but can it be somewhere a little less obvious?”


  “If you want it moved then you’ll need to agree to another piece of work.”


  “GOD DAMN IT! What piece?” Brittany huffed.


  “Microdermal piercings along the collarbones. Do that and you may move the tattoo to your ass. That’s my final offer so don’t bother trying to negotiate more.”


  “Fine, I’ll do it, Master.”


  “Good. But first you have a hundred swats coming. Since we don’t own any canes yet, I’ll just use my belt,” William said as he undid the buckle. “You’ll stand with your hands clasp behind your head. To incentivize you to stand there and take it like the fucking whore that you are, I’ll add fifty swats every time you break position,” he said, pulling the belt from the loops. “When I’m finished we’ll go get your work done. As for the microdermals, you’ll get seven along each collarbone. Now get in position.”


  “Yes master.”


  THWAP! The belt slapped hard across Brittany’s breasts.


  THWAP! The second swat wrapped around Brittany’s left thigh.


  THWAP! Number three went around Brittany’s left hip – the tip striking her hooded clit causing her to wail in agony.


  THWAP! The fourth swat landed hard on Brittany’s ass.


  THWAP! Number five was brought up hard against Brittany’s vulva. Screeching, her body trembled and her knees weakened as the orgasm gushed out of her.


  THWAP! Aiming high, William landed the sixth swat across his wife’s breasts and to his surprise she had another squirting orgasm. “Really? You’re getting off on being disciplined?”


  “I… I’m s-sorry M-Master!” Brittany panted. “I’ve never… I didn’t… I can’t… I don’t know why, Master.”


  Angry that he could not even discipline his cheating whore of a wife, William lost control and in a flurry struck her nine more times, eliciting two more orgasms in the process. “Well, it’s obvious you love being disciplined so if I can’t do it this way, we’ll cut off the one thing you so love to do,” William seethed. “Since you love fucking anything with a damn pulse, I’ll make it impossible for you to screw anyone without my permission ever again.” Moving around his wife, he gave her another twenty-five swats for which she had three more gushing orgasms. Continuing without pause, he struck every piece of flesh from shoulders to thighs. The orgasms flowed so often it looked as if she was pissing on the floor. A hundred and seventy swats, eleven orgasms. “We’ll add painslut to the tattoos,” he said, lowering the belt. “Get dressed.”


  “Yes M-Master.”


  “When we get there you’ll tell them exactly what you want. Cheating whore on your ass. Seven microdermals along each collarbone. Painslut on your left breast and chastity piercings. If they ask what the hell that is you’ll tell them you want tunnels along your outer labia that may be ringed or laced shut. Is that understood?”


  “Yes Master.”


  “If whipping gets you off then I’ll find other ways of disciplining you, slave.”


  “I’m looking forward to it, Master,” Brittany purred as she picked her panties up off the floor.


  “You say that now, slave, but this is just the start. When the dungeon is complete the real training will begin.”


  “If it means more whipping like that then I’m looking forward to it, Master. We have kids, Master, so where are you planning on putting a dungeon?”


  “Since we have enough room here in the main house for any number of guests I’ll convert the guest house into our new dungeon.”


  “The whole house, Master?”


  “The whole thing. You’re going to be a sex slave, Brittany, so we’re going to need something expansive. Besides, if we filmed things in just one room your training videos would become stale and we don’t want to leave your future fan base wanting now would we?”


  “N-No Master. If you’re never going to fuck me again…”


  “You’ll have sex with other men on camera but you had better make them aware they’ll be starring in a porno that’ll be posted on the internet and they will not be making a penny from it. I have a separate contract for that purpose. That being said, in accordance with the contract that you signed, I’ll be fucking other women on camera as well. Actually, you’ll be fucking other women as well, but not the same ones as me so I hope you know some.”


  “I’m not bisexual, Master.”


  “You’re a slave now, Brittany. You’ll have sex with whomever and whatever I command whether you like it or not.”


  “Yes Master.”


  “Good, now let’s go get you marked as the cheating whore that you are.”


  “Yes Master. I know you say you never want to have sex with me again, and I know this is a long shot, but I do love you and I want us to work through this which is why I’m completely happy with you fucking other women, but I’d like us to have at least one kid together. Believe it or not, I am one hundred percent disease free and have the medical records to prove it. As are every man I’ve ever been with. Please, I can see by the way that you look at me that you still find me attractive and your hard cock tells me you want to so… will you please breed me, Master?”


  “So you can use the child as leverage if you decide to leave me? Yeah, I don’t think so.”


  “I’ll never leave you, Master. And if you think I’ll use our kids against you then I’ll gladly sign away all parental rights in the event of me filing for divorce. Please, Master. I’m begging you to use me as your breeding cow. I’ll never have sex with another man until I’m pregnant with your baby. I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll never disobey a command no matter how fucked up it might be if you meet me in the middle and make this new chapter in our lives work.”


  Shoving his wife over his large mahogany desk, William ripped her panties off, pulled his throbbing cock out and slammed all eight inches into her balls deep. As disgusted as he was with her, she was right. She was still the most beautiful woman in the world to him. “When I’m not using you you’ll be ringed and locked tight. Is that understood?”


  “YES MASTER! T-Thank you for breeding me! Well, attempting to breed me anyways. I’ll stop taking birth control immediately so you can actually knock me up.”


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  Forty minutes later, Brittany and William found themselves at Skin Deep standing in front of a tattooed and heavily pierced woman in her late twenties wearing a corset that did little to hide her ample bosom. “Welcome to Skin Deep. How can I help the two of you this evening?”


  “I’d like to get some work done,” Brittany answered.


  “Absolutely. What’re you looking to get done? Piercing? Tattoo? Something else?”


  “Um, several tattoos and piercings. Do you, um, have any restrictions on what sort of tattoos you’ll give?”


  “We won’t do anything interpretable as hate speech or part of a hate group. Other than that, if it’s something extreme you’ll be required to sign a consent and waiver form before we’ll do the work.”


  “I think I’ll definitely need one of those consent forms,” Brittany said, her face burning hot.


  “What are you looking to get?”


  “Um, A lot of bdsm-related stuff if you do that sort of thing.”


  “Absolutely. We just need you to sign the consent and waiver form, tell us exactly what you want and where you want it.”


  “It’s a lot. Can I just write it down or do I need to say it?” Brittany asked, eyes darting to the other five people in the shop.


  “I need to put it in the system so you’ll need to tell me. But before we get to that I’ll need to see some form of ID and you’ll need to sign the form.”


  “Yes Ma’am.” Grabbing her driver’s license from her purse, Brittany handed it to the woman and then waited.


  After a few minutes of clicking and typing, the receptionist handed the ID back and then flipped the monitor around. “Alright. Go ahead and read the document and if you agree you can sign on the pad there on the left and then we’ll go from there.”


  “Yes Ma’am.” Reading through lines of legalese, Brittany signed on the pad and then when prompted pressed her thumb to it.


  “Alright, you’re all set. So, what would you like to get this evening?”


  “So, so much. I’ll start with the piercings. I’d like to get microdermals along my collarbones. Seven on each side if possible but if not then however many you can fit. I’d also like chastity piercings if you know what that is.”


  “We’ve done a few,” the woman smiled. “Labia only, or labia and clit shield?”


  “Both.”


  “Noted. Any other piercings?”


  “Um, I’d like my nipples pierced as well. As far as tattoos, that’s where things get, um, kinky. I’d like painslut tattooed on my left breast, property of Master William written around my right areola, breeding cow on my mound, cheating whore on my right ass cheek and gang bang slave on my left ass cheek.”


  “Wow! You weren’t kidding were you?”


  “No, no I was not. Can you do all of that?”


  “Absolutely, but before I finalize everything may I talk to you in the back?”


  “Um, why?”


  “I just have a few questions for you. Alone,” the woman said, eyes going to the man standing to her client’s left.


  “This is my husband so you can ask in his presence.”


  “Actually, I can’t.”


  “I know what she’s insinuating and it’s okay. Go answer her questions.”


  “Insinuating? What are you… wait, if you’re going to ask if I’m getting all of this work willingly or if I’m somehow being forced then you have my word that I’m doing this of my own free will. Not only is he my husband and love of my life, he’s also my Master and if you don’t want to do the work then we’ll be more than happy taking our business elsewhere.”


  “I mean no offence, but when it comes to this sort of work we need to be sure you’re not being forced or coerced.”


  “I signed your consent form. I’m here willingly. Now are you going to accept my business or do we need to go somewhere else?”


  “We’ll do it. Do you prefer a male or female artist?”


  “Female please.”


  “No problem. Now, as for the cost, we’re looking at seven-fifty for the tattoos and an additional twenty-two hundred for the piercings for total of thirty-one-sixty-five after tax. Will you be paying by cash or card?”


  “Cash,” William said, pulling a thick wad from his pocket. Counting out thirty-five hundred dollars in fifties and hundreds, he handed it over. “I added a bit of a tip in there for the artist. And if she does a good job and can get it all finished tonight I’ll give her something more.”


  “Thank you Sir. Let me get you a receipt and then Melanie will be with you shortly.”


  “Thank you.” After taking the receipt, William guided his wife towards the row of chairs. “So, that was more than we agreed to but I’m not complaining, slave.”


  “I hope you’re not mad at me, Master, but given the circumstances it seemed like the right thing to do in the moment.”


  “I’m not mad about it at all, slave. If anything I’m proud of you for owning up to what you really are.”


  “Thank you Master.”
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  House Arrest


  


  Returning home from their vacation, Paige and Ryan Harris carried their luggage into the house where they were immediately greeted by the young woman they hired to take care of the place and their five dogs.


  “Welcome back,” Renee said. “Hope you had a good time.”


  “It was the most relaxing vacation we’ve ever taken,” Paige replied. “Everything go well on the home front?”


  “Yes Ma’am. I followed your instructions and although the dogs walked me more than I did them, they were great,” Renee said as a large, tan and black cane corso walked in from the kitchen. “Hey there Bandit,” she said, rubbing the dog between the ears. “So, I really hate to run, but I have another job Sunday that I need to get ready for so…”


  “Right, your payment. Before we get to that there’s something you need to see,” Ryan said as the front door swung closed behind him. “Please take a seat.”


  “Um, what’s going on?”


  “Please take a seat and all will become abundantly clear.”


  Confused, Renee sat on the couch and watched Ryan turn the TV on, hook up his laptop and then click through some websites until finding what he was looking for. Staring at herself, she inhaled sharply. “W-What is this?”


  “This is now,” Ryan said, waving for the cameras hidden throughout the living room. A moment later the scene changed. “And this is you snooping through our bedroom, going through my wife’s jewelry box and then pocketing several pieces. And this is you walking out, coming down the hallway, entering the living room, putting your shoes on and then leaving with said jewelry.”


  “I… you can’t record me without my knowledge!”


  “That’s your argument for robbing us?” Paige asked, brow raised. “And for the record, we absolutely can record you without permission. This is a one-party consent state and we have no legal obligation to inform you there are cameras in every room in the house save the bathrooms which would be illegal. Well, all bathrooms save the one in the play room you decided to use on seventeen separate occasions.”


  “And then there’s the money you stole from the lockbox,” Ryan said.


  “I’m sorry! I… I’ll bring it all back.”


  “Yes, you will, but not yet. We’ve discussed it and We’ve decided to give you two options. One, as an officer of the law I can arrest you, take you to court, use the videos as evidence sending you to prison for up to twelve years and ruining your life, or you may accept being disciplined by the offended parties – that would be us, every weekend for the next year. After returning our property, of course. You have five minutes to choose.”


  “D-Discipline me how?”


  “We’re offering you a way out of a decade or more in prison and a ruined life. Does it really matter?” Paige asked.


  “Yes, yes it does. I’ve seen your play room. I know what you have in there and a lot of it scares the hell out of me.”


  “You’ll spend the next fifty-two weekends being caned, flogged and trained to be a more obedient and submissive member of society,” Paige explained. “It’s that, or prison and with all the evidence we’ve got I think you’ll agree you’re screwed either way.”


  “W-What about job? I need to make money.”


  “You should’ve thought about that before robbing us,” Ryan said as the video changed to one showing the house sitter in the play room sucking a dildo as two more attached to a machine pounded her from behind.


  “P-Please turn it off.”


  “Why? You don’t like watching yourself being fucked by a machine while sucking a dildo?” Paige asked. “Because we sure as hell do which is the only reason we’re giving you a choice.


  “How do I know you won’t just turn around and turn me in after training me?”


  “We’ll all sign a contract as well as an NDA preventing us from ever talking about it. Assuming you complete your training that is,” Ryan answered. “You have the deal and about three minutes remaining to decide. And for the record, to save time we’ve already written up the contract and NDA. All we need to do is print them out and sign.”


  “I don’t want to go to prison. I also don’t want to be a sex slave, but I’ll do it. I’ll let you train me for the next year of weekends.”


  “Actually, that is my husband’s offer,” Paige said, eyes locked on the visibly trembling house sitter. “Since you stole far more from me than him, you’ll also need to accept an additional three years of weekend training plus one full week per month for the same duration.”


  “That’s…”


  “The deal I’m offering,” Paige cut Renee off. “Accept it or Ryan will arrest you and, well, I think we all know what’ll happen next.”


  “How the hell do you expect me to make money if I’m being trained as your damn sex slave?”


  “You should’ve thought of that before stealing tens of thousands from us,” Ryan answered.


  “Fine, I’ll do it.”


  “Good choice. Now, as far as making money, that’s not our problem but do you rent or own your home?”


  “I rent a shitty apartment.”


  “How long remaining on your lease?”


  “About five months.”


  “Then this is what we’ll do. You may deal with your living situation yourself and spend the next four years as our submissive, or you can move in here and be our fulltime slave and worry for nothing, Just know that you’ll be monitored twenty-four-seven and if you break the terms of the contract we won’t hesitate suing you to the fullest extent of the law. Is that understood?”


  “We’ll also allow you to keep the money you stole from us – set aside in an account to be doled out as necessary of course, but the jewelry must be returned. If even one piece is missing the deal is off and you can kiss life as you know it goodbye,” Ryan said.


  “Fifty-four thousand dollars for four years of slavery? That seems pretty low.”


  “It’s a hell of a lot more than you’ll make behind bars. Besides, what’ll you need money for living here with us? Time’s up. There will be no more negotiations. Do you accept our terms or would you rather I haul your ass off to jail?”


  “I very, very, very reluctantly accept.”


  “Great. Then put your shoes on and take Paige to get our stuff.”


  “Yes Sir.”


  “You will call us Master and Mistress or you’ll be further disciplined. Is that understood?”


  “Yes Master.”


  “Good girl. I’m going to go print the documents. If you’re not naked when I get back you’ll be disciplined.”


  “Yes Master.” Standing, Renee pulled her light gray tee shirt off and then dropped it on the floor rationalizing there was no point in hesitating or arguing given they had already seen her butt naked and screwing herself silly in their dungeon on numerous occasions.


  “Be honest, what’s the biggest cock you’ve ever taken?” Paige asked.


  “I think you already know the answer, Mistress.”


  “Yes, but I want to hear you say it and how it made you feel stretching yourself open in our dungeon.”


  “Y-Yes Mistress. I don’t know the exact size but it was the huge purple one you have in your, um, dungeon. As for how it made me feel… I mean, I can’t really deny the orgasms.”


  “Was this your first time in a dungeon, Renee?”


  “No Mistress, but it’s the first time I’ve ever used anything that big and I wasn’t recorded doing it so the home owner never knew.”


  “Have you stolen from other clients?”


  “I plead the fifth in that the answer may be used to incriminate me.”


  “This isn’t a court.”


  “No, but we’re being recorded right now so…”


  “I want the truth, Renee, or you can forget any deal.”


  “Yes, I’ve stolen from every client I’ve ever house sat for but none were nearly as wealthy as you and Master so I didn’t really get much,” Renee said as she dropped her bra. Unbuttoning her shorts, she sighed. “What are you and Master going to do to me? I mean, I know you’re going to train me as your sex slave, but what exactly does that mean, Mistress?”


  “Being a sex slave means obeying every command by your owners without hesitation or complaint whether you like it or not. It means performing every act of a sexual nature regardless of how perverse it might be. It means giving yourself body, heart and mind to your owners to do with as they please. It means giving up all rights as a human and becoming an object with the sole purpose of fulfilling your owners’ every desire above all else. You will have no limits, no safe words. You will have zero right to refuse a direct command. You will obey or you’ll be disciplined and if you refuse too many times the deal is off and you can spend a few years behind bars. Does that answer your question, slave?”


  “Yes Mistress,” Renee said as she stepped out of her shorts and panties. Lifting her left foot, she pulled the sock off. The right one followed leaving her butt naked.


  “So much beauty packed into such a petite body. God, I’m going to have fun breaking you. On your knees, slave.”


  “Y-Yes Mistress.” Dropping onto her knees, Renee watched her new Mistress’ skirt being pulled up over her hips revealing that Paige was not wearing panties. “Oh god! I’ve never…”


  “No talking,” Paige said as she put a hand on the back of Renee’s head and pulled her in. “Just do what comes naturally, slave.”


  Unable to speak with a mouthful of vulva, Renee stuck her tongue out and licked. Having tasted herself on fingers and sex toys many times before, she found her new Mistress’ taste to her liking which is why she grabbed Paige’s ass and pushed her tongue deeper. Thrusting it in and out like a tiny cock, she then sucked her Mistress’ hooded clit. Nibbling it, she switched to licking before sucking her inner labia.


  “Slow down, slave. There’s no rush. And instead of moving all over the place concentrate on one thing for a while,” Paige instructed. “I like my clit being sucked and nibbled so do that. Try to read my body reactions and when you sense I’m getting close, move to licking and sucking other parts of my pussy. Try to keep me on the edge of orgasm for as long as possible. If you understand then give my clit a gentle bite,” No sooner were the words out of her mouth, then she felt Renee’s teeth sinking in. “Good girl.” Receiving four more nibbles of varying intensity, Paige quickly reached the edge. Putting her right hand on the back of her slave’s head, she ground her clit against Renee’s teeth just as her husband walked back into the living room. “Damn, that’s enough for now, slave,” she said, taking half a step back.


  “Sorry if I wasn’t good at it, Mistress.”


  “You were great. Unfortunately, your Master is back with the paperwork.”


  “Oh.” Looking over her shoulder, Renee saw her now naked Master. Eyes drifting down his well-sculpted body, she stopped at the impressive cock and balls hanging between toned legs. “Fucking hell!”


  “You like what you see, slave?”


  “Yes Master! I’ve never seen a dick that big before and you’re not even hard. How big does it get?”


  “Just under eleven inches. And yes, we’ve measured it several times so I’m not just pulling numbers out of my ass.”


  “Jesus Christ! No wonder you have all those big toys,” Renee said as she crawled over to her new Master. Looking up into his eyes, she opened her mouth and then sucked him down her throat.


  Letting her go for about three minutes, Ryan reluctantly took a step back. “There’ll be time for that after the paperwork is signed and you’ve been properly disciplined for stealing from us,” he said, holding out a manila folder. “Read every line and if you agree to the terms sign and initial where indicated. And just so you know, slave contracts aren’t enforceable in any court which is why this one is not written as such. When you’re finished and assuming you’ve signed we’ll do the same and then we’ll head on down to the dungeon to see how many welts we can add to that very sexy body of yours before you can’t take anymore.”


  “If it means eating Mistress’ pussy and getting fucked by your monster of a cock I don’t care what the contract says. I’ll be your willing and obedient slave for life!” Renee claimed as she took the folder.


  “We’ll start with four years and go from there,” Paige said. “Now concentrate on the paperwork, slave.”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  Paperwork signed, initialed and dated by all interested parties, Ryan made a copy which he handed over to his new slave. “Everything is being recorded so the contract isn’t really necessary, but keep that in a safe place.”


  “Um, speaking of places, Master, where will I be staying? I mean, I know I’ll be living with you but in what room?”


  “Since you’re already in there, you may have the room you were using while we were on vacation.”


  “Thank you, Master.”


  “Get on all fours and follow, slave.”


  “Yes Master.”


  “Stay right there,” Paige commanded. “You want to know how big that purple dildo you loved fucking yourself with is, slave?” Walking up behind Renee, she scrunched her fingertips as tightly together as she could and then in one swift and smooth thrust pushed her entire hand into her slave’s pussy. “It was so big you can now easily be fisted by me.” Pulling her hand out, she then pushed the now wet appendage into Renee’s ass as the left went into her pussy. “In both holes.”


  “Oh my fucking god!” Renee moaned, lowering her head to the floor as her legs parted of their own accord. Feeling the hand in her pussy balling into a fist that was then pushed even deeper, the orgasm shot out of her like a geyser.


  Pulling her hands out, Paige slapped Renee hard on the ass. “You made a mess all over the floor. Lick it up, slave.”


  “Y-Yes Mistress.” Spinning around on the hardwood floor, Renee lowered her head and began licking up her own orgasm. Larger, stronger hands grabbed her hips as the huge head of Ryan’s cock slid between her pussy lips. And then, with one powerful thrust he elicited another orgasm by burying himself as deep as her petite body would allow. If you’re on birth control this is your last day.”


  Understanding exactly what he was hinting at, Renee rocked her hips on his huge cock. “I’m not on birth control, Master. I’m yours to breed.”


  “Yes, yes you are, slave.”


  “I know this is supposed to be punishment for stealing from you, Master, but I think I’m going to like being under house arrest.”
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  Professor’s Pet


  


  Class over, Professor Amelia Holt scanned the room until she found the target of her continued ire. “Miss Sanders, can you please stay for a few minutes?”


  “Sorry, but I’ve got other classes to get to,” nineteen-year-old freshman Natalie replied.


  “It’ll only take a few minutes,” Amelia said, knowing full well that her student had nearly two hours until her next class. “You might not think it’s important, but trust me, you’ll want to stick around for this.”


  “Ugh! Fine, whatever.” Storming down the aisle and up to her professor, Natalie huffed. “Make it quick.”


  “We can go to my office once everyone else leaves.”


  “You can tell me now or I’ll be right behind them.”


  Leaning close, Amelia stared into her petulant student’s eyes. “We’ll go to my office when the others leave or I can have you expelled right now,” she said, her voice soft but firm.


  “Excuse me? Do you know who I am? Do you know who my parents are? You better watch your tone or you’ll be the one getting expelled!” Natalie shouted, her outburst catching the attention of a dozen or do stragglers.


  “I know exactly who you and your parents are and I couldn’t care less. You’ll follow me to my office right now or you might as well withdraw from classes because this’ll be your last day at this university.”


  “I’m not following you anywhere! My mom’s a lawyer and…”


  “I’m walking. Follow or don’t, your choice.”


  “I’m calling my parents! I want them here to hear whatever bullshit you have to say before they get your pathetic ass fired!”


  “Call whomever you want but I’m under no obligation to wait for them to arrive to say what I need to say.”


  “You’ll wait or…”


  Spinning on her heels, Professor Holt glared at the young woman. “Or what? You’re going to get me fired? You’re going to sick your mommy and daddy on me? Get over yourself. There are thirty-nine-thousand other students at this university and you know what you are compared to them? Nothing. You’re a nobody. Sure, your parents might have some political connections, but you? You’re nothing but a self-centered, narcissistic spoiled brat that’ll amount to, well, nothing.”


  Shocked into silence by the professor getting in her face, Natalie followed a few feet back as they walked a short distance down the hallway and into a large office. Closing the door behind them, she slumped against it and huffed. “What do you want to tell me?”


  “Have a seat.”


  “I’d rather stand.”


  “Your choice. I couldn’t help but notice you cheating during the test.”


  “What? I didn’t cheat! I’ve never cheated in my life!”


  “Really? Come on, Miss Sanders, do you really think I’m that stupid? There are cameras in the classroom for a reason. This is the fifth time I’ve caught you cheating and we’re only a month into the semester. That many offences is grounds for expulsion. Now, up to this point I’ve kept this information from those that won’t hesitate tossing you out on your behind, but given your attitude I’m not sure you have anything to offer this university so…”


  “YOU CAN’T HAVE ME EXPELLED!”


  “Actually, I can. And there isn’t a thing you or your parents can do about it. I have video evidence of you cheating on five separate occasions so if it comes to it I’ll just let it speak for itself. That being said, I’m willing to give you a chance to not only learn that cheaters never prosper, but to actually do the work yourself by doing an extra credit assignment that’ll last for the rest of the semester. Complete it without incident and the videos will never see the light of day. Refuse, or fail to uphold your end of our deal and you’ll be expelled.”


  “What sort of extra credit? I have other classes to study for so I can’t spend all my free time trying to pass this one.”


  “You’re not the only busy woman at this university so if you really want to talk about what you can do to pass my class you can come to my home this evening,” Amelia said as she wrote her address down on a slip of paper. If you want to bring your parents along go right ahead. If I don’t see you at seven I’ll assume you’re not coming and I’ll show all relevant evidence to the Dean,” she said, sliding the paper towards her student. “That is all. Think long and hard about what you want out of life, Miss Sanders. Do you really want to cheat your way through life all the while using your parent’s name to bully others into doing your bidding, or do you want to own up to your mistakes, correct them and make a name for yourself? You may go now.”


  “I don’t have time to…”


  “I said you can go,” Amelia said, giving her student a dismissive wave. “I’ll see you tonight, or I won’t.”


  Walking over to the desk, Natalie snatched up the piece of paper and then stormed out of her professor’s office.


  God, I can’t wait to teach that spoiled bitch a well-deserved lesson, Amelia thought as she watched her student stomping out of her office.


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  Amelia heard the vehicles pulling into her driveway at 6:53 and knew Natalie had not come alone. A moment later she heard doors slamming shut and then several footsteps thumping on her front porch just before fists pounded on the door. Taking her time, she did a very slow twenty count before walking over, unlocking and pulling it open. “Ah, Miss Sanders, glad you could make it. And who did you bring with you?”


  “Like you don’t know my parents.”


  “Actually, I don’t believe we’ve ever met so, no, I in fact don’t know them.”


  “Listen lady, I don’t know what you’re playing at but if you think for one second that we’re just going to let our daughter come to a strangers house, especially one threatening her, you’re out of your mind,” Natalie’s mother replied, her voice as condescending as her daughter’s. “So, you can let us in to get this over with or we’ll be filing charges against you with the university.”


  “Well, I see where she gets her attitude from,” Amelia said, staring Naomi Sanders in the eyes. Please, come in. And let me make something very clear. I have never threatened Miss Sanders or any other student but then again I don’t expect her to actually tell you the truth so it comes as no surprise you believe that I have.”


  “Our daughter would never lie…”


  “Save it. Seriously, do you really think that tone scares anyone? Now, we can all sit down and discuss your daughter’s future, or you can leave and let the evidence speak for itself.”


  “Evidence,” Natalie’s father scoffed. “What evidence? What exactly do you think our daughter has done?”


  “Your daughter has been caught, on camera I might add, cheating on no fewer than five occasions. That’s enough to have her expelled for gross violation of the rules, but…”


  “You have no right to record our daughter without her permission!” Naomi countered.


  “Come on, Mrs. Sanders. You’re the best attorney in the state. You know as well as I do that it’s perfectly legal for me and every other professor out there to place cameras in the classroom. And given this is a one-party consent state we are under no obligation to inform them beforehand. Now, I don’t want to put undue stress on my central air system so are you done blowing hot air?”


  “I don’t know who you think you’re talking to, but I strongly suggest…”


  “What?” Amelia snapped. “You suggest what? You might be in charge in your courtroom, but this is my house and I make the rules so you’ll shut your mouths, sit down and talk like adults or I’ll have your daughter booted out first thing Monday morning. Which, given your attitude might be in the best interest of the university. I’m not going to mince words. I’m also not going to listen to your less than stellar attempts to scare me. You’ll sit down, shut up and listen while your daughter and I discuss her future or you can leave and let the evidence speak for itself.”


  “Please just do what she says,” Natalie pleaded. “I’m sorry I brought them but after I told them what happened they insisted on coming with me.”


  “So, you told them the truth?”


  “Um…”


  “I want the truth, Miss Sanders.”


  “No, I didn’t tell them the truth, Ma’am,” Turning to face her parents, Natalie sighed. “It’s true. I cheated numerous times and I don’t doubt she has video evidence that can be used to get me kicked out, but she’s willing to help me so sit down and listen, or leave because I want to hear what she has to say.”


  “If you want to help her then why are you doing it here and not on campus?” Naomi asked.


  “MOM! That’s it! GO! Both of you, get out! I don’t need or want your help so just leave me alone!”


  “You heard her. You are no longer welcome on my property so please leave or I’ll call the police and have you arrested for trespassing.”


  “We’re not going anywhere without our daughter,” Mark countered.


  “I’m an adult, dad. You can’t tell me what to do so leave or I’ll call the damn cops myself. And before you open your god damn mouth ask yourself how it’ll look for a lawyer and judge to be arrested for trespassing, harassment and intimidation. Just go! I can take care of this myself.”


  Jaw clenched tight, Mark looked as if he were about to blow a gasket when his daughter walked past him and then opened the door. Hands balled into fists, he grabbed his wife and stormed out. “Good luck paying for your education without us!” he shouted.


  Shutting and locking the door,” Amelia turned to her student. “I’m impressed. Sure, that’s pretty much exactly what I expected from your parents, but you surprise me, Miss…”


  “Please call me Natalie. And I’m sorry, Miss Holt. My attitude earlier was completely uncalled for. You’re right, I’ve been using my parents’ names and reputation for my own gain and that’s not the kind of person I want to be so please tell me what I can do to fix things.”


  “First, What I’m going to say isn’t exactly mainstream so I’ll need you to read and sign an NDA, consent and waiver forms and a few other documents but we’ll start with the NDA.”


  “I’ll sign whatever you want, but honestly, what’s the point? I mean, if I go through with it then my parents will cut me off and I’ll have to drop out anyways.”


  “What if I guarantee you the ability to pay for college yourself?”


  “Can you make that promise?”


  “I can. Let’s start with the NDA. Sign it and I’ll explain what you can do to fix things.”


  “Give it to me.”


  Opening one of the three folders on the coffee table, Amelia picked up a four-page document and held it out to her student. “There’s no rush so take your time and if you have any questions don’t hesitate to ask and I’ll do my best to answer.”


  Taking the NDA, Natalie bent down, picked up a pen, flipped to the last page and signed on the line. “There, It’s signed. How do I make things right?”


  “You really should read it, Natalie.”


  “Seeing my parents for who they really are, I don’t care what’s in it, Ma’am. Please, just tell me what you need me to do.”


  “You’re studying veterinary medicine so what better way to learn about animals than living life as one?” Amelia asked. “On top of having me as your personal tutor you’ll spend the rest of the semester learning what it means to be the professor’s pet.”


  “Professor’s pet? What does that even mean? Do you mean like teacher’s pet? You want me to kiss your ass? Ingratiate myself to you?”


  “I wouldn’t say no to you kissing my ass or any other part of my body for that matter, but no, What I mean is that you’ll spend the rest of the semester being trained as a petgirl. You will live life as a puppy and pony. You’ll do everything from eat and drink, dress as, play as and generally act as an animal. In this case a puppy and pony but there are many other’s you may be trained as.”


  “Fucking hell! Are you serious?”


  “Very. If you want a little taste of what that will entail then take your clothes off and get on all fours. Don’t speak. Just act. Do it, or go. But don’t forget you’ve signed the NDA so if you speak a word of this to anyone you’ll be sued to the fullest extent of the law.”


  “Are you going to have sex with me?”


  “Do you want me to have sex with you?”


  “Yes. I mean…”


  “I think we both know what you meant. Now, no more talking. Take your clothes off and get on all fours or go the way of your parents. Actually, hold that. Before we get started on your first lesson I’ll need you to read and sign the rest of the forms.”


  Bending over, Natalie opened the same folder her professor grabbed the NDA from and began signing them one after the other without reading more than a few words here and there as her eyes scanned for lines to sign or initial. When her name was on all of them, she closed the folder, stood up and then began stripping. “This is by far the most screwed up thing I’ve ever done in my life, Ma’am, but you know what? I don’t care. If stripping and acting like a dog is what it takes to make things right then that’s exactly what I’ll do. And if you want me to kiss your body or do anything else to it then take your clothes off and I’ll gladly do that too because, honestly, you’re hot as fuck and I’ve been dreaming of having sex with you since day one.”


  “Really?”


  “God yes! May I ask how old you are, Ma’am?”


  “I’m old enough to be your mother.”


  “Please don’t mention my parents. Also, that’s not a real answer. You probably already know, but I’m nineteen.”


  “I’m forty.”


  “DAMN! You don’t look a day over thirty. Please take your clothes off,” Natalie said as she pulled her shirt off.


  “I am under no obligation to tell you, but on top of the NDA and all the forms you’ve signed without reading, I have cameras in nearly every room in my house as well as several outside. Everything you’ve done since arriving has been and continues to be recorded.”


  “I don’t care! What I do care about, however, is getting into your panties.”


  “If you want in my panties then strip naked, get on all fours, crawl over to me and get in them.”


  Grinning ear-to-ear, Natalie practically ripped her clothes off. Getting down on all fours, she crawled over to her MILF professor, shoved the older woman’s skirt up over her hips, yanked her panties down and then leaned in. Tongue wagging, she licked her professor’s honeysweet pussy.


  Unbuttoning her blouse, Amelia took it off. It was followed by her bra, skirt and then her panties. Getting down on her knees, she kissed her student. “You want to have sex with me, my pet?”


  “Yes!”


  “Mistress. From now on, when in private you’ll call me Mistress.”


  “Yes Mistress. I want to have sex with you.”


  “Then get on all fours and follow, my pet.”


  “Yes Mistress. WAIT!” Leaning in, Natalie kissed her new Mistress on the lips. “Okay, I’m ready,” she said, dropping onto all fours. Crawling behind Amelia, she followed her through the living room, into the kitchen, down the basement stairs and into the first dungeon she had ever seen, let alone been in. Eyes darting from dildos, butt plugs, vibrators and anal beads, to whips, ropes, cuffs, canes, floggers and gags she gulped. “Holy shit!” she exclaimed, gaze going from the small stuff to the larger devices and pieces of furniture and equipment. “S-So this is a dungeon, Mistress?”


  “It is. Do you live on campus, your own apartment or with your parents?”


  “I live with my parents, Mistress, but I’ll love nothing more than getting away from them. Especially after what happened today. Unfortunately, with them cutting me off I’ll never be able to afford anything else.”


  “If you obey my every command I can get you a place away from your parents. You might not like your new living conditions but it’ll go a long way to helping you get in the mindset of the animals you’re being trained to live as.”


  “I have no money, Mistress. I can’t afford rent, let alone food and other expenses.”


  “Obey my every command and I can guarantee you’ll earn enough to cover all your basic needs.”


  “How, Mistress?”


  “By doing exactly what you agreed to do by signing those forms, Natalie. You’ll be paid to be trained as a petgirl under the guise of being a fetish porn star.”


  “OH GOD!”


  “You really should’ve read the forms. But that’s neither here nor there. You’re a petgirl now so you’ll start acting the part and we’ll begin with speaking like a puppy. From now on you’ll bark once for yes and twice for no. If asked a direct question requiring more than a simple yes or no answer you may use your human voice. You will also only speak when spoken to. However, if there’s an issue and you need to speak you may assume the begging position which we’ll get to a little later. When I give acknowledgement you may speak. And finally, if there’s a serious problem that can’t wait for a response you may use your human voice. Do you understand the rules for speaking as I’ve explained them to you?”


  “Arf!” Natalie barked.


  “Good girl. Now, be honest my pet, what’s the biggest you’ve ever taken up your sexy ass?”


  “My fist, Mistress.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes Mistress. I’ve been fisting my ass for over a year. But only my ass. I can’t take anything nearly that big in my pussy.”


  “How easily can you take it?”


  “May I use some lube, Mistress?”


  “You may.”


  Crawling to the shelves lined with sex toys, Natalie grabbed a large bottle of Passion brand lube. Flicking the top open, she squeezed a large amount into the palm of her right hand, made sure it was thoroughly coated, got back down on all fours, reached back and then pushed her entire hand up her ass in one slow but smooth thrust without even the faintest hint of hesitation or pain on her pretty face. “I can take it that easily, Mistress. I don’t know the exact number anymore, but I lost count somewhere after two hundred times.”


  “So, you’ve been fisting yourself practically every other day, my pet?”


  “Arf!”


  “Good to know. Huge plug it is. Keep fisting yourself while I get your gear, my pet. When you’re dressed we’ll go back upstairs and after I make copies of everything for your records you’ll actually read them before we do anything else. And don’t bother trying to fake it as there will be a test. Is that understood?”


  “Arf.”


  “Good girl. For the record, you’re contractually obligated to perform in no fewer than one hundred and twenty fetish porn scenes wish equates to roughly one for every day of the semester. And since you’re a month behind that’ll mean playing catchup by performing as many as you can in the coming weeks. Is that understood?”


  “Arf.”


  “For this you may use your human voice.”


  “I understand, Mistress.”


  “And you agree to perform fetish porn and to have it streamed live to the internet as part of your training as my pet?”


  “Yes Mistress. But isn’t that going to cause you all manner of problems? I mean, isn’t it illegal for us to be doing any of this? Not bdsm obviously, but be being your student and all.”


  “Which is why I will not be the one training you, my pet. But don’t worry, you’ll be trained to my exacting standards by professionals in the field of fetish porn and petgirls specifically. And when you pass my class and I’m no longer your professor we can play all you want without any repercussions. Assuming you want to continue being trained that is.”


  “Let’s see if I can pass your class first, Mistress.”


  “Pay attention in class, do your homework, study the material and come to me with any problems and you’ll pass with flying colors. That being said. You did cheat on five separate tests and quizzes so I expect you to go over the material in preparation for makeup tests and quizzes that’ll be different than the first ones you took. Understood?”


  “Arf.”


  “Good girl.” Giving her pet a pat on the head, Amelia walked to the large walk-in closet at the back of the dungeon, opened the door, and then stepped inside to fetch her submissive’s new puppy gear. Weaving through racks of latex and leather clothing, she emerged in front of a wall of box-lined shelves. Finding the one she was looking for, she plucked it off the shelf and carried it with her back out into the dungeon where she sat it on a metal table. “Have you ever worn latex, my pet?”


  “Y-Yes Mistress,” Natalie moaned as she continued fisting her ass.


  “Yeah? What have you worn?”


  “I dressed as a sexy nurse and nun for Halloween the last two years, Mistress. Each consisted of latex dresses and thigh-high boots as well as other accessories.”


  “Great. Then I won’t need to explain how to get into it without tearing it,” Amelia said, opening the box. Grabbing an anatomically correct canine cock plug, she walked up behind her pet in training. “You may stop fisting yourself now, my pet.”


  No sooner was the hand out of her ass, then Natalie felt the tapered tip of the plug followed by the thick shaft pushing into her. Relaxing as it grew thicker and thicker, she felt the front edge of the massive knot. Slightly larger than her own fist, it gave a nice stretch as it too slowly made its way in. And then, her asshole snapped shut around the much narrower shaft behind it. “UHN!”


  “You okay my pet?”


  “Arf!”


  “No pain?”


  “Arf, arf!”


  “Discomfort?”


  “Arf.”


  “A lot?”


  “Arf, arf.”


  “Think you can wear it all night, my pet?”


  “Arf!”


  “Good girl. Now let’s go read your paperwork aloud for the cameras so there’s no doubt in anyone’s mind that your my willing petgirl.”


  Thinking to herself, Natalie imagined a dog begging and did her best to mimic the position. Sitting back, she raised up so that her ass was off her feet but not all the way up. Placing elbows at her sides, she held her forearms out and let her hands flop in front of her.


  “You may speak, my pet.”


  “Thank you Mistress. I genuinely don’t care what’s in the paperwork, Mistress. Don’t get me wrong, I’ll read them aloud if that’s what you want, but this is by far the hottest way I’ve ever been disciplined and I love it. Fuck being your pet for the next few weeks, Mistress. I’ll gladly be your pet for as long as you want me as such. All I ask is that you actually love and take care of me, ensure I have a roof over my head, food and water in my bowls and some attention and I’ll be as obedient and loyal as any real pet you might have.”


  “I can guarantee all of that and more, my pet.” Tenderly caressing Natalie’s left cheek, Amelia leaned down and kissed the young woman on the lips. “I’ll shred the contract and print out a new one with a ten-year limit with the option for either of us to break it at any time without repercussion after five years. How does that sound?”


  “Sounds good to me, Mistress. May I eat you out now?”


  “After everything is read and signed.”


  “Arf!” Dropping onto all fours, Natalie waited for her Mistress to lead the way back upstairs, her clit throbbing at the excitement of serving the woman she had spent the last month crushing on.
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  Business Unusual


  


  Entering the building at precisely 7:50 as she had done every day since business opened nearly fourteen years prior, Megan immediately noticed that there was no else in the lobby despite the door being unlocked and the lights on. “Heads are going to roll!” she yelled as she furiously stomped across the room – heels clacking loudly on the tiled floor. Yanking a door open, she walked down a hallway peering into the empty offices of her three managers and the entire sales team. Then, as she rounded a corner to go to her office she nearly ran into – Kayden Lawson – her 6’6”, 250-pound production manager. “What the hell is going on? Where is everyone? Why the hell are you lurking in the halls and not doing your damn job?” she shouted up at him.


  “To my misfortune…”


  “I don’t want to hear it! I’m not paying you to stand around! I’m…”


  Stepping up to the CEO of the company he had given ten years to, Kayden towered a full foot over his boss. If you weren’t such an uptight, self-centered, narcissistic bitch you’d actually be pretty fucking hot, he thought as he stared down at her gorgeous face and the suit tailored to her every perfect curve. “If you want to know where everyone is then try looking in conference room one.” Glaring at her for a long beat, he turned and walked away. Earing his boss quickly approaching, he stepped aside to let her pass. Which was fine by him because if there was ever an ass man he was it and she had a great one. Following behind, he not only blocked her retreat when she walked into the company’s largest conference room, but actively nudged her inside.


  Throwing the heavy wooden door open expecting to see her employees sitting around large tables, she let out an audible gasp as her eyes fell upon hundreds of sex toys, devices and pieces of equipment. Stumbling back into Kayden, she attempted to slide past him but was instead pushed into the room. “W-What in the hell is going on in here? What’s the meaning of this? Have you all lost your god damn minds!”


  “Actually, we’re tired of your tyrannical bullshit,” Kayden said with an eerie calmness. “Sure, you might be the CEO, but that doesn’t give you the right to treat us like your personal slaves. We’re going to make it very simple. You can spend the weekend being our slave, or we all walk and spread word of how you run this company across our collective eighteen million social media followers. Not to mention several government agencies for your very suspect rules violations. Before you open your mouth to spew more crap, this isn’t up for negotiation. You will be our sex slave for the weekend or we quit and you can run this shithole yourself.”


  “I’ll sue you all for blackmail!”


  “Blackmail infers coercion using threats of releasing false information about a person and we can assure you there’s nothing false about anything we’ll say about you or the way you run this company. Now, would you rather spend the weekend being used by us as you’ve used us for years, or would you prefer to lose everything?”


  “I can hire more employees!”


  “Maybe, but they’ll never be able to cover everything.”


  “You think your indispensable??”


  “Me personally? Not at all. But you forget that Olivia, Walter and Cody hold patents and copyrights on several critical components required for approximately seventy percent of current revenues. Patents and copyrights that leave with them should you breach their employment contracts.”


  “You might think it’s okay to treat us like garbage, make us cut corners, work ridiculously long hours without paying overtime despite us being waged employees and a whole dumpster full of other bullshit, but we’re sick and tired of being taken being worked to death to line your tailored pockets,” Olivia said as she stepped around a sex swing. “Honestly, the only reason I’m here and willing to entertain any of this is because, despite all of your many flaws, you’re actually a beautiful woman and I’m very much bisexual.” Seeing the look of shocked horror on the owner’s face, she continued. “Yeah, that’s right, you hired a sexual deviant. That is what you call everyone not straight, right? We have at least eighty instances of you saying it so don’t bother denying it. And for the record, if you accept our offer I’ll be the first one you have sex with.”


  “There’s no way in hell I’m having sex with you or anyone else!”


  “Is that your final answer?” Kayden asked. “You might think you’ll come out on top and business will go on as normal, but I assure you we have so much evidence against you it’ll be a miracle if you remain open after today.”


  “If I do it, and I’m not saying I will, what assurance do I have that you won’t try something like this on me again?”


  “These NDAs, consent and waiver forms as well as the contracts we’ll all sign stating we’ll take this to our grave if you meet our very reasonable demands. Demands such as no more than forty-eight-hour workweeks, payment of all past and future overtime, remedying the many health and code violations and a five dollar an hour across the board pay raise for all waged employees, a ten percent pay increase for salaried employees and yearly bonuses based on performance and production,” Walter said, holding up a thick manila folder. “You have eighty-one employees that have poured their hearts and souls into making this a great company despite your tyrannical rules. We want to continue making this a great company but the only way that’s going to happen is if you sign the forms and allow us to take our well-deserved frustrations out on your stunningly beautiful body. Yeah, I said what we’re all thinking. You’re fucking gorgeous and we all want to bang your fucking brains out.”


  “Amen!” Olivia replied. “I’m going to eat your pussy until my tongue refuses to move.”


  “And we’re going to spend the weekend gang banging every hole,” a stocky black man named Ellis said. “Who knows, if we’re lucky one of us might even breed you.”


  “I’m going to ask one last time. Are you going to let us play with you this weekend, or are you going to lose everything you’ve built with our blood, sweat and tears?” Kayden asked.


  Knowing she was royally screwed either way, Megan gave the gathered crowd of employees a long, hard look. “Do you all despise me that much? Have I really been such a horrible boss?”


  “YES!” eighty-one men and women answered in unison.


  Taken aback, Megan felt her heart drop. “I…” Walking up to Walter, she grabbed the folder from his hand, opened it and then began reading. “If using me as your sex slave for the weekend is what it takes to make things right then that’s a price I’m willing to pay. All I ask is that you don’t mark up my face.”


  “Do you really mean it? You’ll be our sex slave for the entire weekend?”


  “That’s what I just said isn’t it?”


  “Then say it. Say the words so there’s no confusion in any of our minds.”


  “After reading and signing whatever paperwork you brought, I give you permission to use me as your sex slave for the entire weekend. I give you permission to use me however you like so long as it’s legal for you to do so. I’m your willing sex slave until midnight Sunday. Is that good enough for you?”


  “Good enough for me,” Olivia said as she walked up to the company’s owner. Kneeling, she unzipped the owner’s burgundy skirt and then pulled it down legs toned from years of morning jogs.


  “W-What are you doing?” Megan gasped.


  “I told you I would be the first to have sex with you, slave. Now shut up and concentrate on the documents while I eat you out,” Olivia said as she pulled her boss’ thong down.


  “I’m not bisexual or a lesbian!”


  “No, you’re a sex slave and that means doing whatever the hell we say whether you like it or not.” Maneuvering herself into position, Olivia grabbed Megan’s ass, pulled her close and then sucked her hooded clit.


  “Uuhhnnn! Oh god!” Megan shockingly moaned as she attempted to read the documents provided.


  “Someone hand me a bottle of lube and a butt plug!” No sooner were the words out of her mouth, then about a dozen plugs and three large bottles of lube were thrust in her direction. Taking a bottle and one of the larger plugs, she coated the toy and then pressed the tip against her temporary slave’s asshole. With a hard shove she pushed two-thirds of the long, thick plug into Megan’s ass before her boss yelped.


  “Aaahhhh! Fucking hell that hurts! It’s too big!”


  “It might be too big now but it’ll be stuffing your ass soon enough, slave. Stop clenching and relax or I’ll cane your tits.” The warning issued, Olivia felt Megan’s sphincter go slack, allowing the plug to slid in with relative ease. Looking up, brow raised, she pulled it out and pushed it back in. Out. In. Out. In. Lubing her hands, she yanked the toy out and then shoved her right hand in to the wrist. “Really?” Scrunching fingertips together, Olivia then pushed her left hand into her boss’ pussy. As soon as the knuckles went in, she made a fist and shoved it in even deeper. “Too big, huh? We will not tolerate lies, slave. Ten swats to the breasts. How long have you been fisting, slave?”


  “Since before you were born,” Megan answered.


  “Kayden, do you want to give her tits ten swats and explain the rules for being disciplined?”


  “Gladly. Put the folder down and put your hands behind your head, slave,” Kayden said as he walked over and picked up a long bamboo cane. “The rules are simple. I’m going to cane your fat tits. After each swat you’ll count and give thanks by saying ‘thank you Master.’ If you refuse or fail to count and give thanks, say something other than the count and thanks including screaming, or break position I’ll add five swats for every infraction. Do you understand the rules as I’ve explained them?”


  “Yes.”


  “It’s yes Master.”


  “Yes Master,” Megan said as she clasped her hands together behind her head.


  “What other fetishes have you participated in, slave? If you lie the swats only increase,” Kayden said as he moved into position.


  “I did a threesome once and let a guy piss on me in college.”


  “Just on you, or did you drink it too?”


  “Just on me,” Megan moaned as the fists pistoned in and out of her stretched holes. “Um speaking of peeing, can I go to the bathroom before you cane me, M-Master?”


  “You can use me,” Olivia said to everyone’s surprise. When she saw all eyes turn in her direction, she smirked. “What? Don’t lie and say you haven’t tried it at least once. I’m going to put my mouth over your sweet pussy and then you may piss right down my throat.” A moment later and the warm, salty fluid freely flowed down her esophagus to her belly.


  “Before we begin I need to ask a few questions,” Kayden said. “Do you consent to being disciplined as I described?”


  “Yes Master.”


  “We need to hear you say the words, slave.”


  “I consent to being disciplined as you explained it, Master.”


  “And you genuinely and freely consent to being our sex slave to do with as we please so long as it’s legal for us to do so?”


  “Yes Master. I freely, willingly and genuinely consent to being used as the sex slave of all of my employees for the entire weekend and give permission for you and them to use me however you want so long as it’s legal to do so.”


  Aiming the cane, Kayden drew back and then with the flick of the wrist sliced it across the owner’s gravity-defying D-cups.


  Clenching her jaw to aid in stifling the yelp, Megan closed her eyes and slowly exhaled. “One. Thank you Master.”


  The last drops of pee in her belly, Olivia gave her slave’s pussy a few licks before lubing her hands and shoving them back into her slave’s pussy and asshole.


  THWACK!


  “Two. Thank you Master.”


  THWACK!


  “Three! Thank you Master.”


  THWACK!


  “Four! Thank you Master.” Megan moaned as the orgasm gushed out of her and all over Olivia’s arm, face and chest.


  THWACK!


  “Five! Thank you Master.”


  THWACK!


  “Six! Thank you Master.” Megan panted as she had her second orgasm.


  THWACK!


  “Seven! Thank you Master.”


  THWACK!


  “Eight! Thank you Master.”


  THWACK!


  “Nine! Thank you Master.” Megan loudly moaned in orgasm for the third time.


  THWACK!


  “Ten! Thank you Master.”


  “So, you get off on pain. Good to know.”


  “No Master! It was Mistress Olivia fisting me, I swear! I don’t like pain at all.”


  “We’ll see how that holds up over the weekend, slave.”


  “Y-Yes Master.


  “Alright,” Ellis said. “You ate her out, fisted her pussy and asshole, and drank her piss. Time to give the rest of us a turn,” he added as he stripped out of his clothes. Following suit, shirts, pants, skirts, blouses, dresses, bras, panties and underwear were flung to every corner of the massive conference room as others followed suit. Walking up to the owner, Ellis picked Megan up, pulled her to his naked black body, and then brought her down onto his hard cock. A moment later, Kayden shoved his dick up her ass and the two men fucked her in unison.


  “W-What about… uhn… uhn… the… mmmm… the documents?” Megan grunted as she was bounced up and down on the two large cocks.


  “You can read them if you want, but we took the liberty of hiding cameras all over the room so you’re on video giving us permission to use you as our slave,” Ellis smirked. Grabbing a handful of her long red hair, he pulled her in and kissed her hard on the lips. At the same time, Kayden sank his teeth into her left shoulder causing her to screech in pain.


  “Fuck being our slave for just one damn weekend. You’ve given us years of grief so it’s only fair we return the favor. I think you need to be our slave for one weekend per month for as long as we remain in business.”


  “YES MASTER!” Megan moaned in painful orgasm as Ellis bit her right nipple. “I’ll do it! I’ll be your sex slave for as long as you work here!”


  “You say that, but what’s topping you from just firing us, slave?”


  “I… uuhhnnn… I’ll sign a contract stating I won’t fire any current employee for at least a decade, Master. Unless you do something blatantly negligent. I’ll give you everything you want. Just keep disciplining me! Pull out of my ass and double fuck my pussy! Breed me like a fucking animal!”


  “I’m man enough to double fuck her if you are,” Ellis said just before biting Megan’s welt-covered left nipple.


  “It’ll be easier on the floor,” Kayden replied. No sooner were the words out of his mouth, then Megan was lifted up and off their dicks. And no sooner was Ellis lying on the floor, then Megan clamored on top of him. A beat later and Kayden’s cock was double stuffing her stretched pussy. And a beat after that, another employee filled her open mouth.


  Pulling her head back, Megan panted. “You might call this discipline, but holy fuck! I think I’m in heaven!” And with that she sucked the dick back into her mouth and down her well-trained throat. With annual profits approaching a hundred million, she suddenly felt like being incredibly generous with her new Masters and Mistresses even as she watched One of them setting up what she was certain was a branding gun equipped with a tip made up of thin wires spelling out the words Property of Simcox Industries.
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