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Charlotte
yawned hugely, her arms stretching up and back behind her head as
she arched her lithely muscled body beneath the paper-thin sheet.
It wasn't much past dawn but the air was already moist with the
promise of high humidity later. Not to mention the heat. But then,
that was nothing unusual in Mississippi in the summer.

She swung her
legs over the side of the bed and stood up, running her fingers
through her long brown hair before turning and padding to the
window to look out on the farm. She leaned forward until her elbows
were on the windowsill, noting as she did that her breasts hung
below her now in a way that they certainly hadn't only a few short
years ago.

It reminded her
she had to milk the cows. I was not a pleasant morning thought,
comparing herself to a cow.

She
straightened up and turned to look at the mirror with a scowl.
Everyone looked at her breasts now. Every male, anyway. And a good
many of the females, though they seem to be filled with a lot more
disapproval than the men.

She brought her
hands in beneath them and cupped them lightly, lifting them a
little before letting them go. There were very firm as long as she stood upright. And
even more so if she drew her hands up and back behind her head.

She knew she
was supposed to be proud of them, and of her body. But all they did
was get in the way and embarrass her. Not to mention drawing very
much unwanted attention and remarks from men and boys.

She sighed and
scratched her abdomen then opened a dresser drawer and pulled out a
pair of panties, stepping into them and drawing them up her legs.
She opened another drawer, ignoring the bras there. Ugly things.
She hated them, especially having to work with them on a hot day
with those straps digging into her shoulders and back and the cups
making her boobs feel even hotter than usual.

She pulled on a
halter instead, then a checkered shirt with the arms cut off at the
shoulders. She drew the sides up and in together beneath her
breasts and tied it there then checked herself in the mirror before
doing up a couple of buttons. She pulled on her cutoffs and zipped
them up and then padded to the door and headed downstairs.

Her father,
brothers, and mother were already in the kitchen when she arrived.
Her father gave her his habitual scowl and muttered something about
sleeping beauties. Charlotte ignored him and went to the
counter.

It was all
right for him and her brothers to sit at the table and be served,
but she as a girl had a considerably lower status, as far as her
mother was concerned. She served herself. And if her mother was
busy she served her brothers and father too.

She put
sausages and eggs on her plate and sat down, noting her brothers'
eyes skimming across her chest as she did. At least they wouldn't
dare say anything in front of her parents. They certainly made
enough crude jokes any other time.

"You'll be
going into town with me today," her father said. "Need to pick up
some more feed at the farm supply."

She cut a piece
of sausage and popped it into her mouth, nodding without speaking.
It wasn't love of her company that had him bringing her with him,
she knew. But he didn't want to spare her brothers from the work
they'd be doing on the farm. She, on the other hand, could simply
make up the time later, as far as he was concerned. It wasn't like
she had a social life.

"Going to talk
to Mr. Anderson?" her brother Bob asked.

"That bastard,"
her father said.

"You watch your
language, William Sims," her mother said. "You know what Pastor
Evans said."

"Bastard is
probably the best name for a banker," her brother Connor said.

Her mother
slapped the back of his head, and he yelped but didn't question it
or complain.

"We might have
a word or two," her father growled.

Charlotte
didn't look up from her breakfast, wanting no part of the
conversation. She wasn't supposed to know anything about bills and
loans and stuff like that, but she'd overheard her father and
brothers talking from time to time.

She knew that
her father owed money to the bank he was having a hard time paying
off. There'd been drought the last two years, which hadn't done the
crops any good. She worried about that, a bit, but then put it from
her head. She didn't know anything about it, and couldn't do
anything about it. Best to leave that to the men folks.

She knew that
other farmers had lost their farms to the bank, though. She had no
idea what would happen to them if that happened to their farm.
Where would they go? What would they do?

She shook her
head and thought no more about it. There were the chickens to feed
and eggs to be brought in and the cows to milk and the barn to
clean out and a hundred other chores she had to get through on top
of going to the supply store and loading up a big pile of feed
sacks.

Two hours later
she was already sweating like a pig. The temperature outside kept
rising and the air was heavy and damp. It looked like rain, maybe.
That would be good for the crops, and also maybe break this humid
heat. She cleaned out the last of the dung and hay and then picked
up the broom to sweep scattered remnants.

Her father came
into the barn. "Well let's go, girl," he growled.

She put the
broom aside and turned and headed towards the barn door as he stood
watching her.

“You'd best be
having something better to wear than that," he said. "I don't want
you going to town dressed like a slut."

"I'm dressed
like I always have," she said.

"I don't want
you waving your boobies at every man in town," he said in a
disapproving tone.

"I ain't waving
nothing! They don't wave. They just sit there. Ain't my fault
everyone wants to stare at them. I didn't ask for big boobs."

She grabbed the
shirt she'd hung on the edge of a post and half jumped forward as
his hand smacked hard against her bottom.

"Don't be back
talking me, girl!"

She muttered
under her breath as she pulled the shirt on and buttoned it up,
with him falling behind. They headed for the old pickup, the one
he'd spent most of the weekend working on to get it fixed. The door
creaked as she pulled it open and climbed up inside. The torn seat
cushion sagged under her as she pulled the door closed.

He got in the
driver's side and started the pickup, not without difficulty, and
then with a loud shifting of gears, they headed down the dirt road
towards the county road at the end of the lane. She let the hot air blow across her
face for what tiny relief that was as he pressed down on the
accelerator. The car bounced down the rutted road before they
reached the county road and then headed for town.

"I don't want
you talking to boys, while you're there," he said.

"I don't talk
to them. They talk to me," she said. "What am I supposed to do, act
like I don't know how to speak English?"

"The worst
thing the Lord did when he made women, was make them able to talk,"
her father muttered.

She sighed and
stared out the window at the passing trees and brush.

"I need to get
you married off before you get pregnant."

"I don't know
how you think I'm gonna get pregnant, given I ain't been alone with
no boy in forever."

"And you ain't
gonna be!" he said. "I know what's on their minds."

She made a face
and tried to ignore him.

They reached
town and he pulled into the parking lot of the farm supply store,
then walked in with her following close behind. He gave his order
to old Paul at the counter, pointed menacingly at her, then headed
for the door.

Charlotte
wandered up and down the aisles looking at what was for sale to
pass the time. Not that it mattered to her since she had no money.
She'd never had any money. Anything that needed buying, her father
bought, or sometimes her mother if it was something like clothes. Nobody had ever
given her any money and she didn't know as anyone ever would.

Andy came and
found her, staring at her chest before even talking. "Your stuff is
ready, Charlotte," he said." It's right outside."

"Okay, she
said, ignoring where his eyes were as she headed for the door. He
followed behind, and she knew where his eyes were now too. But that
was just the way it was with men.

"There's a barn
dance coming up on Saturday," he said.

"That's nice.
No way my father's gonna let me go to it," she replied.

“He plan on
keeping you there on the farm till you're an old maid?" he
asked.

"Well now, I
can't say as how he ever tells me what his plans are for anything
much."

They walked
around to the side of the building where he gathered the sacks of
feed onto a big low handcart.

“Let me help
you with that," he said.

Charlotte
wasn't going to object.
The only good part about looking the way she looked was that boys,
aside from the ones related to her, seemed to like to offer to do
stuff for her. Of course, it wasn't being done out of the goodness
of their heart. She knew they were hoping for payment someday.

There were
times she wouldn't mind exploring that payment option at least a
little. But anything she did would be bound to get back to her
brothers and then her parents. Boys gossiped worse than old ladies
when it came to girls and what they did with them.

He pushed the
cart up to the back of the pickup as she opened the tailgate then
they took turns lifting the sacks up and dumping them into the back
of the truck. It was hot, sweaty work, but she was used to it. And
Andy was a tall strong young man who handled it with ease.

She looked up
the street and saw her father walking down the sidewalk towards
them.

"You'd best be
gone," she said. "My old man is coming."

Her father was
well-known for his temper and harsh tongue, and Andy turned away,
then hesitated.

"I can get the
rest of the feed and bring the cart back," she said.

"See ya," he
said as he hurried back to the store.

Her father
arrived back at the truck and stood there without speaking,
watching as she loaded the sacks. Charlotte felt her anxiety
arising, wondering if he was going to make a big scene because he'd
seen Andy at the truck. But he didn't say anything until she
finished.

"You come with
me," he said.

"Huh?" she
asked, staring at him in surprise.

"Just do as
you're told, girl. That's all any woman ever needs to do. Just do
as they're told."

He headed up
the sidewalk and she
shrugged and followed.

"Where are we
going?" She asked.

"Going to the
bank," he said.

She stared at
him in confusion. "Why ever for?" she asked.

"When I want
you to know something I'll tell you," he snapped.

They walked the
two blocks to the bank but instead of going in the front door he
led her around to the side. He knocked on the door and it was
answered by a tall thin man in a grey suit. The man looked at her
and then backed up and she and her father went inside.

Cool air wafted
over her the instant she went inside, and she sighed gladly as it
cooled her damp skin.

They followed
the man down a narrow hallway and into an office, where the
man turned and smiled at
her.

"So, Charlotte,
your father says you're a strong young girl and you know how to do
what you're told."

She looked at
him blankly. "Yes sir," she said in confusion.

"It happens
that I know a man who needs a strong young lady like you, to help
him out on his ranch," he said.

Charlotte
stared at him and then at father.

"Um, I kinda
work at the farm all day," she said.

"Your brothers
can do your chores for a time," her father finally said. "You just
go where Mr. Anderson sends you, and do as you're told for
time."

And then he
turned around and left. Charlotte was bewildered as she stared
after him and then looked up at Mr. Anderson.

“Now here's the
thing, Charlotte," he said. "A rich man bought a ranch not that far
from here. He's not going to be ranching it. He just bought it as a
kind of country house where he can go on nice summer days and get
away from the city.

“It's a big
house, and of course he
needs someone to do some
cleaning and such around it. He's willing to pay pretty good money
too. And that money will go to help pay off your father's loan here
at the bank."

"Oh," she said,
still confused. "Well, what would I be doing? Just cooking and
cleaning?"

"Don't you
worry, girl. He'll tell you exactly what he wants you to do. You
just do it, and keep him happy."

Charlotte still
didn't really understand. But if it would pay off the loan, that
would be a good thing. Besides working in a rich man's house doing
the cleaning was bound to be a lot easier than working on the farm.
She bet it was air-conditioned, too."

"Now you come
with me," he said, heading for the door.

She shrugged
and followed as they headed back down the hall and then outside to
the parking lot. There was no sign of her father and she figured
he'd gone back to the truck. She felt kind of abandoned, She
wondered how long the job was going to be and how she was supposed
to get home afterward.

Mr. Anderson
led her to his car, which was a bright, glistening SUV. They
climbed inside, and he turned on the air conditioning right away
before backing out of his parking space and then heading for the
street.

"Now remember
girl," he said. “Mr. Stone is a rich man. He's used to getting what he
wants. He's used to giving orders and having them obeyed. He's got
a big company in the city and lots of people bowing and scraping
over him there. So don't you give him any backtalk. Just pay
attention when he tells you what to do and do it."

"Yes, sir," she
said.

"Remember, he's
not from around here. He's a city boy. They have different ways of
doing things there, different ways of talking to."

She wasn't sure
what he meant by that. But she nodded obediently.

"He's paying a
lot of money, so you make sure you give him good service."

Charlotte
stared at him in confusion. Why would anyone pay a lot of money to
have someone clean their house? It wasn't like it was all that hard
to do or that there were all that few people willing to do it.
She'd never heard that housecleaning paid very much. Maybe rich
folks were just different.

They headed
south out of town, a direction she'd never traveled to. She looked
out the windows with interest, enjoying the cool air as the car
moved smoothly along the road. Before long they passed a road sign
saying they were leaving Kainson County, and she blinked in
surprise. She'd never been outside the county before. This was
Foster County, and she was a little disappointed it looked exactly
the same.

She began to
feel a sense of excitement. It was like she was going on an
adventure. She was doing something new for once. She hadn't really
been aware of how much she wanted to do something new from her
boring life with the same things day in and day out.

"How far away
is this ranch anyways?" she asked. "How’m I supposed get home
tonight?"

He looked at
her in surprise. "You don't need to worry about that, girl. You'll
be staying at the ranch."

Charlotte
stared at him. "What?! But I didn't bring nothin'! I got no clothes or… Or stuff at
all!"

"Don't you
worry about it. They'll supply you with anything and everything you
need."

"Well, they
ain't gonna have clothes for me to change into!" she exclaimed.

"They'll
probably have some kind of uniform," he said.

"Uniform? Like
one of them maid things?"

"I wouldn't be
surprised," he said.

"Well, how
would they know my size?"

"Don't you
worry about it, girl. It isn't your place to worry about stuff. All
you have to do is what you're told to do. Didn't your daddy make
that clear to you?"

"Yes, sir," she
said uncertainly.

Charlotte
worried, regardless. She hadn't slept away from her family since
she was a little girl staying at the homes of girlfriends. And that
was something which had become increasingly rare over the last
several years as her father had become more suspicious of her
virtue.

Everywhere she
went, he demanded to know if she'd been speaking with boys or men.
Every time he saw a boy or a man with her, he became suspicious. It
was like he thought the entire male gender was out to ruin her
virtue. Which, she conceded, a lot of them seemed to be.

At first, she
had been confused by his growing suspicion and had done everything
she could to reassure him that she had no intention of doing
anything immoral. But that clearly hadn't worked. Nothing she said
or did seemed to convince him that she was anything other than some
brainless trollop eager to spread her legs for the first boy who
asked.

And so she had
grown more resentful. It was like it was a subject they couldn't
even discuss without him getting angry, and when he got angry his
hands started moving. He had always been a man who believed in not
sparing the rod to spoil the child. He didn't allow argument.

So the best she
could do was keep her head down and try not to be noticed. It
confused her that he was allowing her to go and work and sleep
somewhere else away from anyone in the family's supervision. And
there was a man there, too, maybe more than one. Wasn't he worried
that she'd wind up doing immoral things with them?

She glared out
the window as the car drove along. It would serve him right if she
did turn into some kind of a whore.

The car
continued south, and she wondered if they were going to go all the
way down to the coast. But then it turned off on a side road and
before too long came to a turn where the road was protected by a
tall, steel gate. He pulled in and stopped at the gate, then lowered his window and reached
out to press a button on a box that stood on a low post. A moment
later a voice came over the box.

"Yes?"

"It's Joshua
Anderson," he said.

The gates swung
aside and he closed his
window and drove forward.

Charlotte was
impressed. She turned around and watched the gates close behind
them and looked ahead as a large stone and wood house began to
appear above the trees and grasses. It was several times larger
than their farmhouse, and she began to doubt her initial belief
that it would be a lot easier to clean a house than to work on the
farm.

There was a
large front porch with broad steps leading up to it. But Anderson
drove around to the side of the house before stopping next to a
garage door. He nodded to her and got out of the car. She did the
same, looking around her. The grounds here were very well
manicured. The grass was smooth and even and unmarred by weeds.

She turned her
head back to the door as it opened and a tall broad-shouldered
woman stood there.

"Ms. Simon," he
said. "This is Charlotte. The girl I told you about."

The woman
looked her up and down frankly. "Yes, she certainly appears
acceptable on the surface. We'll have to see once we get her out of
those rags and get her cleaned up."

Charlotte
flushed, her mind feeling a rush of confusion, embarrassment, and
resentment. Her clothes weren't new, or particularly clean given
what she'd been doing all morning, but they were certainly not
rags.

"I been working
on the farm all morning," she protested. "You'd get all sweaty
too."

"Did I ask for
excuses, girl?" the woman demanded.

Both of them
were glowering at her and Charlotte dropped her eyes. "No, ma'am,"
she said.

"Speak when
you're spoken to, girl."

The woman
turned to Anderson. "We'll see how she does."

Anderson smiled
ingratiating and the woman stepped back and gestured Charlotte to
come inside. She hesitated then obeyed and the woman
closed

the door behind
her.

"Follow me and
don't touch anything."
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The woman
strode briskly up the narrow hall to a side corridor then walked a
short distance down it to emerge in a startlingly large
bathroom.

Charlotte's
eyes widened as she stared around her in astonishment. The bathroom
was as big as her bedroom, maybe bigger. It had an enormous
glass-walled cabinet, which she took to be the shower against one
wall. Only the shower had multiple shower heads instead of just
one.

Next to it was
a huge tub, much deeper, wider, and longer than the one they had at
the farm. The counter was twice the length of her body and
glistened like polished marble. Above it was the largest mirror
she'd ever seen in her life. It went up to the ceiling which was
easily 12 feet overhead and extended the entire length of the
counter.

"Get undressed,
girl," the woman said briskly.

Charlotte
looked at her, startled then flushed as she realized how grubby she
was in these gleaming, clean surroundings. Even her mother couldn't
have complained about how clean this bathroom was. It looked like
you could eat off the floor.

Her fingers
went to the buttons of her checkered shirt and undid them, then
untied the thing and peeled it off. She hesitated after that,
looking at the woman uncertainly.

"Are you
ashamed of the body God gave you?" the woman demanded.

Charlotte felt
her face redden further. No, ma'am," she said.

"Then strip off
those filthy things and we'll have them cleaned while you're being
cleaned."

Charlotte undid
her cutoffs and slipped them down and off and toed off her shoes.
She felt even grubbier than her clothes before this snooty,
polished woman. The woman probably went to college too.

And she was
looking at Charlotte like she was some kind of ignorant redneck
hick. Which, she conceded, she was.

She peeled her
halter up and off, her face hot under those disapproving eyes, and
slipped her panties down, and stepped out of them. She was sure the
woman was silently sneering at her cheap clothes.

"Straighten up,
girl," the woman snapped. "Do not slouch or slump. Shoulders back,
head back, chest out, arms at your sides."

Charlotte
obeyed, of course. That voice allowed for no hesitation. But she
felt more swirling confusion in her mind as the woman looked down
at her. She was entirely naked and being inspected by a stranger!
So embarrassed was she the flush from her face extended down her
neck to her chest.

"Well now," the
woman said, eyes flicking up and down. "You aren't bad at all. Once
you get cleaned up, you'll be remarkably pretty."

Charlotte was
both grateful and resentful at the remarks but remain confused.

The woman
reached out and slid her fingers through Charlotte's hair.

"Yes, once this
is cleaned up, you might well do very nicely. Turn around."

Charlotte
turned, glad to have the woman behind her instead of in front of
her.

Put your hands
on the counter and leaned forward," the woman said.

Charlotte
obeyed.

"Yes, I think
you'll do. Now you have to clean yourself up."

She opened a
drawer in the cabinet and took out a small bag, placing it on the
counter next to her.

"Have you ever
heard the term, cleanliness is next to godliness, girl?"

"Yes,
ma'am."

"We believe
very strongly in that here. There is a new razor in there along
with shaving cream, shampoo, and soap. Shave your legs, your pubic
hair, and under your arms. Then use the bidet there to clean your
vagina, and then take a shower and wash your hair. I will return in
25 minutes. I expect you to be absolutely clean.”

Charlotte gaped
at her as the woman walked to the door.

“Shave my... I
got to shave my uh...”

“All of it!”
the woman snapped.

Then she left,
closing the door behind.

Charlotte
stared at the closed door in confusion. Why ever would they want her to shave
all her hair? She could understand shaving her legs, she supposed,
if she was to wear a skirt. And since Mr. Anderson had mentioned a
uniform she decided that a skirt was quite possible. But why her
pubic hair? She knew that girls in the city often shaved off all
their hair. And she knew that the boys looked at pictures of girls
like that. She had never dared herself, given what her mother and
father would say if they found out. And they would.

Imagine telling
her to wash her vagina! She cringed at the word. Even her mother
never used such a word. Her brothers, of course, used much worse
words.

Twenty-five
minutes! It did not leave her very much time. Certainly, she had no
time to consider this if she was going to be done before the woman
returned. Nor did she want to contemplate angering the woman, who
seemed stern and intolerant at the best of times.

The woman had
pointed at what looked like a second toilet almost. Charlotte
walked over to it and stared uncertainly then realized there was a
thing inside the looked like it would spray water. What on earth was this? She walked back and opened the
bag and then examined the contents.

What was she
supposed to do? If she refused they might send her home. And if
they complained to Mr. Anderson she'd have to explain to her
parents. The very idea of talking about refusing to shave her pubic
hair to her parents was so horrible she immediately opened the
packages and then sat down on the toilet to shave herself.

Of course, she
had to get up again immediately, for she needed water. Then she
turned and looked at the other thing. She moved over to it and sat
gingerly, then looked at what seemed to be the controls. She yelped
as water shot up against her crotch, almost causing her to leap
into the air.

Well, at least
she was wet now. She used some of the soap and then began to shave
her pubic hair. She rinsed herself and then hurried to the shower.
It took her several precious minutes to figure out how to turn the
water on properly, then she stepped inside and soaked herself
before shampooing her hair.

They didn't
have an unlimited supply of hot water at the farm, so she wasn't in
the habit of wasting it. She quickly lathered up her body and then
before rinsing off shaved her legs and under her arms. She ran her
fingers along her sex and shaved a few extra hairs she found there,
blushing at the very thought of anyone seeing her like this. She
was so naked! She would have to explain to her mother somehow that
they had ordered this.

She rinsed off
the soap and stepped out of the enormous shower cabinet. Towels
were hanging on bars next to it and she quickly made use of them.
There was also a hairdryer which was on a stand attached to the
wall just below the mirror. She gripped it uncertainly then drew it back and discovered that the
cord disappeared into the wall and was on some kind of elastic
spring.

There was
enough of it, anyway to pull the hairdryer up and begin to dry her
hair. She upended the bag the woman had brought and found a
hairbrush then began to
use it. She had no clock or watch, and worked hurriedly, worried
that she would miss her deadline.

Sure enough,
the woman returned before she had finished. Charlotte halted
turning off the hairdryer, blushing and keeping her belly against
the counter.

"Continue,
girl. You can't leave off drying your hair before you finish."

Face red,
Charlotte turned on the hairdryer again and raised it up brushing
her hair carefully as she moved the hairdryer from side to side,
horribly aware that the woman was watching her.

"Have you ever
considered dying your hair blonde?" The woman asked.

"No, ma'am,"
Charlotte said.

She could only
imagine what her father would've said if she had asked something
like that!

"Well your hair
color looks nice, but I think you look sexier as a blonde."

Charlotte
looked at her, startled. Looking sexier was absolutely not the sort
of thing she wanted to do, and her father would've smacked her if
she had suggested it.

"I don't think
my father and mother would have wanted that," she said.

"Yes, well,
parents never seem to want their children to grow up," she said.
"You are eighteen, correct?"

"Yes,
ma'am,"

“Then it would
seem you are perfectly free to make decisions on what hair color
you should wear, not to mention what clothes."

"You obviously
haven't met my father," she said.

The woman
snorted and then stepped forward and took the hairdryer from
her.

"Hands at your
sides," she barked.

Surprised,
Charlotte obeyed and the woman began to dry her hair, using her
fingers as a brush.

"You've got
very soft hair," she said. "You can do a lot with hair like
this."

Her words
surprise Charlotte again, and she said nothing. She felt very
strange standing there completely naked while this woman looked at
her and now dried her hair. It was strangely intimate, and she did
not understand intimacy, not having had any experience with it of
late.

"Let me guess,"
the woman said. "Your father is one of those men who believe your
virtue reflects on his honor. You belong to him, and he doesn't
want any other male touching or even looking at you, because
somehow or other that reflects on him. So he wants to keep you in a
box, and under control to protect his honor."

Charlotte had
never thought of it like that. But she couldn't exactly
disagree.

"He's sure
every boy will want to touch me or do other stuff," she said.

"You're
supposed to be doing stuff with boys," the woman said. "It's what you are made for. It's
what your instincts and theirs call out to do. You have the body
for enticing and exciting men. And a very pretty face too.

"Why do you
think God gave you this body, girl? This body will turn every male
who looks at it to jelly. Well, not every single part of them," she
said with a tight smirk. "Do you think God makes mistakes?"

"Well, no,
ma'am," Charlotte said in confusion.

"Turn to the
side," the woman said taking her arm. Put your hands behind your
back and grip your opposite elbow."

Totally
confused, Charlotte did as she was told.

“Now put your
feet further apart. No, a little further. Shoulders back, head
up."

She picked up
the brush and did a little work at the side of Charlotte's head
while Charlotte stood there baffled and self-conscious.

"Be proud of
your body, girl. To be ashamed of it is to be ashamed of God's
work."

"My parents
said a girl should be modest about herself," she said.

"Well, by all
means, don't be arrogant. But it is false modesty to pretend you
don't have what you have."

She tapped her
finger lightly against Charlotte's forehead.

"There is power
in a pretty face," she said.

She brought her
hand down in the same finger pressed into the center of Charlotte's
left breast, right against the nipple.

“And there is
power in a beautiful body," she said.

Charlotte was
so shocked she didn't react until the woman had already pulled her
finger back. She didn't understand this woman, or what was
happening. But then Anderson had said city people were different.
And this woman, from her voice, wasn't from the south. She was some
kind of Yankee.

"Stand there
and don't move a muscle."

The woman
turned and left the room. She didn't quite close the door behind
her, leaving Charlotte even more anxious about her state of nudity.
What if somebody else walked in?! It was all fine and good for the
woman to say she shouldn't be embarrassed about being naked,
Charlotte didn't see her walking around without any clothes
on!

Fortunately,
the woman returned quickly, a measuring tape in her hands.

"Put your hands
out to your sides," she said.

Charlotte
obeyed and the woman drew the tape around the center of her
breasts, right across the nipples. She flushed further, her mind
squirming, especially when she realized her nipples had become
erect.

The woman paid
no attention to that, lowering the tape and drawing it around her
chest below her breasts, then around her waist, and then around her
hips. A moment later she dropped to her knees and ran the tape up
from Charlotte's foot along the inside of her leg to a position
barely below her sex.

Charlotte's
pulse was racing even as her mind squirmed. Standing naked like
this in front of a virtual stranger, while the woman knelt right in
front of her, her face right in front of her newly shaved sex was
excruciatingly embarrassing.

Fortunately,
the woman didn't linger, but ran the tape up the outside of her leg
to her hip and then stood up.

"Wait here,"
the woman said.

She paused at
the door and turned back. "Hands behind your back grasping your
elbows. Shoulders back,
head up. Never slump," she said sternly.

Then she left
the room.

Charlotte stood
there trying to figure out what to do and how to respond to
behavior that was well beyond her experience or understanding. She
was starting to get at least a little used to being naked in front
of this woman. But she was still terribly self-conscious about it.
Not to mention anxious about anyone else barging in and seeing
her.

The woman
returned with some fabric in hand and dropped it on the counter
before selecting something from it and holding it up before her
eyes.

"Put this on,"
she said.

Charlotte
blinked and then flushed again before taking the object. She knew
what it was, but she certainly never had or worn one. It was a
thong! It was a very small white, lacy thong. Her father's head would've
exploded it be known she was wearing such a thing.

"Oh, I couldn't
wear this," she said anxiously.

"Of course you
can. Everyone wears them."

"But –."

"The number one
thing you have to learn around here, girl, is to do what you're
told without argument," the woman growled. "Otherwise someone is
liable to tan that little bubble butt of yours."

Charlotte
gulped and stepped into the thong, sliding the thin straps up her legs. She was glad to
have something covering her. She glanced aside at the mirror and
felt a sense of excitement. It looked so sexy! She’d never worn anything so sexy
before!

"Now this," the
woman said.

This time she
was holding up a matching white bra. It too was like nothing
Charlotte had ever worn. It was thin and lacy and unlike the bras
her mother bought did not fully cover her breasts. She pulled it on
and the woman did the clasp behind her back as Charlotte quickly
adjusted her breasts in the cup while the woman's attention was
elsewhere.

The bra was
partially see-through, and she could easily see her nipples! It
also left the inner curves of her breasts entirely bare.

The woman
stepped back and looked her up and down. "Good," she said.

Then she picked
up the rest of what she brought in. It looked to be some kind of
black and white top.

"Raise your
arms."

The woman
bunched the top up and slid it down over her arms and then head. It
fell only a little ways and then had to be tugged down further, for
it was fairly tight against her shoulders and even tighter when it
came down past her breasts. The woman pulled it down her body and
past her hips and then released it before stepping back to examine
her.

Charlotte
rolled her eyes to the side and looked at herself in the mirror,
then felt a jolt. She suspected this was not merely a top. It was
obviously a maid's dress of sorts. It was very short, though. An
inch of white lace ran along the hem and she didn't think it was
more than a couple of inches below her buttocks!

There was also
a little white apron that hung from a white lace belt around her
waist. Though she had no idea what purpose it served. The rest of
the dress was black except for the center of the chest which was
made of white lace almost as see-through as her bra. Fortunately,
the black part covered enough of her breasts that her nipples were
not visible.

"You need
shoes," the woman said. "What size are you?"

Without waiting
for her answer she bent and picked up one of Charlotte's boots and
took it away.

Charlotte
turned and stared at herself in the mirror, eyes, and mouth both
wide in astonishment. Surely she wasn't expected to wear this in
front of people! Well, in front of the woman, Ms. Simon, Anderson
had called her, would be all right, she supposed. The woman had,
after all already seen her naked. But there were men in this house!
At least one! The thought of having a man see her in this tiny
little skirt her breast partially visible had her aghast.

The woman,
Simon, returned, holding a pair of high-heeled black shoes. The
heels were extremely high and extremely narrow. Charlotte had only
once worn high heels, and there were only a couple of inches
high.

"Sit down and
put these on," Simon said.

Unlike any
other bathroom Charlotte had ever seen, this one had padded chairs
and she sat in one, then drew her foot up and took the first shoe.
It too was like nothing she'd ever worn. It was open-toed and
seemed to be mostly made of straps that crisscrossed her foot and
ankle. The heel was ridiculously high, and she had no idea if she
could even walk in them. Having little choice she did it up under
Simon's instructions and then put the other one on.

"All right,
stand up."

Charlotte stood
up unsteadily, amazed at how much taller she was in the high
heels.

"Let me guess,
farm girls don't wear stilettos," the woman said. "Let me see you
try to walk. Move slowly, at first."

Slowly was the
only way Charlotte was going to move. It felt like she was on
stilts. She walked slowly across the bathroom floor, her arms out
to her sides to steady herself.

"Why would
anyone wear these?" she
asked.

"Because it's
the fashion, girl," Simon said.

"But, surely
you don't expect me to walk and work in these?"

The woman
raised her eyebrows. "Women dance in these, farm girl," she said.
"Are you that clumsy by comparison?"

"This… dress is
too small," Charlotte said.

"It fits you
perfectly," Simon said firmly.

"It's… It's…
Very revealing!"

"What does it
reveal? That you have nice legs? So what? Are you ashamed of your
legs?"

"But… I mean
–."

"Your shorts
weren't much longer than
this."

"Well, yes, but
they're shorts!"

The woman
stared at her.

"I mean,
they're not going to move or float around and let someone see my
panties!"

"No, but they
can certainly see the shape of your little bubble butt much more
easily. All life is a trade-off, farm girl."

"But…"
Charlotte pointed at the center of her chest.

"Yes, you have
breasts," Simon said sarcastically. "I think everyone would've
noticed anyway. But don't worry, what needs to be hidden is
hidden."

"My parents
would not agree," Charlotte said.

"It's a good
thing your parents aren't here then. And aren't going to be here."

“But – .”

"Listen, farm girl, around here, we operate
by different rules and different moral principles. It might be the
Bible Belt out where you live, but in this house it's California.
I'm guessing you've never been to California before."

Charlotte shook her head dumbly.

"Well, if you stick around, you will be
seeing it. Mr. Stone takes his people with him when he travels
sometimes. And he does a lot of traveling. You'll see California
and New York and London and Paris and a lot of other places.
Provided you do as you're told."

Charlotte felt another psychic jolt at the
words. Her see California and Paris!? Her!?

"Now, let me show you to what will be your
bedroom while you're here."

She turned and pulled the door wide and then
walked out, leaving Charlotte little choice but to follow. Her mind
was still reeling from the sudden idea that she might get to travel
to all kinds of places that were almost little more than myths to
her. The places she saw glimpses of on the television but had never
expected to visit.

They walked down a wider corridor, and she
was horribly aware of how short her skirt was and how loose the hem
as it swirled around her thighs. Her bottom already felt cool from
the air conditioning, for she had virtually nothing covering it
other than the thin loose skirt.

Simon led her to a small staircase and began
to climb, and Charlotte followed, glad no one was behind her. They
climbed two stories and emerged in a carpeted hallway. Four doors
down, Simon stopped and went into a room, with Charlotte
following.

"Here you are," Simon said. "The remote for
the TV, the blinds, and the curtains, as well as the stereo are on
the headboard of the bed there. I will post the schedule of your
duties after I show you around."

The bedroom was… beautiful! Instead of the
single cot in her room at home, there was an enormous king-size bed
with tall wooden posts on all four sides. Side tables flanked it
and there was a bench at its foot.

A large TV sat on the wall facing the foot of
the bed, and to the side was a doorway into a bathroom. Her own
bathroom! In the corner was a desk with a laptop computer and a
long low dresser set along the wall. At the far end of the room was
a huge picture window looking out on the backyard, where she could
see a huge swimming pool.

"This… This is my… room?" she asked in
astonishment.

"It's fairly small, but it should do."

Charlotte peered into the bathroom. It looked
just as big as the one downstairs.
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"All right, farm girl, let's go. I'll show
you around so you know where to find things when you're called or
sent there."

Charlotte felt more than slightly dazed as
she followed her back into the hall. Only half her mind was on
where they were going and what the woman was saying as she marveled
at the idea of having a bedroom like that all to herself.

They were on the third floor, and most of the
rooms here were for servants or guests. There were also a number of
storage closets, a sewing room, and a small kitchenette. Further
along was a much larger area that stored everything from furniture
to packing boxes filled with who knew what.

They went down the stairs to the next floor,
where she began to realize what luxury really meant. The bedrooms
here were twice as big! And then there were the suites, which had
bedroom, bathroom, a kind of living room, a kitchenette, and
walk-in closets that were bigger than her bedroom at home. The
master bedroom had a closet bigger than her bedroom here!

The stairs leading down were much wider and
made of marble. She followed Simon down to the main lobby which
held a massive crystal chandelier overhead. She had, she supposed,
become complacent because they hadn't met anyone yet. But now they
ran into their first person, a man! Her face immediately went red
and her arms instinctively came up across her chest.

Simon scowled at her.

"So this is a new girl," the man said.

"Yes this is the little farm girl," Simon
said. "I think I will have to work on her Bible Belt sense of
fashion."

The man laughed softly.

"This is Mr. Steele," Simon said. "You will
call him Sir or Mr. Steele. Is that understood, girl?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Charlotte said anxiously.

"Hands behind your back grasping your elbows,
farm girl," Simon snapped.

With extreme reluctance, Charlotte
obeyed.

"Feet apart on the floor!"

Charlotte shifted her feet apart.

"Head up, chest out."

Face hot, Charlotte did as she was told,
while the two looked at her.

"Remember, farm girl, you're in California
now."

"When in Rome, do as the natives," Steele
said in amusement.

"You know what you are here for, girl?" Simon
demanded.

"Uhm, to clean?" Charlotte said
hesitantly.

"You are a servant. You know what a servant
does? A servant serves. A servant obeys orders. A servant keeps his
or her mouth closed, does not question orders, and makes no
judgment. Is that understood, farm girl?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"What is the first duty of a servant?"

Charlotte looked at her blankly.

"To serve."

"Yes, ma'am.”

"What is the second duty," Steele asked.

Charlotte gulped uncertainly.

"To obey," Steele said firmly.

"Yes, sir," she said.

"Remember, girl, while you are here, you
belong to Mr. Stone. Whatever you are assigned to do with your time
is entirely up to him and those he places above you. It is not for
you to decide what you would prefer to do, or how you should do it.
All you need to do is serve and obey."

"Repeat that, farm girl," Simon ordered.

“Uhm, Serve and obey?" Charlotte
said.

The man smiled, shook his head, and then
walked away. Simon scowled down at her.

"To start with, I do not want to hear that
'Uhm' thing anymore when you speak. Uhm is not a word. Uhm is a bad
habit that certain people develop in order to have something to say
when they don't know what to say. If you have no idea what you are
going to say, then don't say it."

Simon took her arm and turned her towards the
wall." Put your arms against the wall and lean forward," she
ordered.

Charlotte obeyed, bending forward. She felt
the short skirt sliding up to the bottom of her buttocks, then felt
it lifted behind her to bare her bottom entirely! She was just
starting to feel the shock of that when the woman's open hand
slapped her bottom sharply and stingingly.

It was far from the first time someone had
delivered a sharp slap to some part of her anatomy, almost always
as a reprimand for something she'd done wrong. So that didn't
really shock her, much. Of course, getting slapped on her basically
bare bottom from a nearly complete stranger added to the impact in
more ways than one!

She yelped and jerked upright for a
moment.

"Did I say you could move?!" Simon
snapped.

Charlotte gulped and leaned forward again,
suddenly aware of just how much her bottom was pushed out in this
position while wearing these high heels. She flushed hotly as she
felt the skirt raised up again behind her, completely baring her
bottom.

"You've got a lovely bottom, farm girl. I can
see that you get a lot of exercise. This bottom is going to get a
lot of exercise too around here if you don't learn to adapt to our
ways."

Crack! Her hand slapped Charlotte's bottom a
second time, just as sharply.

"Do you understand me?"

"Yes, ma'am!"

Crack!

"Say yes, Ms. Simon."

"Yes, Ms. Simon!"

The skirt dropped.

"Follow me then."

Face flushed and bottom smarting, Charlotte
followed her down the hall, stopping at each room. She was quickly
distracted from the smacking as Simon showed her one luxurious room
after another. It had a real library! It was a massive thing with a
kind of balcony running along where the second floor would be with
bookshelves all along it on the wall. The whole room reeked of
luxury and wealth. The floor had deep red carpeting and the walls
and shelves were gleaming dark mahogany.

Further down was a den with more glistening
wood panels along the walls and huge buttoned leather sofas and
armchairs. Then there was a real movie theater! Unlike the movie
theater in town, which she rarely got to go to, the seats here were
more like huge leather armchairs which reclined.

Past that was a games room with a pool table,
ping-pong table, card table, and a row of pinball machines along
the wall. There was also a bar on the other wall and assorted
chairs and tables.

Simon brought her into what she guessed was
supposed to be a living room, except it was simply too large for
such a name. It had a grand piano on one side, a huge black thing.
There was a massive fireplace on one wall with little ponds of
water on either side that had water trickling down the wall above
them.

People lived like this!?

Simon brought her through and pushed open the
French door to take her out into the backyard. The lawns, and
hedges, and bushes here were as perfectly manicured as what she'd
seen out front. The pool was huge and blue and there was a kind of
waterfall at the end with water spilling gaily down into the pool
below. There were a number of comfortable chairs and lounge chairs
bordering the pool, and Simon led her to one, where a man
lounged.

"Well, well," he said, as his eyes slid up
and down her body.

She blushed again as the man turned to look
at her, not just for what she was wearing, but what he was wearing.
He was wearing a swimsuit, but it was a very small, very tight
swimsuit. Despite herself, her eyes traveled down the broad muscled
chest to the tiny crotch of his suit where something sat thickly
under the fabric.

She jerked her eyes away quickly, flushing
even more.

"Hands behind your back on your elbows and
head back," Simon said.

It was, at least, something she knew how to
do by now, so Charlotte obeyed. Of course, pushing her chest out
against the tight fabric made her breasts even more obvious, but
there didn't seem to be anything she can do about that.

"You're very pretty, girl," the man said.

"Thank you, sir," Charlotte said in a soft
voice.

"You look very… healthy," the man said with a
smile. "Probably all that outdoor exercise you get on that farm of
yours."

"I have not yet assigned her duties," Simon
said.

"Well, one of them can be taking care of the
pool," the man said. "That's not very complicated work."

"If that's what you want, Mr. Stone," Simon
said.

"I love beautiful scenery, girl," the man
said to Charlotte.

He waved his arm casually out at the
beautiful pool hedges flowers and bushes. Then he turned and looked
her up and down again.

"You can add to that scenery," he said.

Charlotte blinked her eyes in confusion.

"I'll find her a suit," Simon said.

“Yes, she can't wear that if she's going to
be taking care of the pool. She’d just get all… sweaty."

He smiled again.

The man swung his legs over the side of the
lounger and stood up, and Charlotte found herself staring into his
well-muscled chest. She quickly jerked her head back as he smiled
down at her.

"I think you will make a most attractive
addition to the estate, girl," he said. "Welcome."

His big hand settled on her shoulder.

"Thank you, sir," Charlotte said.

"Just remember to always do as you're told
and in a punctual manner," he said.

His hand slid along her shoulder and up along
the side of her neck, idly stroking it before rising and combing
her hair back from her forehead.

"They generally teach their daughters
obedience in the South," Simon said.

"Good, good," the man said.

He turned and walked away and Charlotte's
eyes were caught by his back and shoulders and then dropped
helplessly down to his bottom, only lightly encased in the thin,
tiny swimsuit. She quickly jerked her eyes away as Simon moved to
one side.

"Come with me, farm girl,"s he said.

She followed the woman back into the house
where Simon continued the tour, showing her the enormous kitchen
and where all the foodstuffs were kept. She was also introduced to
the chef, another man who eyed her up and down with appreciation.
She felt self-conscious but less so than she had the first time.
Maybe she was getting used to men seeing her in the skimpy outfit,
she thought.

Simon led her downstairs to where more supply
cabinets were then back upstairs to show her the six-car garage.
Then they returned to the kitchen where the chef had prepared
lunch. It was Charlotte's job to carry the tray with Mr. Stone's
lunch into one of the dining rooms where he would eat. Simon
supervised that, continuing to remind her to keep her shoulders
back and head up.

Charlotte quickly discovered that bending
forward much at all slid the high, loose hem of the maid uniform up
to the point the bottom of her buttocks was visible. Complaining to
Simon about it didn't accomplish anything, however. All the woman
said was that it was California here.

Simon showed her how to serve at a table,
including how to place the utensils and what side of the person she
was serving she was to use to both place dishes and take them away.
She had no idea why that mattered, but apparently, it did.
Fortunately Mr. Stone was not there first. By the time he came in
the table was already set and she'd already placed his food
there.

She returned to the kitchen where a plate of
food was ready for her to eat, as well. She, of course, ate in the
kitchen, not out in the dining room. And she must be ready to
immediately abandon her lunch with Mr. Stone summoned her for any
reason.

Fortunately, he took longer than she did, and
by the time he stood up to wander into the living room, she had
already finished.

"You will bring Mr. Stone a digestif," Simon
said.

"A what?"

That got her a slap to the bottom.

"That is not how you ask a question, farm
girl. You will say, excuse me, but I did not understand the
order."

Charlotte flushed and Ms. Simon then showed
her to a silver tray upon which sat a small fat bottle, and a tiny
crystal glass with a thin stem.

“This is a digestif. It is meant to settle
the stomach and aid in digesting a meal. Bring this to Mr. Stone.
Set the tray on the table, then pour into the glass. Take the
glass, and set it before him. Come.”

Charlotte picked up the tray and followed the
woman into what they called the living room here. Mr. Stone was
sitting comfortably on a large sofa. The stone wall above the
fireplace had slid apart to reveal an enormous television screen,
which was currently set to the news channel. It was CNN, she noted
absently. Her father refused to allow any news channel to be turned
on other than Fox.

The man's eyes turned to her and she carried
the tray in the way Ms. Simon had shown her, with her arms up and
out, holding it firmly before her.

"Now set the tray on the coffee table," Simon
said.

Charlotte bent forward, and then further
forward. It required her to bend forward so far, that she became
exquisitely aware of the touch of the lacy him sliding upward
across her taut buttocks. Fortunately, Mr. Stone was on her left,
and not behind her.

"Now pick up the bottle and show the label to
Mr. Stone and ask him if this is acceptable."

Stone watched with a silent smile as
Charlotte lifted up a bottle and held it by the neck.

"No, no no," Simon said.

She moved forward and took Charlotte's hands
placing them properly on the bottle with her left at the base and
her right gently holding the neck and tilting the bottle. She also
pushed on the back of Charlotte's shoulder so that she bent forward
quite a ways to hold the bottle close before Mr. Stone's eyes.

"Now ask him if this is acceptable."

"Is this acceptable, sir?" Charlotte
asked.

"Quite," Stone said.

Simon drew her back up, had her turn to the
coffee table remove the cork from the bottle, and then bend forward
to poor slowly into the small glass. Of course, in this position,
her bottom was pointed much more towards Mr. Stone than it had
been. Her mind squirmed at that, but she focused on her pouring,
not wanting to spill any.

She accomplished that, and then set the
bottle down and bent forward even more to pick up the little glass
before straightening, turning towards Mr. Stone and then setting it
on the table next to him. Simon had her back away turn and walk
back into the kitchen.

From there she went into the games room where
Simon had her dust the tables and chairs and clean the glass on the
pinball machines. From there she went to the theater to do much the
same, feather duster in one hand, and a rag in the other.

As with bringing food and drinks, Simon
insisted that she do everything while keeping her shoulders back
and chest out, and acting with what she called grace as she had to
bend forward repeatedly at the waist, keeping her back stiff to
dust and clean. Several times she got smacked on the bottom for not
doing so.

She spent some time after that being shown
how to operate washers and dryers, and then folding laundry.

"The sheets in occupied rooms are to be
changed every day," Simon said.

"The sheets in the empty rooms are to be
changed every two weeks."

“Whyever for?" Charlotte asked.

Crack!

She gasped at the slap to her bottom.

"That is not how you ask a question, farm
girl."

"Uhm, I just meant -- ."
Crack!
“Ow!”

“What did I say about using that 'uhm'
sound?”

“I just meant... why change the sheets if
no one is sleeping in em?”

Simon's eyes narrowed.

“Did I not tell you that the duty of a
servant was to obey and not question?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“And yet here you are questioning. Which
means disobeying orders.”

She swept her hand up behind Charlotte's neck
and pushed.”

Charlotte looked at her helpless.

“Bend over.”

Charlotte gasped but didn't resist as the
woman bent her completely over the table next to one of the washers
and then lifted her skirt up to bare her bottom.

“What is the duty of a servant, farm
girl?”

“Uhm, To serve?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“And do not say uhm!”

“Sorry!”

“What is the duty of a servant?”

“To serve, Ma'am!” Charlotte
said.

“What is the second duty of a
servant?”

“To obey?”

Crack! Crack!

“Do not say it with a question, farm
girl.”

Crack!

“What is the second duty of a
servant?”

“To obey, ma'am!”

“That is correct. And what happens when you
do not obey?”

“Uhm... “

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Charlotte winced as the woman's hand slapped
down repeatedly on her bottom. Her buttocks were starting to feel
hot and red by now, and she felt a strange squirmy sense of dark
confusion she didn't understand.

It had been a very long time since anyone had
spanked her in this way, on the bare bottom. And no stranger had
ever done it. A part of her resented it, for it was like being
treated like a child. But for some reason there was also something
about it that tightened her chest in an odd way.

And then, she gasped in alarm as Mr. Steele
came into the room. She instinctively tried to rise only to feel
Simon's hand pressing down more firmly on the back of her neck.

“Did I tell you to move, farm girl?” The
woman snapped.

Charlotte blushed hotly.

Crack!

“Did I?”

“No, Ms. Simon!” Charlotte
gasped.

“Disciplining our new servant girl?” Mr.
Steele asked.

“Yes, and it's going to take a lot more, I
suspect.”

“I understand Mr. Stone would like her to
take over cleaning the pool. I'll show her how to go about that if
you're done with her here.”

“I have to get her a suit first,” Ms. Simon
said.

Charlotte's mind swirled wildly. For even
though they were both acting entirely casually about her being bent
over a table with her bottom bare, she felt incredibly
self-conscious under Mr. Steele's eyes. Her bottom had never been
displayed towards any man like this before, even if she was wearing
a thong over her privates.

“Yes we can have her dressed improperly for
her duties,” Mr. Steele said. “I'll be upstairs when she's
ready.”

He turned and left, much to her relief.

“I can see you're still very shy about your
body, farm girl,” Ms. Simon said. We'll have to cure you of that.
Maybe putting your in a swimsuit will help.”

Crack!

“For your information farm girl, we have
very high standards of cleanliness here. And should we get an
unexpected guest, we do not wish them to find their bedding
smelling anything less than perfectly fresh.”

Crack!

“Does that answer your question? Are you
satisfied that the orders you've been given are worthy for you to
obey?”

“Yes, Ms. Simon!” Charlotte said in a shaky
voice.

“Were you embarrassed that Mr. Steele could
see your bare bottom?” Simon asked in amusement.

Charlotte gulped anxiously.

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“Well, one of the reasons why we give young
girls a bare bottom spanking is because the pain fades but the
sense of shame at having their bottoms bared lasts longer. But the
shame, farm girl, should be at forcing us to punish you like a
child, not at baring your body.”

With that, she suddenly gripped the thin
string of the thong and tugged it down over Charlotte's hips, then
down to her thighs.

Charlotte's face got hotter than her bottom
was and she tried to rise again only to be pushed back down.

“You have a lovely bottom. I told you that.
You have nothing to be ashamed of. You need to lose those bible
belt views of life. This is California. If you're going to stay
here you need to have more liberal views.”

Crack!

“Understand?”

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” she gasped.

“Now, I haven't hurt you too much, have I?”
The woman said, her voice softening. “Punishment is necessary in
order to teach and train.”

Charlotte's eyes widened as she felt the
woman's hand on her bottom. It wasn't slapping her though but
caressing the soft, warm skin.

“Perhaps a little lotion for your tender
skin,” Simon said.

“I'm fine!” Charlotte hurriedly
gasped.

“Nonsense. We want you at your healthiest
so you can work better.”

Her hand left Charlotte's bottom but then
returned, stroking her skin. Only now it felt very slippery as if
it were applying a cream or lotion.

“You want to keep your skin soft and
tender, farm girl. Spending too much time out in the sun without
sunscreen, and not applying lotion afterward will make you age
before your time.”

As she spoke her hand moved gently across
Charlotte's bare bottom, stroking softly. It slid downward along
her inner thigh caressing her there. But that put the side of her
hand right up against Charlotte's naked sex, and it slid lightly
back and forth against her to produce a sensation unlike any she
had ever felt.

It wasn't as if Charlotte had never touched
herself down there before, of course. Though she had shied away
given that according to her parents and the pastor that particular
area of her anatomy was the center of the devil's playground and
liable to cause temptation and sinfulness. But she had never felt
someone else's touch there, particularly so gentle a touch riding a
layer of whatever this lotion was the woman with using.

Charlotte's eyes grew wider as she gasped at
the feel of the woman's fingers stroking lightly back and forth
against her. Her mind was jolted both by the physical sensations
and the shock of such an intimate touch. She immediately knew she
should object, but was daunted at the thought. Besides which it
felt so good!

Then another shock jolted her mind, as the
thought occurred to her that the woman's intentions might not be
altogether honorable at all. Was this… Could this be… Sexual?
Charlotte knew there was such a thing as lesbians, of course. But
she'd never met one. If there were any living around here they kept
themselves well hidden.

Of course, there were probably lots in
California. From the way her parents and the pastor and Fox news
talked California was the center of immorality and perversion in
the whole world. And if this woman was from California she probably
had the same lack of morals as the rest of her people.

These thoughts raced through her head even if
the woman's hand slid back up away from that most dangerous
territory, gliding over her round buttocks.

“There now. Does not feel
better?”

“Y-Yes!” Charlotte squeaked.

Then the hand slid back down again the edge
pushing lightly against the naked line of her sex and sliding up
and down as the hand caressed her thigh.

“Is that how you answer a question, farm
girl?” Simon growled.

“I meant yes, Ms. Simon!” Charlotte
gulped.

The hand moved more firmly against her and
Charlotte felt that sensations becoming more powerful,
reverberating through her body to the point she felt a strange
rising pressure. Her breasts felt swollen and her nipples prickled
and tangled where they were pressed against the table.

She knew she should pull away and tell the
woman to stop but the sensations were so captivating and novel and…
Wonderful! She shuddered, confusion and a strange wild excitement
filling her mind.

“P-P-Please!” she gasped.

“Please, what, farm girl?”

“I- I... y-you you shouldn't…”

“What is the first duty of a servant?”
Simon asked.

As she did Charlotte felt a pressure against
her opening, and then something warm and slick dipped into the
mouth of her sex and pressed lightly downward. At the same time,
the fingers which had been stroking her thighs turned up and rubbed
against her right there.

The sudden rush of sensations drove all
thought from her mind and she found herself gulping in air,
bewildered and overwhelmed as the fingers rubbed against each other
with her flesh between. She felt that thing pushing into her
sliding deeper and rubbing more quickly and firmly.

“What is the first duty of a servant?”
Simon demanded.

“T-To serve!” Charlotte
squeaked.

She cried out as she felt her hair jerked
back.

“Ms. Simon!” Simon growled. “Say it, farm
girl.”

“Ms. Simon!” Charlotte
exclaimed.

The thing pushing into her pussy had slid
deeper and was now moving slowly in and out pressing downward even
as the fingers on the other side of her body rubbed upwards. Her
hips were starting to grind and jerk helplessly as the sensations
flooded through her body and mind.

“What is the first duty of a servant?”
Simon asked again.

“To serve, Ms. Simon!” Charlotte
moaned.

“And what is the second duty of a
servant?”

Charlotte trembled as the thing, which she
was pretty sure was the woman's thumb, moved in and out deeper and
faster. She ached down there for she wasn't used to anything moving
into her body like that. But the ache was as nothing compared to
the wild rush of heat and pleasure pouring through her body.

She gasped as her hair was jerked again.
“Answer the question.”

“To obey, Ms. Simon!” She cried.

Charlotte felt herself losing control of her
body as her mind was battered by a scalding wave of pleasure and
strange dark hunger. Her hips were rising up, again and again,
jerking in time to the movements of Simon's fingers. Her entire
body was trembling and shaking. She caught herself rubbing her
chest, her breasts against the table to feel the pressure and
sensations shifting and changing as her breasts were squeezed below
her ribs.

Suddenly there was an explosive storm of
pleasure like nothing she had ever known. It was like a hurricane,
overpowering her and sending her mind tumbling as her muscles spasm
uncontrollably.

“This is what it feels like to be a woman,
farm girl,” she heard Simon say as if from a great
distance.
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By the time she recovered enough to speak
Simon had already drawn her panties back up and pulled her skirt
down. The woman was all business, now. Her voice was firm and not
inviting questions.

“Straighten up and we will go and get you a
swimsuit.”

Charlotte felt dazed as she stumbled down the
hall following the woman back to the stairs. She was far from sure
what had just happened, but was certain it was sexual. That meant
it was some kind of perverted lesbian thing. She was extremely
embarrassed and uneasy about it, but she was also still gripped by
a sense of wonder at just how incredible and amazing it had
felt.

Did that mean she was a lesbian!? She didn't
want to be a lesbian! Maybe she would've felt the same way no
matter who had touched her. It wasn't like she had much experience
with that. She needed to get a boy to touch her there just to be
sure.

That seemed ridiculous on the surface,
especially since there were no boys around that she knew. But she
desperately wanted reassurance she wasn't a lesbian!

If she was a lesbian the whole county would
talk about her! She'd be mocked and sneered everywhere she went!
Her parents would disown her and throw her out of the house! She
couldn't be a lesbian! She didn't have any sexual interest in
women!

They walked out into the yard and then along
the pool to the other side with her mind still swirling and
churning in confusion and uncertainty. There was a kind of small
house there that was meant to look like something from the old
South. It turned out to be a little cabin with a change room shower
and toilet.

“Get undressed, farm girl,” Simon
ordered.

Charlotte felt a jolt at the words, however
casually said. But she didn't know any way to refuse that made any
sense especially since the woman had already seen her naked. She
hesitated, but reached behind her and undid the dress and then
pulled it forward over her shoulders.

Simon was opening a cupboard where there were
piles of plastic-covered swimsuits stacked in rows. There were
little tags on them, which apparently indicated the size.

“The underwear too, girl. And get out of
those shoes.”

Charlotte gulped anxiously but stripped
naked, self-conscious again under Simon's eyes. The woman opened a
plastic package and took out a black swimsuit.

“Put this on.”

It was a bra, but one without any strings
going over the shoulders. The cups came up against her breasts and
then the straps went behind her back to be done up there. The cups
were not at all see-through, unlike the bra she just removed, but
like it they did not fully cover her breasts. In fact, they covered
only a little more than half!

She kept trying to stretch the cups a little
but the top only barely came above her nipples!

“This is too small for me,” she
said.

“Nonsense. It's exactly your size. Remember
we're in California.” Oh and – .”

She slapped Charlotte's bottom sharply.

“Always remember to call me Ms. Simon,” the
woman growled.

She handed Charlotte the bottoms and
Charlotte blanched. It was a thong. Her face immediately darkened
and she felt a wild rush of anxiety.

“I can't wear this out where anyone might
see me!” she gasped.

That got her another slap to the bottom.

“There's hardly anybody here,” Simon said.
“In fact, right now there's nobody here. Now put it on. Unless
you'd like to go out without anything.”

Charlotte stepped into the thong and drew it
up her legs. Like the underwear, the thong had a very small V of
fabric over her privates, with two thin strips rising up diagonally
to curl around her hips before coming around behind. The backside
consisted of a tiny inverted triangle at the top of her
buttocks.

She knew that girls wore this in some places
when at the beach, but nobody in Mississippi wore them! And
certainly not in this county!

“California, Farm Girl,” Simon said. “You
look fine.”

She opened the door and took the reluctant
girl by the arm tugging her out into the pool area. She led her to
the other side of the cabin and opened the door there to reveal
cleaning supplies.

“As you can imagine, here in Mississippi
there are a lot of bugs attracted to water of any kind. It should
not surprise you that Mr. Stone does not wish to swim in a pool
where the surface is covered in dead bugs. Or live ones, for that
matter. The pool does have an automatic filter and cleaning system,
but it is imperfect.

“Mr. Stone likes perfection. Therefore you
will take this net and you will skim it across the water from one
end to the other picking up any bugs you see. You
understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Simon.”

“You will do this several times a
day.”

She motioned Charlotte to begin and Charlotte
held the long pole out and let the flat net slide along the surface
of the water. She had just started when Mr. Steele came out from
the house. Her mind squirmed helplessly as he approached. A part of
her wanted to break and run away, despite how silly and childish
that would be.

“I see you found her a suit,” Mr. Steele
said approvingly.

Charlotte felt her face heat further. She did
not look up but focused on the water.

“Walk slowly along the edge of the pool,
girl,” Mr. Steele said. “Because of the filter action anything that
falls should make its way towards the edges eventually. But keep an
eye further in as well. It is important that the pool be free of
debris.”

Charlotte was happy to walk away from him
moving to the far end of the pool as she drew the skimmer along the
surface. She felt half-naked! She had never exposed herself like
this to a man before! The two of them spoke to each other in low
voices that she could not hear, and she wondered what they were
saying. Was it about her? Was it about how she looked?

She let her eyes skim over Mr. Steele
briefly. He was old but not as old as her father. He was much
better looking too. He had strong shoulders and looked very fit.
This was the sort of man she ought to be attracted to, she thought
– unless she was a lesbian.

She deliberately made her mind consider
doing something with him like kissing him. She imagined him sliding
his hands over her body, squeezing her breasts and bottom. And...
and touching her down there where
Simon had!

Yes! That would be... would be...
interesting! Exciting? Yes, exciting! And that would mean she
wasn't a lesbian either!

She came all the way around the pool, moving
as slow as she could, but eventually, she was right up before them
again, with Mr. Steele's eyes looking down at her half-naked body.
They might be used to this sort of thing in California, but she
certainly wasn't! On the other hand, she felt a strange tightness
in her chest the way he was looking at her.

I'm practically naked! He's
looking right at my boobs! She felt a kind of low throbbing in her body and then her
nipples tingled as the man looked her up and down.

“Quite pretty,” he said.

“Th-Thank you, Mr. Steele!” she
gulped.

“Come with me girl,” Mr. Steele
said.

Charlotte hesitated then followed him back to
the cabin, this time around the other side. He opened the door
there and she saw that pipes and gauges were sprouting from the
ground. Mr. Steele pointed to each in turn, telling her what they
were, and in particular what the gauges meant and what they should
read.

“You not expected to maintain them, girl,”
he said. “Just keep an eye on them and inform me if the gauges are
not at the proper numbers. In case you forget they're listed right
there on the chart.”

Charlotte's mind was still swirling. How
could she get him to touch her like Ms. Simon had? She couldn't
very well ask him! He might think she was a slut! Then she hit on
an idea. Simon smacked her bottom frequently, whenever she did or
said something wrong. Was that something they all did in
California? Was it something that Steele might do?

Her heart began to beat faster and her pulse
raced as she considered doing something she never did, which would
be acting up on purpose in front of someone who might hit her. But
he only hit her bottom that was no big deal. She didn't think he
would do anything more.

“It looks all… Dirty in here,” she said
doubtfully.

He looked at her in surprise.

“I mean, it looks like something a man
should be taking care of.”

“It's not complicated,” he said.

“Well, I don't know,” she said. “It doesn't
look like something I'd enjoy much.”

“Nobody cares if you'll enjoy it, girl,” he
said, his voice hardening.

She sighed and rolled her eyes, something she
knew irritated her parents.

“I think you need to adjust your attitude
girl,” he said.

She shrugged carelessly.

His eyes narrowed and he took her arm in a
rough grip and drew her back to where there was a hard backed chair
sitting in the corner of the little room. He sat down and jerked
her down across his lap.

Charlotte squeaked in surprise, not having
imagined that he might actually spank her like a little girl!

But sure enough, a moment later she felt the
thong jerked down over her buttocks and felt a wild rush of both
embarrassment and excitement as she squirmed atop his lap.

“You'll find that we don't put up with
attitude around here, girl,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Hey! Quit it!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He was slapping her bottom a lot harder than
Simon had, and Charlotte squeaked and squealed and yelped in pain
as his big hand came down across her soft buttocks.

“Ow! Please! I apologize!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You'll learn that we're very intolerant
towards impudence from servants, girl.”

As she squirmed, Charlotte found her breasts
pressing into the side of the chair, being squeezed and mashed
between the hard chair and her ribs. Her nipples tingle hotly and
she felt her chest tightening as his hand slowed. Then it rested on
her bare bottom, which burned hotly.

A moment later his fingers descended and her
eyes widened as she felt a rush of delight at having succeeded. His
fingers stroked up and down against the thin line of her sex as she
practically held her breath with rising anticipation.

“I think you require much more training,”
he said.

Already she was feeling a tremendous rush
of... of something down there! She was still a little slick
especially when his fingers pushed between the lips of her sex and
she barely repressed a moan as he pushed what felt like a large
thick finger into her body.

“You are a pretty thing, though,” he said.
“Well worth the effort.”

The finger he pushed into her was much
thicker than the one Simon had, and made her ache more. But that
sensation was rising fast and she felt a tremendous relief for this
seemed to show she wasn't actually a lesbian!

Her breathing grew more ragged as that thick
finger moved in and out of her and his fingers rubbed against that
particularly sensitive spot just on the outside of her opening.

“Very responsive little thing aren't you?”
He said.

She gasped at a sharp increase in the pain as
the finger thrust deeper. Then she realized it must be his thumb
for the other fingers were stroking nimbly across the top of her
sex. She did moan now, unable to suppress the sound as his thumb
moved in and out of her and her muscles began to spasm and
clinch.

Suddenly she felt the strap around her back
give way as his fingers undid the clasp. She gasped aloud as his
other hand slid along her ribs and then underneath to cup and
squeeze her breast. She had experienced boys grabbing her breasts
before, and it always hurt. Not this time. He didn't simply grab
her breasts and squeeze like a sponge-like they did. His fingers
closed slowly and gently kneading the soft flesh between them.

Suddenly that tremendous explosion of
sensation she'd felt down in the laundry room erupted again. This
time, if anything, it was more intense. Her hips bucked back
frantically against his thrusting thumb as she cried out in
helpless pleasure. Her legs were jerking in midair and her eyes
rolled back as all her attention turned inward to the raging
hurricane of sensations sweeping through her body.

“Yes, very responsive indeed,” he said in
satisfaction.

The storm of sensations and heat went on and
on until Charlotte thought she had entirely lost her mind. Not that
she would've cared. Not that she cared about anything! All that
mattered was that wild, incredible, wonderful feeling shaking her
body apart.

Finally, it eased and she went limp atop him,
gulping in air as she stared at the floor below her, her head
wrapped in her own hair.

“Remember, girl. Obedience and
service.”

He set her on her feet and stood up before
her, looking down at her naked body.

Charlotte was still trying to catch her
breath, still wrapped in the strange afterglow of whatever had just
happened. But she still felt a sense of self-consciousness standing
naked in front of a strange man.

“You have a gorgeous body, girl,” he
said.

She gulped and her hands instinctively rose
as if to cover herself.

“Still shy, I see,” he said. “Well, we
can’t have that. We need to remove that shyness from
you.”

He turned her so that her back was facing
him, something which Charlotte felt comforting under the
circumstances. But a moment later she felt his big hands gripping
her wrists and drawing them back behind her.

“Cross your wrists here and hold them,” he
said.

Charlotte frowned in confusion but did as he
said and then felt something sliding around first one wrist then
the other. It tightened, and then there was more of it and after a
few moments, she realized it was some kind of cord or rope, looped
around her wrists several times.

She gasped in alarm and tried to jerk her
wrists apart but already they were tightly bound. He turned her
around to face him and her eyes widened as he looked her up and
down.

“Now then, since I've done something for
you, I think it's only reasonable for you to do something for me,”
he said.

He pushed down on her shoulder and Charlotte
sank to her knees before him even as his other hand undid the
zipper of his trousers. She felt a shock as she saw him reach in
and then pull his manhood out into the open. His cock, she thought
wonderingly.

She blushed hotly even as she marveled at it.
Her father wouldn't let her go on the Internet, not that they had
much Internet at the farm given there was so little reception.
She'd never seen an erect cock in person either. Especially one
right in front of her eyes!

“You know what to do with this, girl?” He
asked.

Charlotte gulped and then shook her head
wildly.

“Never given a blow job before?”

Charlotte wasn't entirely sure what that
meant. She'd heard the term before from her brothers and their
friends. As far as she could determine, it meant blowing on a man's
penis. She had never for the life of her understood why anyone
would do that or why anyone would want them to.

He chuckled softly then undid his pants
entirely and drew them and his shorts down his legs before stepping
out of them. Now Charlotte could see his cock as well as his
testicles dangling below it. Her mind squirmed with embarrassment
but she stared nonetheless.

“Then I shall have to teach you. Pay
attention, girl. It's an important lesson, one you'll use the rest
of your life.”

He reached forward and gathered up her thick
brown hair in his left hand and drew her face forward as he held
his cock in his other hand.

“We'll start with my balls. I want you to
suck them into your mouth and massage them. Gently, girl. Lick them
as you do.”

Charlotte thought that he must be kidding, at
first. Was that really something people did!? But already her lips
were pressed against his soft flesh. And it became apparent he was
certainly not joking.

“Now, girl,” he growled.

Charlotte gulped and then obeyed, kissing him
hesitantly then licking his testicles before sucking them into her
mouth. This isn't so hard, she thought. It was a little gross, but
she'd seen and done lots of stuff on the farm That was grosser than
this.

She sucked and licked at his balls and moved
them around in her mouth with her tongue as he taught her. Then she
pulled her lips back and he had her lick at the underside of his
cock. She licked from the base all the way up to the tip before he
tilted her head down towards her again and had her kiss the very
end.

“Now keep your lips pursed and slowly slide
your lips down my cock.”

This was even grosser but she felt a strange
sense of fascination about it, as well. Besides, it wasn't like she
could say no. He was the boss, after all. She took the
helmet-shaped head into her mouth licking at it all the while and
then slid her lips further and further down the length as she began
to suck rhythmically.

“That's it, girl,” he said in pleasure.
“That feels really nice.”

It did?! Charlotte had really thought about
how she could make men feel really nice before. At least not like
this. Whenever the thought of sex had intruded on her mind and it
always been what men would do to her, not what she would do to
them.

He had her slide her lips up and down as she
sucked and licked.

“Now if you're really good at this you can
take the whole thing inside you,” he said. “A well-trained servant
girl can simply swallow this as if she was swallowing meat and just
gulp it down. That really makes a man's eyes bug out.”

He pushed forward as she drew her closer,
tilting her head back until the head of his cock pushed into the
back of her throat. Charlotte gagged and tried to withdraw, but he
simply pushed further as he drew on her head and she's felt her
lips sliding down his cock as the head pushed deeper and deeper
into her throat.

The hardest part was right there at the
beginning. Once he was inside her, though it ached, she seemed able
to cope well enough. Then her lips were wrapped around the base of
his shaft and he was moaning softly above her head.

Was she making him moan like that?! She felt
a sense of success and even power despite the fact her throat ached
and her chest was starting to burn.

He drew himself back, and she stared,
cross-eyed, as inch after inch of him sliding out of her lips and
appearing before her, all glistening with her saliva. She coughed
as he pulled free gulping in air as he rubbed himself against her
forehead and cheeks.

“You are one talented girl,” he said. I can
see you're going to go far.”

He had her suck on his balls again then bob
up and down on his cock before plunging himself deep into her
throat once more. It seemed easier this time for she had the
confidence to know that she could do it.

She was also becoming excited at her ability
to pleasure him. She'd been treated like an ignorant useless girl
for years after all. Being really good at something and appreciated
for it was quite novel for her.

Suddenly she felt her mouth filling with the
strange warm liquid.

“Swallow, girl! He said
urgently.

She did as he ordered, then felt that shock,
thinking maybe he had peed in her mouth. But no didn't smell or
taste anything like that. And when he drew back he squeezed the
shaft and she saw white droplets at the tip of his cock before he
rubbed them against her cheek and forehead.

“Now that was your introduction to oral
sex,” he said in amusement. “At least your introduction to giving
it. Now I will teach you what it feels like to get it.”

He drew her off her knees and had her sit on
the chair as he knelt before her and lifted her legs high and wide
as he stared at her pussy.

Charlotte stared at him, wide-eyed, and then
felt a sense of both alarm and astonishment as he moved closer and
began to lick her. That astonishment redoubled when she felt the
sensations that produced.

He tugged on her thighs so that she was
slumped down more, laying more on her back and bound arms than her
bottom. He held her legs stretched wide open as he licked faster
and harder at her opening. Charlotte could only stare wonderingly
as she absorbed the sensations flooding through her body.

She saw him close his lips around that little
bud at the top of her sex and then felt him sucking rhythmically on
it. Her hips wanted to jerk and buck up against him as a fresh
flood of sensation poured over her.

His hands slid downwards until they were on
her inner thighs. Then his big thumbs pressed in against the naked
opening and sank several inches into her body before slowly pulling
her open. His tongue plunged into her, dipping and darting, and
then slid upwards to focus on that little bud again.

Charlotte felt her body swimming in
sensation. Her mind felt as it was melting, and she laid her head
back, gasping and moaning and whimpering as her muscles spasmed and
her nerve endings crackled with energy.

One of his hands slid up and began to knead
her breast as he pushed two long fingers into her body, pumping
them in and out. His tongue licked harder at the top of her sex,
and that incredible rush overtook her again. She cried out openly
this time, her head thrashing and rolling from side to side as she
was drowned under the flood of sensation and pleasure.

It was so good! It was so wonderful! It was
so amazing! She wished it would go on forever! All her cares and
concerns were swept away as her entire body throbbed with the
sexual pressure and flared with heat and pleasure.

“And that is your introduction to receiving
oral sex, girl.”

Charlotte moaned helplessly as the feeling
faded. Steele rose to his feet, and got his shorts and pants, and
pulled them on. She lay in place her legs stretched out to either
side, her eyes glassy.

“All right girl. Time to get back to work,”
he said.

She moaned and let her legs come together as
he helped her to her feet. Before she understood his intent he was
drawing her outside. He closed the door behind her and led her back
to the pool. Ms. Simon was no longer there, thankfully. But she was
still naked out in the open and she began to look around her
anxiously as her wrist tugged against whatever was binding them
together.

He turned her back to him and then she felt
his hands at her wrists undoing them. As soon as they were free she
jerked her hands around in front of her, trying to cover her
body.

“No, don't do that,” he said sharply. “You
need to get over your silly shyness. Now take the pole and continue
to clean the pool.”

“But… But, sir, what about, um, my
swimsuit!?” she gulped.

“You can do without for now. You need to
get less shy. Nothing gets one use to being seen like being seen.
Geet to work or I'll tan that bottom of yours.”

Charlotte didn't have a lot of choice. Still
more than slightly dazed, she took the pole and began to skim the
surface of the pool, her eyes flicking out to the windows of the
house repeatedly, anxious about who might look out and see her
naked like this.
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Charlotte felt a sense of unreality as she
skimmed the surface of the pool. She could hardly believe she was
standing there out in the open bare ass naked to the world! She
couldn't do this! But how could she stop?!

Her mind was filled with confusion and
anguish. Not to mention a sense of wonder at what had to be orgasms
Mr. Steele and Miss Simon had given her.

She'd heard about orgasms before. But she's
certainly never experienced any. Nor had she really experienced the
kind of wild thrilling hunger and excitement and heat that she had
this morning. She hadn't even known her body could feel such
things!

Mr. Steele had done it to her twice! With his
fingers and then his tongue, of all things! She was astonished that
she had let him, and that he had done it. But she was even more
astonished at how intense, how wonderful the feelings had been!

She had let a man see her completely naked
and touch her body all over! And she had taken his thing into her
mouth! Even down her throat! She was in a daze about it all. And
that was without her standing there on the neatly trimmed lawn
completely naked.

She tried to keep her arms in close to her
body to help hide her breasts and her groin. But she had to extend
the pole out from time to time and then tried to keep her back to
the house. What if someone came out!? She kept her bottom to the
house as much as she could but her head kept turning to watch the
doors and windows anxiously.

She gasped as she saw movement out of the
corner of your eyes, then felt some relief as she recognized Mr.
Steele. That didn't mean her anxiety didn't rise as she wondered
what he would do to her now. She tried to pretend to ignore him as
she dutifully skimmed the water as he had ordered her to.

“I see you're still very shy,” he said. “I
suppose that's understandable given where you come from. But if
you're to stay with us it will be necessary for you to widen your
horizons somewhat. We have much to offer you here. Certainly, more
than you remaining on that little farm of yours.”

“I-I'm not exactly used to walking around
naked!” she protested.

“Sir,” he said with a frown. “Sir or Mr.
Steele.”

“Sir,” she gulped.

“You must learn a measure of
self-discipline, girl.”

He moved closer to her and Charlotte felt
herself cringing even as her nipples began to tingle and a dark
sense of anticipation spread down her body.

“Put that down a moment,” he said, taking
the pole from her hands.

He looked her up and down then reached out
and grasped her arm to turn her more firmly towards him.

“Hands behind your back, holding your
elbows. Feet apart on the grass, head back, chest out.”

Her face hot, Charlotte obeyed, her mind
squirming.

“You're a very beautiful and sexy girl,” he
said. “The world has much to offer you.”

His fingers combed her hair back from her
forehead, then he stood back a moment.

“You're a fair-skinned girl, though. This
hot sun won't be doing your skin very much good if you're out in it
like this for long.”

Charlotte completely agreed and felt a sense
of hope that he would soon have her put her clothes on and go back
inside. But that wasn't what he had in mind.

“I want you to put your hands behind your
neck, interlace your fingers, and arch your back.”

Charlotte stared at him in dismay.

“Now, girl!” he barked.

She hesitated, then Charlotte did as he
ordered, arching her back and displaying her body. Her heart
pounded and her pulse raced as he looked her up and down, then she
saw him take something like a tube from his pocket and unscrew the
top.

He stepped forward and held the tube over the
center of her chest. A thick line of some kind of cream emerged
from the opening in the tube and he raised his other hand and began
to spread it over her upper chest.

“This will protect you from the sun,” he
said in a genial voice.

At first, his hand spread the cream over her
upper chest and shoulders and along her neck. Then it went down
along the side of her ribs before coming up again right beneath her
left breast. She felt a wild jolt of uncertainty and dark rippling
heat as his big hand spread the oil over her breast. Her nipple
tingled and burned, and as if noticing it he caught the little pink
button between his thumb and forefinger and began to roll and
massage it.

Charlotte moaned helplessly. She'd never felt
her nipples so incredibly sensitive. Her breasts throbbed as his
hand moved slowly and calmly over them spreading the slippery
lotion. She felt her chest going tight and struggled to breathe
properly.

He moved around behind her, much to her
relief, spreading the oil over her back and then up along her arms
before his slippery hands slid back down her ribs and then onto her
hip. Soon they were spreading the lotion over her buttocks,
massaging and squeezing them as she stood there trembling.

She was so distracted by what he was doing
behind her that she didn't notice another person approaching.
Suddenly Ms. Simon was right there before her and she let out a
yelp of surprise as she noticed the woman.

She immediately and instinctively tried to
twist away, but it happened that Mr. Steele had been spreading the
lotion over her wrists at the time and he caught them before they
could move more than an inch.

“Don't move until I'm done,” he said
sternly.

“I should've thought of that,” Ms. Simon
said. “We wouldn't want her burning this lovely, skin. Though she
is already nicely tanned.”

“Well, her face and arms and legs are,” Mr.
Steele said in amusement.

“Yes, obviously she hasn't been getting
much sun on other parts of her body.”

And with that, the woman let her own hand
slide across Charlotte's breasts and then down her belly. Mr.
Steele passed her the tube and Ms. Simon helped him spread the oil
over her body.

Charlotte stood in place, bewildered again,
her heart pounding like a drum and her pulse racing. Surely this
wasn't normal even in California! She gasped as Ms. Simon's fingers
slipped down between her thighs and then up against the soft mound
of her pussy.

“She's quite the little virgin,” the woman
said in amusement.

“Well, it's Mississippi.”

Ms. Simon was touching her there much more
firmly than she had inside. Even as Mr. Steele spread the oil down
along her buttocks and the backs of her legs.

“P-P-Please,” she gasped.

“That is not how you address us, girl,” Ms.
Simon said.

“Yes, she keeps forgetting,” Mr. Steele
said in a disapproving voice.

“I-I'm sorry, sir!” Charlotte
squeaked.

“You keep saying that, farm girl,” Ms.
Simon said. “But I don't see you improving.”

“Perhaps she needs more discipline,” Mr.
Steele said.

Charlotte shuddered as Ms. Simon slid her two
middle fingers deep into the tightness of her body. It ached, as it
had before, but a wild rush of something incredible spread through
her body and mind. And when the woman brought her thumb up against
the throbbing little button just above that and began to rub her
there it was all she could do to keep her hips from jerking and
bucking desperately forward.

“You're probably correct, Mr. Steele,”
Simon said.

She slid her fingers out of Charlotte's pussy
and then raised them to the wide-eyed girl's lips rubbing the tips
along them and then pushing so that her fingers slid into
Charlotte's mouth.

“Suck on them,” the woman
ordered.

Overwhelmed and confused, Charlotte fell back
on obedience and did just that. The woman moved her finger slowly
in and out along her tongue as Charlotte sucked on them.

“You've been a bad girl,” Simon said. “Bad
girls have to be punished.”

“I-I didn't mean to be,” Charlotte
gulped.

“And yet you keep forgetting to address me
and Mr. Steele in the proper manner.”

“I'm sorry! I mean I'm sorry, Ms.
Simon!”

“Not good enough, farm girl. I want you to
bend over and grasp your ankles in your hands.”

The trembling girl stared at her in
disbelief.

“Now!”

Gulping in ragged breaths of air, Charlotte
obeyed, bending far over until she was looking out between her legs
as she slid her hands down her slippery calves until she was
holding her ankles.

“You must remember to always address your
superiors with the proper title,” Mr. Steele said behind
her.

“Always,” Ms. Simon said.

Mr. Steele was holding something in his hand,
Charlotte saw. It looked like some kind of a thin switch. She saw
him swing it back and forth and heard make a swishing noise.

“Don't move,” he ordered.

He swung the switch at her bottom and it
landed with a soft crack of sound echoed a moment later by a line
of stinging pain across her bottom. Charlotte yelped and moaned as
he drew the switch back.

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” He
demanded.

“Yes, Mr. Steele!” she
exclaimed.

He swung it again and she winced as it cut
across her buttocks.

“Then say so.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Mr.
Steele!” she cried.

He swung the switch again and she gasped in
pain.

“Say it again, girl.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Mr.
Steele!” she cried.

The switch cut across her bottom again and
then again and then again, and each time she apologized for being a
bad girl. Her bottom began to heat up even as her head throbbed
from the blood rushing to it.

“What is the first duty of a servant?” Ms.
Simon demanded.

Crack!

“To serve, Ms. Simon!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“What is the second duty of a servant?”
Simon demanded.

Crack!

“To obey, Ms. Simon!”

Crack!

“And how do you address me, girl?” Mr.
Steele demanded.

“I address you as Mr. Steele, Sir!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“And how do you address me, girl?” Ms.
Simon demanded.

Crack!

I address you as Ms. Simon, Ma'am!”

Her bottom was on fire now, and she felt a
sense of relief as Mr. Steele moved around in front of her. But
then he handed the thing to Ms. Simon who moved behind her.

“Are you going to be a good and obedient
servant girl?” Ms. Simon demanded.

Instead of using the switch on her buttocks,
Simon pushed it in between her thighs and let the shaft press up
between the lips of her sex before rubbing it slowly backward and
forward against her.

“Yes, Ms. Simon!”

“Say it, girl,” Mr. Steele demanded from in
front of her.

“I'll be a good and obedient servant girl,
Mr. Steele!”

She felt his fingers combing through her
hair. Then to her surprise, he knelt before her and used his grip
on her hair to pull her head up so that she was looking forward. A
moment later her mind froze as she as she felt Ms. Simon's tongue
against her sex.

That tongue massaged her and in an even more
intimate fashion that Mr. Steele had done earlier in the little
hut. The woman's thumbs spread the lips of her sex and then her
tongue pushed astonishingly deep into the narrow mouth of her
pussy. There it twisted and rolled pumping in and out before
withdrawing.

Her lips found that hot little button and
began to massage it between them. Charlotte's mouth was already
open wide in astonishment from this, not to mention from her hair
pulling up and back on her scalp as Mr. Steele lifted her head.
Thus when he dropped his pants and pulled out his organ, which was
hard again he had no difficulty pushing it straight into her open
mouth.

She gurgled helplessly as his big cock slid
along her tongue deep into her mouth.

“Suck, girl,” he said.

She trembled and moaned, but obeyed as he
pumped himself slowly forward and back, sliding his thick warm
shaft along her tongue.

Behind her, Ms. Simon was sucking
rhythmically against that button, which swelled and burned and
throbbed and spread heat up through her body to the point she could
hardly stand it. She felt a kind of fever taken hold of her, and a
tremendous pressure building up in her body.

Ms. Simon pushed a finger deep into her
opening, then added a second then a third so that she felt
stretched and aching. But somehow the aching only aroused her body
more deeply. There was something about it that felt raw and
instinctive and natural as the fingers moved in and out.

She was so distracted she didn't even think
to gag when Mr. Steele pushed himself deep into her throat. She did
gag briefly then, but moments later her lips were wrapped around
the base of his shaft.

Her vision swam and her mind was in a state
of shock. She was battered by confusion, uncertainty,
embarrassment, and a knowledge that she should not be doing this.
But her body crackled as if gripped by some kind of electricity. It
felt like the hairs on her skin were standing on end and some great
pressure inside her was getting ready to explode.

What was going on!?

She lost her balance and would have fallen
flat except that Mr. Steele caught her shoulders. Then she felt Ms.
Simon's hands on her legs as they settled her onto her hands and
knees on the grass.

“On all fours is where you should be,
anyway,” Ms. Simon said behind her.

Mr. Steele chuckled in amusement.

“Take my balls into your mouth, girl,” he
said.

Moaning, Charlotte obeyed.

“I think it's time for an introduction to
the more interesting side of life for our little farm girl,” Ms.
Simon said.

Her thumb pushed into Charlotte's sex and
pumped in and out, pressing downward as her fingers pressed up,
rubbing that hot little button between them. And then, shocking the
girl further, she felt another finger pushing against her back
opening. She would've protested, except Mr. Steele pushed himself
forward at that moment to drive his cock deep into her throat.

She had no idea what the woman was doing, or
why. But the feel of her fingers against her sex was making her
body burn wildly. The finger in her bottom wriggled around and then
began to pump slowly in and out, riding a slippery layer of
cream.

The sensations overwhelmed Charlotte's
senses. Especially in combination with the emotions which were
roiling her head. Her first instinct was to pull back up and twist
around, but Mr. Steele's firm grip on her hair kept her in
position.

And then she heard a buzzing sound behind
her, something like the sound of a shaving razor. A moment later
something pressed against her opening and began to rub up and down
and back and forth against it. At first, she felt nothing, then a
rising sense of quivering nerve endings which made the muscles in
her lower belly spasm.

At almost the same time she felt something
pushing into her pussy that was definitely not a finger. It felt
much thicker and stretched her out much wider. It made her ache
deliciously especially as the other thing rubbed against her.

Mr. Steele pulled his cock back and she
gulped in ragged breaths of air, coughing a few times as her glassy
eyes stared sightlessly before her. Her attention was focused
inward as she felt her body beginning to quiver and tremble, the
sensations overwhelming her nervous system.

She paid almost no attention as Mr. Steele
rubbed his saliva-coated cock against her cheeks and nose and lips.
Whatever was being pushed into her was pushing deeper and deeper,
far deeper than any finger had ever gone before. The ache was
lessening but spreading deeper into her abdomen.

But even that was overpowered by the
sensations the thing buzzing against her opening was producing. And
then something came to her swirling mind, a fragment of a video
someone had shown her at school once.

It showed a girl using a long slender
tube, a vibrator on
herself, and pretending to go crazy with pleasure. At least she had
assumed she was pretending. The way she had moaned and groaned and
cried out and the way her body had twisted and bucked had seemed to
her like ridiculous overacting.

Now she felt her own muscles spasming, again
and again, her hips jerking and rolling up and down. The thing
inside her was pumping in and out now, faster and faster, going
deeper and even more shockingly deeper. She gasped at a slap to her
bottom even as Mr. Steele pushed himself back into her mouth and
straight down her throat.

“She's going to make a very nice little
pet,” Mr. Steele said.

“Yes, she's a very sexy little bitch,” Ms.
Simon said.

Charlotte paid very little attention to their
words as a great explosive force seemed to gather itself within her
and then roared through her body like an out-of-control freight
train. She would've screamed, and then did scream at the top of her
lungs as she lost control of herself.

Almost no sound emerged for Mr. Steele had
jammed himself deep into her throat. But he and Ms. Simon had to
grip her body tighter to keep her in position as the most intense
orgasm yet tore through her mind and body.

Her mind tumbled wildly, wallowing in the
pleasure pouring through her. It was all that seemed to matter in
the world. She had heard words like ecstasy before but never before
had she imagined she would feel it.

It went on and on, and she forgot to breathe
even when Mr. Steele pulled himself out of her throat. The muscles
in her abdomen ached from continuous spasming, but her attention
was on that whatever-it-was thrusting in and out of her and the
buzzing thing against her opening.

When it finally faded away she felt herself
go limp, her arms going rubbery, dropping her to her elbows and
then to her shoulders and chest on the grass. Her bottom remained
high as she gulped in air and her dazed mind slowly began to fit
itself back together again.

“Yes, I think she'll do nicely,” Mr. Steele
said.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Charlotte ached inside, ached with the
fullness of whatever Ms. Simon had pushed into her. But it somehow
felt natural inside her, as well. And even as she lay there she
felt something pushing against her back opening, as well. It seemed
to be just as thick.

She didn't have the breath or the thought to
protest as the thing slid slowly deeper, and got wider and wider.
Then it suddenly narrowed to almost nothing and she felt it sucked
into her body until there was nothing left but a feeling of
something flat on the outside of her opening and something soft
laying against her inner thighs.

She felt something being placed around her
neck, like a belt and drawing up and back behind it to be fastened
in place. Then her wrists were taken in hands and bracelets of some
kind, leather bracelets were placed around them and around her
ankles.

By then she was starting to come out of the
deep languor the orgasm had given her and wonder what was going on.
She felt the pressure going across her head that vaguely resembled
what she remembered feeling the last time she had worn a
hairband.

She gasped in pain as Mr. Steele pulled up
and back on her hair, quickly forcing her hands under her and
rising up to ease the strain on her scalp.

“Sit back on your knees, girl,” Mr. Steele
said.

Charlotte sat back on her heels, blinking up
in confusion, and then reached up to touch what felt like some kind
of leather choker around her neck.

“Hands behind your back, fingers
interlaced, back arched, and knee well apart,” Mr. Steele said in a
firm voice.

Confused, Charlotte obeyed, feeling what felt
like some kind of a leather belt around her neck against her
fingers.

“What is the first duty of the servant?”
Ms. Simon demanded from behind her.

“To serve?” Charlotte gulped.

“Chin on the ground bottom in the air,” Mr.
Steele said sternly.

He gripped her hair again and pulled forward
and Charlotte found herself in her previous position again. Then
Ms. Simon delivered three stinging blows from the switch to her
upraised buttocks.

“Sit back in your heels again, knees
spread, hands behind the neck, back arched,” Simon
ordered.

Moaning, Charlotte obeyed.

“What is the first duty of a servant?” The
woman demanded.

“To serve, Ms. Simon!” Charlotte
cried.

“What is the second duty of a
servant?”

“To obey, Ms. Simon!”

“Are you going to be a good little
girl-pet?” Mr. Steele demanded.

Charlotte thought she might have misheard
him. “Yes, sir!”

She felt that the thing inside her body
starting to ease slowly out and then Mr. Steele knelt next to her
and pressed his fingers against the base to push it back up on the
inside her again. A moment later he was drawing a pair of thin
leather cords up across her hips to join behind her.

“One of the issues of being a good servant
is the need to understand and accept subordination. This did not
use to be an issue. Up until the middle of the twentieth century or
so the lower classes understood the vast gulf between them and
their superiors. But American culture, in particular, has pretended
that it can erase that gulf,” Mr. Steele said.

“Too many young people have far too much
pride,” Ms. Simon said from behind her. “And for the most part
undeservedly. They do not accept their orders from their superiors
unquestioningly as they should.”

“There was a time,” Mr. Steele said, “when
ordinary people, peasants, if you will, were little more
sophisticated than animals. But animals could be well trained. And
thus highly valued.”

“We wish you to be well trained, girl,” Ms.
Simon said. “And thus make you a very valued servant.”

“Our methods might seem unusual, but they
work. They instill in the subject a sense of understanding of her
place in the world, and the need to obey their superiors,” Steele
said.

“Are you ready to obey, girl?”

“Yes, Mr. Steele,” Charlotte said,
confused.

“Stand up straight.”

Charlotte rose nervously to her feet and Mr.
Steele's eyes flicked up and down her body. His hand moved in
casually and his fingers rubbed lightly across the top of her
sex.

Charlotte gasped, at the sensations, for she
felt even more sensitive down there than usual. The thing stuffed
up inside her had spread her opening apart, and the lips of her sex
squeezed tightly around what seemed to her to be some kind of a
tube.

That sensitive little button that Mr. Steele
was rubbing, felt swollen and even more hypersensitive than
usual.

“Tell me what the second duty of a servant
is,” he demanded.

“To obey, Mr. Steele.”

She gasped as Ms. Simon slapped her
bottom.

“The second duty of a servant is to obey,”
Ms. Simon said. “Repeat that.”

“The second duty of a servant is to obey,
Ms. Simon!”

“Hands on elbows, shoulders back, feet
apart.”

Charlotte felt bewildered again by all this.
She wanted to look down and see what that thing was that was
brushing against her thighs but didn't dare.

“You're going to be our little pet,” Mr.
Steele said. “And we are going to put you through obedience
training so that you make a good one. Then you will make an
excellent servant that can follow Mr. Stone around the world as he
travels from one house to another.”

“Tell Mr. Steele you will be a good little
pet,” Ms. Simon said.

“I-I'll be a good little pet, Mr. Steele,”
Charlotte said hesitantly.

Crack!

“Say it firmly and loudly!”

“I'll be a good little pet, Mr.
Steele!”

“Feet apart on the grass, hands behind
neck, back arched!” Simon barked.

Charlotte began to obey but got a slap to the
bottom anyway.

“When you're given an order, you must obey
instantly,” Simon said.

“Sit on your heels,” Mr. Steele
said.

Charlotte sank down to her heels. She saw Mr.
Steele scowling at her and after a moment's hesitation jerked her
knees apart and drew her hands up and back behind her neck.

“Better,” he growled. “Now get on your
hands and knees.”

Charlotte fell forward onto her hands.

“Head up, look straight ahead of
you.”

“Sit back on your heels.”

She quickly pushed herself back up on her
heels and spread her legs apart as she drew her hands up behind her
neck.

“Lay on your back, hands behind your neck,
back arched, feet flat and knees spread apart.”

Charlotte fell back on her back and put her
feet flat on the grass then arched her back.

“Spread those legs wider, girl.”

Charlotte shifted her legs further apart, as
far as they would go. Her mind was swirling and churning again,
confused and also self-conscious.

“Tell Mr. Steele you're good little pet,”
Simon ordered.

“I'm a good little pet, Mr. Steele!”
Charlotte exclaimed.

“Roll onto your belly raise your bottom in
the air, spread your knees wide apart, chest flat to the grass,
arms stretched out in front of you.”

Charlotte obeyed, her mind squirming even
more.

“Tell Mr. Steele you're good little
girl-pet,” Simon ordered again.

“I'm a good little girl-pet, Mr. Steele!”
Charlotte gasped.

She felt the buzzing thing against her sex
again, the vibrator. It rubbed up and down as she knelt there, her
breasts pillowed out against the ground below her and her arms
outstretched.

“Did you like the orgasm I gave you,
girl-pet?” Ms. Simon asked.

Charlotte's mind squirmed even more. But she
knew she had to answer. “Yes, Ms. Simon,” she gulped.

“Then thank me for it. Thank me for the
orgasm.”

“Thank you for the orgasm, Ms.
Simon.”

“Did you like the orgasm I gave you,
girl-pat?” Mr. Steele asked from behind her.

“Yes, Mr. Steele. Thank you for the orgasm,
Mr. Steele.”

It made Charlotte's mind cringed to say such
things.

“Orgasms make you feel very good, don't
they, girl-pet?” Mr. Steele asked.

“Yes, Mr. Steele,” she moaned.

She felt the surge in pleasure inside her as
he continued to rub the vibrator against her.

“Have you ever had sex, girl-pet?” Ms.
Simon asked.

“No, Ms. Simon,” Charlotte
gasped.

“Do you think you'd like to have
sex?”

“I-I'm not allowed to,” Charlotte
whispered. “That would be... immoral!”

“This is California, remember? The rules
are different here.”

“Roll your hips in a slow circle,” Mr.
Steele said from behind her.

Bewildered, and with heat rising into
feverish levels, Charlotte did her best to obey.

“Another word for orgasm is to come,” Ms.
Simon said. “Would you like to come again, Pet?”

“I... I-I – yes, Ms. Simon,” Charlotte
moaned.

“Beg Mr. Steele to make you
come.”

“Please make me come, Mr. Steele,”
Charlotte said.

“Tell me you'll be a good little girl-pet,”
Steele said.

“I'll be a good little girl-pet, Mr.
Steele,” she moaned.

Ms. Simon knelt beside her and took the
vibrator from Mr. Steele. A moment later as she reached under
Charlotte's raised abdomen and began to rub it against the top of
her sex, she felt the thing in her bottom being pulled slowly back
and out, stretching her opening wide before it popped free.

Almost instantly, something else pushed into
her, something long and thick and warm and slick. It moved much
deeper into her bottom, making her gasp and moan helplessly. It
moved deeper still, sending cramps through her abdomen. But the
rubbing vibrator continued to make her nerve endings crackle like
live electric wires.

A strange, dark heat crept over her, robbing
her mind of all cares and concerns but the pleasure of her own
body.

“You know what Mr. Steele is pushing into
your bottom, girl-pet?” Ms. Simon asked.

Charlotte didn't care but knew she had to
answer. “No, Ms. Simon,” she said in a breathless moan.

“Mr. Steele is pushing his cock into your
lovely little bottom,” Ms. Simon said.

“And it's a warm, tight, snug little
bottom,” Mr. Steele said from behind her.

Charlotte's mind blanked momentarily. The
idea that Mr. Steele had his cock inside her astonished her, and
then she felt surprised that it had. Of course they had been
leading up to something like this. She knew vaguely this was
something boys sometimes did to girls. Although she had always
considered the girls who allowed it to be filthy sluts.

Was that what she was now? Was she a filthy
slut? And did it matter given how much pleasure her body was
feeling?

She felt his cock moving in and then out,
then even deeper and back out as his hands slid along her hips. She
was instantly reminded of watching animals mating at the farm.
Except of course that he was using her bottom and not her sex. That
was a good thing as it meant she was still a virgin. And she needed
to stay a virgin until her marriage. Though she wasn't entirely
sure why.

It felt strange as it moved in and out like
that, especially as her body became more and more feverish with the
heat and arousal gripping her mind.

She let out a squeak as it moved especially
deep and she felt his hips pressed against her buttocks.

“Nothing like having your cock buried to
the hilt in a tight little girl-pet,” Mr. Steele said.

He thrust harder, and his hips began to slap
against her buttocks again and again.

“Tell Mr. Steele you love having his cock
inside you,” Simon said.

Charlotte moaned helplessly, her mind reeling
from the enormity of it all, and the feverish heat gripping
her.

She felt a sharp slap against her bottom.

“Do as you're told. Obey.”

“I love having your cock inside me, Mr.
Steele,” Charlotte cried.

His whole big cock was inside her! He was
fucking her! Not really, not sex exactly, but it was just like
that! She could feel his big shaft sliding in and out of her, could
feel the head plunging deep with every stroke, could feel his hips
slapping against her buttocks! He was fucking her!

And then the orgasm hit. She began to tremble
and shake, her hips bucking back against the plunging cock. Her
body's movements mashed her breasts against the grass, and the
sensations caused her to do it again and again, rubbing her breasts
deliberately against the ground below to add more sensation to the
storm sweeping through her.

All the while Mr. Steele's hips slapped
against her buttocks and his big cock drove deep into her belly as
the orgasm went on and on and on.

“Yes, a lovely little pet,” Ms. Simon
said.

*

Calling her a pet was apparently more than
simply a nickname. Charlotte had heard everything they'd said to
her earlier, but hadn't quite placed it in her mind. Saying they
needed to train her in order for her to learn proper discipline,
and to not be prideful, made perfect sense if she was to be some
kind of servant girl. But when they'd said their methods were
unusual, she really hadn't anticipated anything like this.

“Fetch,” Mr. Steele said as he threw the
ball.

Charlotte dropped onto all fours and crawled
rapidly across the lawn, then bent her head and gripped the ball
between her teeth before turning and crawling back to where Mr.
Steele sat on a lawn chair. She dropped the ball into his hand then
sat on her heels, her knees apart, and her arms behind her back,
hands gripping her elbows.

Steele patted her on the head and said “good
girl-pet.”

Ms. Simon had taken her picture after that
astonishing experience of having Mr. Steele fucking her in her ass,
and shown it to her. Charlotte had then realized that she had a
collar around her neck much like a dog or cat, as well as a pair of
pointy animal ears protruding from her tousled brown hair. As for
the furry thing dangling between her thighs, that was a tale
attached to the plug thing they had pushed into her bottom.

Charlotte knew this was weirdly sexual and
perverted. But it was so far out of not only her experience but
anything she had ever even heard of or imagined, that it didn't
completely outrage her as it should have. She had come to accept
that they had different sensibilities here, after all.

But the sorts of things she wasn't supposed
to do, that she had been taught were immoral, were things like
letting Mr. Steele put his cock inside her. Oh, letting Ms. Simon
do lesbian stuff with her. No one had ever said anything about
putting on a tail and animal ears and crawling around on the ground
acting like she was an animal.

This was just too weird and confusing to
align with the sorts of moral lessons she'd been given. And anyway
she had already completely violated those, well except for being a
virgin, sort of. Even if only technically. She didn't have to
imagine how her parents would react if they knew she let Mr. Steele
sodomize her. Or if they found out she had taken his cock in her
mouth.

So having almost completely broken all the
rules that her father and mother had been so careful for her to
guard against for all these years, it was hard to be too broken up
about crawling around and pretending to be some sort of dog.

On the other hand, there was no question this
was incredibly degrading. She sort of got that they were trying to
make her less prideful. Certainly, her parents had focused a lot of
attention on that, too over the years. Both of them were of the
sure and certain opinion that a prideful girl was a bad thing to
be.

They never made her crawl around and pretend
to be some sort of dog, of course. And then certainly never imagine
her doing it naked. But she was in a strange place with strange
people, and if this is what they ordered her to do, she figured she
had to do it. She had never been a particular rebellious girl,
after all.

Her parents, especially her father never
would've tolerated that. She was used to being told what to do and
punished if she failed to do it. She was not at all surprised that
things were the same here. And she continued to be intrigued by the
possibility that she might actually be allowed to travel around the
world with Mr. Stone and his other people.

Her introduction to sex was still filling
much of her thoughts with astonishment, confusion, guilt, wonder,
and a dark sense of anticipation. She had done stuff that her
parents would've called her a bad girl for. But on the other hand,
she'd only been doing what she was told to do. And she was supposed
to do what she was told to do. That was the way she'd been raised,
after all.

And as obedient a girl as she was, she wasn't
sure if she would have obeyed her parents quite as carefully as she
had about the sex stuff if she had any idea what kind of incredible
excitement, pleasure, and glorious orgasms it could bring.

She had several of them so far today, and
they seem to be getting stronger and stronger. She hadn't had an
awful lot of pleasure in her life so far. That made the prospect of
more of these orgasm things even more exciting. And it wasn't like
her parents could find out.

One of the things which had kept her from
experimenting with sex at all was that she was sure they would find
out. Everyone knew everyone in town, and among the surrounding
farms. If she'd messed around with some boy, then given how boys
gossiped about everything they did with girls, her parents would've
found out.

But there were no boys here. There were no
town people here. And she didn't think it likely Mr. Steele or Ms.
Simon would be gossiping about anything with anybody in town, not
to mention her parents. That gave her a certain sense of freedom
from parental oversight. It was not something she'd ever had in her
life, so far.

“What are you?” Mr. Steele
asked.

“ I'm a girl pet, Mr. Steele,” she
said.

He asked the question of her frequently for
some reason.

“Turn and present yourself for mounting,”
he said.

The words excited her, for it meant she was
to place herself in the same position she'd been in when he
sodomized her earlier. She rose, turned and dropped forward,
sliding her hands forward on the grass until her breasts pillowed
out against the ground. She scrunched backward until her thighs
were as close to her belly as she could make them, and spread her
legs to the sides.

“Now I want you to say please use me, sir,”
Mr. Steele said.

Charlotte gulped anxiously. “Please use me,
Sir,” she said.

“Now grind your bottom around slowly,” He
ordered.

Charlotte didn't really understand why but if
that's what he ordered, that would be what she would do. She rolled
her hips to make her bottom move in a circular way. She knew this
was supposed to be even more degrading, but not entirely why. But
then the whole point of this was to make her less prideful, after
all. Wasn't it?

She let out a little gasp is the thing inside
her started to vibrate again. That gave her a dark thrill on two
levels. She hadn't seen it when Ms. Simon had been pushing it in
and out of her before. But the woman had shown it to her afterward.
It looked like a big thick male penis! And she had it deep inside
her with those thin straps curling up across her abdomen and around
her hips to hold it in place.

She didn't understand the effect it had on
her, but there is no denying it. She could already feel her heart
starting to race, and the throbbing of her nerve endings down in
her groin.

“Beg me to use your body, pet-girl,” he
said.

“Please use my body, Mr. Steele!” she
gasped.

“Straighten up and turn around.”

Panting, Charlotte obeyed, turning to kneel
before him again, knees apart.

Mr. Steele stood up. “Rise up on your knees,
pet-girl. Put your elbows against your chest with your forearms
raised up, and your hands bent forward and down.”

This order also confused her, but it wasn't
difficult to do.

“Now I want you to make your tongue lol
over your lower lip,” he said.

Charlotte flushed, and her mind cringed a
little at the order, but she did as she was told. Why he wanted her
to act like some kind of dog was beyond her. But again, it wasn't
hard to do. It was certainly easier than mucking out the barn.

“Good pet-girl,” he said, patting her on
the head again.

He reached into his pocket and took out a
small bag, opened it, and drew from it a small plastic wafer. He
placed it in his hand and then held it before her mouth. Charlotte
looked at it uncertainly, looked up towards his face, and saw him
nod.

Her mind squirmed a little, but only a
little. And that thing inside her was still vibrating, filling her
body with a strange wild animal hunger. That took up far more of
her attention. She leaned her head forward a bit and licked the
piece of chocolate out of his hand.

“Good pet-girl,” he said again, patting her
on the head once more.

He reached into his pocket and drew out a
long thin leather strap. Charlotte saw as he let it unfold that it
had a handle on one side and a metal clip on the other. He took the
metal clip part and drew it forward under her chin, then clipped it
to the ring at the center of the collar.

“Now let's go for a little walk,
pet-girl.”

He let the strap unfold and stood back. “Down
on all fours, pet-girl.”

Charlotte obeyed, and he started to walk,
tugging on the strap. Confused, she followed. It took only a second
for her to understand that she was crawling on a leash like a dog.
That caused her further bewilderment, but again, it wasn't exactly
hard to do. Certainly, given what else she'd already done, it
wasn't something to put up a fuss over.

“Keep your head up, and face forward,
pet-girl.”

Charlotte obeyed, though it was easier to
stare down at the grass she was crawling on.

He tugged harder on the strap to make her
crawl closer to him. “Heel,” he said sternly.

This is so freaking
weird, she thought to
herself.

He made her crawl back and forth across the
lawn several times, then stopped and removed the leash before
putting her through a number of what she thought of as poses. She
had to pose for mounting again, then she had to roll over onto her
back with her legs spread.

She had to sit on her heels, with her knees
wide, her fingers behind her neck, and her back arched. Then she
had to lay on her back again, this time with her hands gripping her
ankles, her knees raised up and apart, and much of her body lifted
off the ground except for her shoulders. She thought that one was
particularly lewd.

Then she had begged like a dog again, and
been given another chocolate.

“ What is the first duty of a servant?” He
demanded.

“The first duty of a servant is to serve,
Mr. Steele.”

“What is the second duty of a
servant?”

“The second duty of a servant is to obey,
Mr. Steele!”

“And are you an obedient little girl?” he
asked.

Charlotte felt a sense of irritation at the
question. She wasn't a little girl! Yes, he was a lot older than
her but she was an adult! Still, any sense of rebellion died
quickly. It just wasn't something worth fighting over.

“Yes, sir.”

“Louder, pet-girl.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

“I'm an obedient little girl,
Sir!”

“Beg.”

She drew her forearms up against her breasts,
letting her hands dangle, and pushed her tongue over her lower
lip.

“We'll have to see if we can make that
tongue of your stretch,” a new voice said.
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Charlotte gasped and instinctively moved to
hide her body with her hands and arms before realizing it was Ms.
Simon.

“Did I tell you to move?” Mr. Steele
demanded.

“No, sir!” she gulped.

“Bad girl!” he said.

“Bad girl!” Ms. Simon said.

“Stand up, bend over and grasp your
ankles,” Steele ordered.

Wincing, Charlotte obeyed, bending over, her
hair spilling down past her as she gripped her ankles.

Crack! The thin switch cut across her buttocks
with stinging force.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” Simon
demanded.

“Yes, Ms. Simon!” she exclaimed.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Ms.
Simon!”

“We will have to do something about this
shame you have in God's creation and your need to hide it away from
all eyes,” Simon said.

“Indeed,” Mr. Steele said in a disapproving
voice.

They made her crawl across the lawn, closer
and closer to the house, then lay on her back under what looked to
her like a swing set. One without any swings. Mr. Steele and Ms.
Simon then attached the chains which hung from the overhead bar to
the leather straps around her ankles. They pulled and Charlotte
gasped as her ankles were raised up into the air, higher and
higher.

As they rose, they spread wider. The two
continued to pull on the chains, and her legs, then her bottom and
hips rose off the grass. She felt herself being pulled forward,
then her back rose up until only her shoulders and head touched the
ground. Then they too rose into the air until she was hanging
suspended completely by her ankles, her legs spread wide.

They attached chains to the bracelets around
her wrists, then, and pulled them down and apart to attach to the
legs of the 'swing set'. Then the penis thing inside her started to
vibrate again.

“I think the sunscreen on her body needs to
be renewed,” Mr. Steele said.

The two carefully spread more of it over her
body, their hands stroking and caressing as the hapless girl gasped
and moaned, the blood rushing to her head as she stared upside down
at the house.

Her body began to thrum with the same
high-tension it had earlier, her chest tight as her breathing
turned ragged.

She felt slick fingers rubbing against that
little button again, rubbing hard and fast so that the muscles in
her legs and hips jerked and spasmed. Her breathing became harsher
as she moaned and gasped and her body began to twist and writhe in
helpless hunger and need.

Then it was interrupted as another person
joined them. Charlotte gasped in alarm, her face burning, as the
man she'd been introduced to as the chef walked out of the house to
stand before her.

“Well, well, how is the training going?” he
asked.

A wondering part of her mind was amazed at
how calm he was, at how he was acting like this was normal!

“It's only her first day. She has a lot to
learn,” Mr. Steele said.

“But she's a very talented girl,” Ms. Simon
said. “I think she'll be a marvelous addition to the household once
she's trained.”

That was hopeful, the dazed girl thought.

“Lovely thing,” the chef said.

“Isn't she? And these breasts,” Steele
said.

“Yes, marvelous! She's got an amazing
body.”

“Very responsive too.”

“Especially to the vibrator.”

They all chuckled in amusement as they
watched her.

The chef moved around behind her and she felt
a hand caressing her buttocks.

“Nice and firm,” she heard him
say.

“Yes. And very tight on the inside too,”
Steele said. “Would you like to try her out?”

“I believe I would.”

Charlotte whimpered, then gasped as the tail
was plucked from her bottom. A moment later she felt a thick object
pushing into her which felt very much like Steele's cock!

“Your body was made by God to be used by
others,” Ms. Simon said. “It's your destiny to bring pleasure to
other people.”

“Oh, she's nice and warm and tight!” Chef
gasped.

Charlotte gasped as he pushed deeper, as Ms.
Simon rubbed her button faster, as the vibrating penis inside her
buzzed and made her nerve endings quiver wildly.

This was outrageous! But it didn't matter.
Her mind was drowned in heat and hunger, and the muscles in her
body began to spasm and jerk as she arched and strained and cried
out in animal pleasure. The chef's cock plunged deep into her
bottom again and again and she stared dazedly at the house as she
was gripped by scalding heat.

Then the orgasm exploded and she cried out,
thrashing violently, her head shaking and rolling as the pleasure
crackled through her. Convulsions wracked her body as she was
caught in the storm of pleasure, and her mind embraced the pleasure
with a sense of exultation.\

It was so good! It was so wonderful!

She felt the man's hips slapping against her
buttocks as his cock plunged into her belly in a way which ached
but felt deeply exciting for some reason. A wild thought crackled
through her mind even as it was roiled by the waves of pleasure.
Would it feel even better if he was in her pussy?!

That was where he was supposed to be, after
all. That was where men put their things. She'd seen that often
enough on the farm with the animals.

“This girl has a very talented ass,” the
chef said.

Mr. Steele chuckled.

“I'll have to see if I can make her tongue
as talented,” Ms. Simon said.

The orgasm faded and Charlotte hung limply as
the chef finished using her bottom. He went back into the house,
followed by Steele and Simon, leaving her hanging there alone. It
took her some minutes to recover from the battering her mind had
been given.

Anyone in the house looking out the window
would see her hanging like this with her legs spread, she knew.
That kind of made her mind squirm even though three separate people
had now not only seen her completely naked but touched her all
over. If her parents ever found out what she's been doing today
she'd be damned forever in their eyes.

Parents were not the most forgiving people
when it came to moral sins. Nor was the pastor, nor was the town.
Just the stuff that Ms. Simon had done with her would have her
shunned by everyone. Well, except the boys and men who would
presume she was such a whore that she was anyone's for the
taking.

That at least had the benefit of meaning
nothing more she did could possibly make her worse in their eyes.
She didn't quite understand the logic of her body being God's
creation and it thus being sinful and wicked to hide it from
everyone as if she was ashamed of God's work. It made a kind of
sense but it certainly went against everything the pastor and her
parents had said.

She was starting to get awfully stiff and
sore, when the back door opened and someone came out. She felt a
growing anxiety, for it didn't look like Mr. Steele or the chef.
And as he came closer she realized it was Mr. Stone himself. Her
face heated and her mind squirmed but there was literally nothing
she could do about it.

Steele walked straight up to her and looked
down. “Well now,” he said, “you're even more pretty than I had
thought. I hope you thank God every day for the beautiful body he
gave you.”

He squatted down in front of her then reached
out and casually squeezed one of her breasts.

“What is the first duty of a servant?” he
asked as his fingers caught one of her nipples and began to roll
and massage it.

She'd been asked that question repeatedly
today, to the point answering it was almost instinctive.

“The first duty of a servant is to serve,
Sir!”

“And what is the second duty of a servant?”
he asked as she had expected him to.

“The second duty of a servant is to obey,
Sir!” She said.

“What is the third duty of a servant?” he
asked.

Charlotte blinked up at him in confusion and
then anxiety, for she didn't know the answer. That was a new one,
wasn't it!? Would she be punished for not knowing it?!

“The third duty of a servant is to
respect,” he said.

His hand slid up her taut body and she felt
his fingers rubbing that little button even as the thing inside her
begin to vibrate again.

“That means showing respect for those set
above you, particularly your employer,” he said. “That means me,
little girl.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said in a shaky
voice.

“What is the third duty of a servant?” he
asked.

“The third duty of a servant is to respect,
Sir!”

“Good girl,” he said.

He stood up and she heard a clanking above
her. Then the chains began to lower her to the ground. Her head
pressed against the grass then her shoulders, then the rest of her
slowly sank down until only her legs were in the air. He unfastened
the chains from her wrists and then did the same for her ankles and
lowered her flat to the ground.

He squatted next to her and put his hand on
her chest. “Don't try to rise yet or you'll just get dizzy and fall
down.”

He stroked his fingers through her hair and
massaged her breasts before sliding his fingers down to rub at that
little button between her legs again.

“You certainly are a sexy little thing,” he
said appreciatively.

The vibrator thing inside her began to buzz
once more and as his fingers rubbed that swollen button Charlotte
felt that dark, delicious sense of hunger and pleasure growing
within her once again. She moaned helplessly, the muscles in her
hips spasming to push her groin up against his fingers.

This was wrong, she knew, but she couldn't
bring herself to object. It just felt too good!

“Roll over on your belly, pet-girl,” he
said.

He helped roll her over and then his hand
slid between her thighs to cup her throbbing sex.

“Present yourself for mounting, pet-girl,”
he said sternly.

Panting, Charlotte raised her bottom high and
shifted her knees apart. She started to push her arms out before
her, but Mr. Stone grasped her wrists and drew them back behind her
instead. He released them, but she discovered that the leather
bands were now locked together there.

His fingers rubbed up and down along the lips
of her sex as they squeeze tautly on the round tube protruding from
her body.

“Beg me to use your body,
pet-girl.”

“Please use my body, Sir,” she
moaned.

She felt him undo the little straps that held
the vibrating tube in place, then pump the thing slowly in and out
as his fingers rubbed her little button. She gasped helplessly, her
hips jerking upwards against him. Then she felt the thing withdrawn
completely. She felt empty for a moment, then something else pushed
into her there.

It was warmer and felt... better, more
natural. It slid through the tight lips of her sex and then plunged
deeper into her belly as she felt his hand sliding over her
buttocks. One of his hands slid upwards and gathered in her hair
and then tugged it sharply back to raise her chin off the
ground.

“Beg me to use your body,” he
ordered.

“Please use my body sir!” she
gasped.

The thing inside her moved in and out, faster
and faster. Then she began to feel his hips slapping against her
buttocks, and finally realized with a burst of slightly shocked
awareness that he was doing her! He wasn't using her ass, he was
fucking her.

The understanding of what was going on was
followed immediately by a sense of chagrin. I'm not a virgin
anymore, she thought wonderingly. Then she felt guilt and anxiety.
When her parents found out she was going to be in big trouble!

But then the anxiety began to fade. There was
no reason for them to find out. She reminded herself again that she
wasn't in town and fooling around with some town boy. She wasn't on
some other farm with some boy that her brothers knew. It wasn't
like the people here were going to be gossiping to her family or
friends.

This was like another world, like California.
Things were different here. Everybody here seems to think this sort
of thing was entirely natural and nothing to be embarrassed
about.

“Oh, my! You are some kind of a hot little
farm girl,” Stone said. “You have been wasted out on that farm,
little girl. Imagine having a body like this and not using it.
That's sinful and wicked.”

Crack! His hand slapped against her
buttocks.

“When God gives you a body like this, you
have to let men use it, girl. What else is it for after
all?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Your body is a gift to man, pet-girl. It's
selfish of you to deny them its use.”

Charlotte's body was quivering and shaking
now with the impact of his hips against her buttocks. Her full
breasts throbbed beneath her, mashed against the ground as her body
rocked back and forth to his increasingly powerful use. She gasped
helplessly, staring up at the house, her scalp tight and aching as
he held onto her hair.

Crack! “You sexy little thing you.”

Charlotte could only gasp and moan and gulp
air as his cock plunged in and out of her body. This was an
entirely new sensation to her, an entirely new experience. It had
been an experience long denied her, and one that her parents had
long warned her against ever trying. Thus it had seemed very
mysterious, dark, and dangerous in her mind for the last some
years.

Now it was done. Now it was being done. And…
It didn't seem very dark or dangerous or scary. And with the wild
animal hunger gripping her body, to feel of him thrusting into her,
and more importantly the knowledge that she was finally being used
properly as a woman, gave her a sense of wonderment and then a
rising excitement.

And nobody will know,
either, she thought
excitedly.

He abandoned her hair, letting it spill down
over her face. A moment later he seized her wrists and jerked them
up and back strongly enough that it lifted her chest off the
ground. His hips continued to slap against her buttocks with
sufficient force that her head now began to jerk up and down as his
other hand reached under her and roughly fondled her breast.

She felt herself drawn inward more and more,
all thoughts about anything and everything fading away as her mind
focus entirely on the sensations swirling and churning within her.
This was what it was like to be… Well, she couldn't say it was
making love. But it was certainly sex. She was having real sex!

Like an animal! And they were treating her
like that. Like some kind of a wild animal without shame. Still, it
was good not to have to worry about shame. It freed her mind and
let her wallow in the hunger and need and pleasure, as well as the
sheer excitement of knowing that she was now having real sex.

“Beautiful, sexy little bitch!” Stone
gasped behind her.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you,” he
growled.

Crack!

“Please… Please fuck me, Sir!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Again, you hot little bitch!”

“Please fuck me, Sir!”

Crack!

“Louder, you sexy little
animal!”

Charlotte felt she was losing her mind as
everything swirled around her. There was a terrible, wonderful
pressure inside her that made her feel as if her whole body was
getting ready to shake apart. It felt like a fever was pressing in
around her, full of heat and confusion. Her body shook violently as
Stone thrust into her and yanked back on her wrists. Her head
jerked up and down until he grasped her hair and yanked it up and
back sharply.

Beg me to fuck you, you hot little bitch
animal!”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she
cried.

And then there is a wild flare of something
with her mind and body. Every muscle in her body spasmed violently
as her mind seemed to shatter under an explosion of pleasure. The
orgasm was like a howling storm that had no end. Her eyes rolled
back in her head as her mouth made loud animal sounds she didn't
recognize.

She was hardly aware of what she was doing,
her mind blasted by such intense sensations that it was overwhelmed
and stunned. It was, she thought, as close to heaven as she could
imagine anyone getting before actually going there. If she could
have she would've opened her arms wide to welcome the flood of
ecstasy and then closed her arms around it to hold it against her
forever.

As it was she simply froze in place other
than her muscles spasming and jerking convulsively. She needed to
hold herself in exactly the same way to extend the storm in hopes
it would go on as long as possible. In the midst of it was the
continuous impact of his hips against her buttocks and the
delicious sensation of his cock plunging deep into her belly again
and again.

Then he dropped her chest and released her
hair as his movements slowed.

“You're going to be a welcome addition to
my household, you sexy little animal,” he said.

Charlotte lay there on her chest, her chin in
the grass, eyes staring sightlessly a head as she gulped in air,
her body twitching. She felt him sliding out of her and then the
familiar tube being pushed up inside her once again before the
straps were applied.

She groaned weakly, gripped by a sense of
relaxation and languor that made her want to simply lay here
forever. Stone got up and walked back to the house, leaving her
alone, and she groaned wearily, wondering if she could lay on her
side or if she was supposed to stay in this position.

Ms. Simon came out of the house and walked up
to her.

“Well you had a very eventful day,
pet-girl,” she said. “I'm amazed we got so much training in, so
quickly. But you're a very biddable girl. That's made it much
easier.”

She leaned over and gripped the back of the
collar around Charlotte's neck and pulled.

“On your feet, servant girl.”

Charlotte climbed shakily to her feet and the
woman attached the leash to the front of her collar again then
tugged.

“Back into the house and we'll get you
cleaned up.”

She led Charlotte across the lawn and up to
the back door, and then inside.

Charlotte felt strangely more exposed inside
than she had outside. While she was crawling around like an animal
out on the grass it was easier to think of herself as one. But now
she was in a house where people should be dressed up, not walking
around naked. And everyone else was wearing clothes.

Her bare feet slapped against the cool marble
tiles as Ms. Simon led her down the hall and then up a flight of
stairs. They went down another hall and then into the bedroom she
had been shown earlier. Then they went into the bathroom. Ms. Simon
removed the collar and then unfastened the bracelets from her
wrists and ankles.

“Now I'm going to wash you,” the woman
said. “I want you to pay close attention because you're going to be
doing this to yourself every day as soon as you wake up in the
morning.”

“I know how to wash myself, Ms. Simon,”
Charlotte said uncertainly.

“Bend over the counter,” the woman said
impatiently.

Charlotte gulped and obeyed in Ms. Simon
brought the switch down across her bottom with stinging force
several times.

“Do not question when you're given orders,”
the woman said sternly. “Obey.”

As it turned out the woman was correct and
that the way she washed Charlotte had little resemblance to how she
had previously washed herself. For one thing, she never found it
necessary to give herself enemas. And wasn't that an embarrassing
thing! Ms. Simon gave her no privacy, for she said she had too much
pride, and needed to lose it.

Ms. Simon also showed her how the bidet
worked, a device she had never even heard of. But it was necessary
for her to be clean inside and out, and for her to take care of
that herself every morning. After that, she was led into the
shower.

She had never been in the shower cabin before
coming here. She'd only ever been in tubs that had a shower
overhead. This was far wider and easier to use and had multiple
sprays from the front back and overhead. It also had a hand shower
on a long flexible tube.

Ms. Simon stripped naked herself and got in
with her. She showed her the shampoo which she said was very
expensive and then shampooed her hair, digging her fingers into her
scalp and sliding her fingers all around to make sure that she
worked up a good lather. She rinsed it off with the hand shower and
then used a conditioner that smelled of apples.

After that, she used something called body
wash, which he told Charlotte was not soap and was better for her
skin. The body wash covered her in a slick layer which made the
touch of Ms. Simon's fingers feel that much more erotic against her
body. And perhaps the woman felt the same way, for before rinsing
her off she pushed her in your corner and stared into her eyes.

“I bet you don't know much about kissing,
farm girl.”

Charlotte flushed, for she was quite right.
She didn't want to admit it, though.

Then to her surprise, Ms. Simon leaned in and
kissed her on the lips. It was like no kind of kiss Charlotte had
ever experienced. She had had boys roughly kiss her before and
stolen moments but she'd never felt anything like this! It was a
soft, delicate yet firm kiss with the woman's lips sliding gently
against her own and pushing forward insistently.
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It was a kiss that went on and on, with
Simon's lips caressing and massaging her own, with the pressure
growing and then sinking and then with the woman's tongue dipping
and darting as her own body pressed against Charlotte's.

The feel of Simon's soft breasts against
her own while that kiss was going on made her heart race.
This is some kind
of that lesbian stuff, she thought anxiously. But it felt gentle and nice and she
could feel herself reacting with the same heat and hunger as she
had before.

She felt Simon's hand on her buttocks even as
the woman's leg pushed in between her own. Simon tilted her a
little to the side and lifted her left leg up as she maneuvered her
sex against Charlotte's. She began to grind away at her as the kiss
went on and on and Charlotte's body began to burn with animal
hunger again.

She began to experimentally grind herself
back at Simon's pussy, or was it her thigh, or was it both? It
didn't matter. The soft pressure of the woman's warm skin against
her own slick warm flesh was sending a delicious thrill through her
body.

She began to try to imitate the woman and
what she was doing with her lips, kissing her back and, for the
first time since she'd been given this strange wild introduction to
the world of sex she began to think and feel as if she was a
partner in something rather than simply being used by someone
else.

That was an exciting thought and it prodded
her to more energetic efforts. She had been treated like some kind
of ignorant childish rube since she got here. She had resented it
but not overly, because she knew in her heart that they were right.
She knew very well how unsophisticated she must be compared to
them. They'd probably even gone to college!

Now she had an opportunity to learn to be
more sophisticated, to kiss properly, and to have sex, even if it
was lesbian sex, properly. She was surprised when Simon drew back
and turned on the water. It poured down around them rinsing off the
body wash.

But then she turned off the water and pushed
Charlotte back against the wall before sinking to her knees before
her. She looked up at her and said “pay attention, farm girl.”

Simon turned her attention to Charlotte's
pussy then. Her mouth came in and she began to lick and suck at
that magical place right at the top of her sex. Her hand slid up
Charlotte's body kneading her breasts, her fingers squeezing gently
but firmly as her tongue lapped at that hypersensitive little place
between her legs.

Charlotte moaned under her breath, and then
more loudly as the need and pleasure grew within her. A part of her
wanted to reach down and put her hands on the woman's head to pull
her face in more firmly, but she didn't dare.

Her hips began to grind her buttocks against
the wall as Simon sucked rhythmically on that hot little button.
She felt her chest tightening and she gulped in air as that now
familiar pressure grew within her.

And then suddenly the woman stopped and stood
up. Charlotte stared at her in confusion and disappointment until
the woman pressed down firmly on her shoulders to push her to her
knees.

“Now show me what you learned.”

Charlotte felt a jolt of anxiety and sudden
pressure. She had never done this sort of thing before and she knew
that Simon would be a harsh task Mistress. Still, she had just been
given an example, and not her first. She licked her lips
uncertainly and then stared at the woman's naked sex. It was clear
that Simon did a much better job at keeping herself hairless than
Charlotte had.

“Start slowly by licking lightly up and
down the line of my sex.”

Charlotte was grateful for the instructions
and leaned forward to do just that, sliding her tongue up and down
the woman's sex.

“Now lick harder and harder. Now I want you
to reach your hands up and pressed your thumbs against the opposite
lips of my sex and gently spread them apart.”

Charlotte obeyed, for that was what she was
supposed to do after all: obey. Besides she was pleased to get such
careful instructions for it meant she would be less likely to make
a mistake and reveal her ignorance.

Ms. Simon guided her through it, instructing
her where to lick how much to lick what direction to lick, how hard
to lick, when to suck, and how to do that too. She also had
Charlotte sliding her hands up and down her body and squeezing her
breasts in the same way she had done to Charlotte.

At first, she was filled with anxiety and
stress. But as she gained confidence she began to feel a sense of
delight at her mastery of the task. It became clear when Ms. Simon,
that stern woman, started to lose herself to the pleasure in the
same way Charlotte had earlier.

I'm doing that!
She thought
excitedly.

She wanted to give Ms. Simon an orgasm to
show how good she was, but the woman stopped her before that could
happen. Instead, much to her disappointment, the woman had them
both dry off and then carefully brushed out and dried Charlotte's
hair before leading her out of the bathroom and into the
bedroom.

“Lay on the bed on your back,” she
ordered.

Charlotte did and Ms. Simon climbed into bed
with her, but to her surprise facing the opposite direction.

“Draw your knees up and spread your legs
wide,” the woman said.

Simon lay upon her with her head over
Charlotte sex and Charlotte found herself staring up at the woman's
own sex as Simon spread her own knees wide and lowered herself.

She felt Simon's tongue at her sex. A moment
later the woman told her to reach up and cup her buttocks and then
pull her sex down against her mouth and do exactly what Simon was
doing.

She obeyed, of course. She began to mirror
Simon as best she could, feeling the wild animal hunger growing
within her again as well as excitement at being an active
participant in sex. Her anxiety about lesbian sex faded away as her
body began to quiver and tremble with heat.

And then the orgasm hit and she trembled and
shook through it as Simon licked her hard and plunged her fingers
down into her spasming pussy. She was lost to the storm of pleasure
once again, glorying in that sense of wonder and ecstasy.

And afterward, she was determined to do the
same to Ms. Simon. She focused all her attention on, licking and
sucking and then daringly pushing her fingers up into the woman's
sex to pump slowly in and out while rubbing against the front part
of her tunnel.

She was rewarded when the woman's hips began
to buck and shake and she had to grab her buttocks to hold her
pussy down against her licking tongue. She heard the woman gasp and
moan, and felt a sense of victory and elation.

That moment of togetherness, of joining in a
mutual display of, if not affection, at least pleasure, soon
disappeared as Simon put the collar back on her neck, and leather
bands around her ankles and wrists once again. The animal ears went
over her head once more, and the tail was plugged into her
bottom.

This time she was also given long furry
leggings which went past her knees. The fur was in a similar shade
to her hair And the tail protruding from her bottom. It was also
padded at the knees, something for which she was quite grateful for
as Ms. Simon led her, crawling across the room and out into the
hall once more.

“Remember, that girl, lose your
pridefulness. That is the purpose of this exercise, after all. And
lose the shame over the body God created. You should be proud of
it, and of his work.”

Ms. Simon led her into an elevator, which
astonished Charlotte. She'd only been in an elevator once before,
and that it been when her class at school had visited the city of
Jackson on a field trip. She never heard of people having an
elevator in their own house before!

The elevator lowered them to the first floor
and Ms. Simon led her down the wide hallway towards the dining
room. She had her sit with her back against the tall roof post, her
knees spread wide, and her arms behind her.

“You need to start working on exercising
and stretching your tongue pet-girl. Lol your tongue over your
lower lip like a dog. Keep it there as long as you can. Keep doing
that to stretch it out. If you fail, I'll have to put a tight clip
on it and hang a weight from it. That won't be nearly as
comfortable.”

Charlotte gulped and pushed her tongue out
over her lower lip.

“Now you watch how food is served because
it'll be your job once your mind is more amenable to proper
obedience and behavior.”

Mr. Stone came into the room and smiled at
her then came over and patted her on the head.

“Why don't you look just beautiful, little
pet-girl,” he said with a smile.

He sat down at the dining room table and then
a moment later a woman entered the room. Charlotte felt her face
heating as the woman looked at her with a frown. The woman was very
blonde and buxom, and about the same age as Simon.

“Honestly, Patrick,” she said.

“She's going to be the new maid,” Stone
said.

“She's going to be the new slut, you mean,”
the woman said.

“Should be a very enthusiastic maid” Stone
said with a chuckle.

“ And I'm sure that's all she'll be doing,”
the woman said sarcastically.

“You're getting cynical in your old age,
Victoria.”

“More like being realistic.”

She sat down, turning her head to look at
Charlotte again.

“And what's with the animal act?” She
asked.

“It helps to teach prideful young girls
their proper place,” Stone said. “That way they not only learn
obedience, but it becomes ingrained and natural to do as they're
told and not question.”

“Well, l have to admit that a servant who
does exactly what she's told is a valuable thing,” the woman said,
eyeing Charlotte again.

“And is there a reason for that tongue
hanging out?”

“Well, as I understand it, the more the
girl's tongue stretches, the happier she can make other people,”
Stone said with a twinkle in his eyes.

“I'll have to see about that,” Victoria
said.

She frowned at Charlotte and then held her
hand out and snapped her fingers, clearly intending her to come
closer.

Charlotte felt a sense of anxiety, the way
she always did whenever she was uncertain of how she was supposed
to respond. She glanced quickly toward Mr. Stone, who gave a brief
nod, and then deciding that she was supposed to still act like an
animal dropped forward onto her hands and knees and crawled over to
where the woman sat.

The woman put her fingers under Charlotte's
chin to force her head up and then examined her.

“So,” she said. “You're a little animal,
are you?”

Charlotte felt another little burst of
anxiety. But then she decided they wanted her to say yes.

“Yes, ma'am,” she said softly.

“Say it.”

“I'm a little animal, ma'am,” she said
uncomfortably.

“She's our little pet-girl,” Stone
said.

He picked up a small box and a moment later
the vibrator inside her began to buzz once again.

Charlotte gasped and jerked in response.

“More like a little bitch,” the woman said.
“A little bitch in heat.”

“She's definitely a responsive little
animal,” Mr. Stone said.

“Responsive? Is that what you call
it?”

“And very biddable,” Stone
added.

The woman drew her fingers back.

“Push your tongue out, animal
girl.”

Charlotte pushed her tongue out over her
lower lip again. It was starting to ache at the back of her mouth,
from doing that so much.

“Keep it there.”

The woman slid her fingers up and down along
Charlotte's lolling tongue and then pushed two fingers through her
lips and deeper into her mouth.

“A mouth to bring pleasure to men and women
both,” Mr. Stone said.

“I'll have to see about that myself,” the
woman said.

She drew her fingers back and then brought
them up in the air above Charlotte's head.

“Beg, animal.”

Charlotte rose on her knees, bringing her
forearms up against her breasts and dropping her fingers low.

“Obedient little bitch,” the woman said in
amusement.

She picked up something from the table and
then held it before Charlotte's mouth. It appeared to Charlotte to
be some kind of meat, and her stomach rumbled for she'd had nothing
except the odd piece of chocolate since lunch. She'd expended an
awful lot of energy since that time.

She licked the meat out of the woman's
fingers and began to chew, savoring the hot tasty pieces of
whatever it was. It wasn't meat she was familiar with. Maybe it was
the kind of meat rich people ate, but which they rarely ate on the
farm.

“Are we supposed to feed pets at the
table?” came a new voice.

Charlotte flushed again, her mind squirming
as heat spread down her face. A guy had come into the room. That is
someone her own age. It was one thing to be acting like this around
old people who she naturally felt inferior and submissive to. That
was the way she'd been raised all her life, after all. She'd always
been taught to respect her elders and that they knew better than
her.

But this guy was closer to her age, and
looking at her with both lust and amusement, which she interpreted
as something like contempt.

“Pet-girls are an exception, Chad,” Mr.
Stone said.

He snapped his fingers at her and Charlotte
crawled over to his seat then rose on her knees again to beg with
her tongue lolling over her lower lip. He held another piece of
meat out before her and she took it from his fingers and began
chewing as she sat back on her heels.

She continued to find this weird role as an
animal confusing and embarrassing, but it was also oddly freeing.
If she was an animal, she need not have any particular inhibitions
or morals. It was still horribly embarrassing to be seen naked like
this by a guy her own age. But, oddly, that faded quickly,
especially under the influence of the vibrator buzzing away between
her legs.

She began to feel a sense of breathless
excitement at exposing her body to him. She knew she had a
beautiful body, after all. She had always known that. And for all
that they had treated her like an animal and insulted her, everyone
here seemed to agree that she was beautiful and she had a sexy
body.

“Nice tits on her,” Chad said.

“Watch your language, Chad!” Mrs. Stone
said.

Chad snapped his fingers at her, and
Charlotte dropped back onto all fours, face heating as she crawled
over to his chair.

He motioned her up with his fingers in the
same way that Mrs. Stone had, and Charlotte, her mind swirling and
squirming, rose up and let her tongue lol over her lower lip as he
held a piece of meat out to her. She took it from his fingers and
then sank back onto her heels again to chew.

This was all so strange, so impossible to
grasp. All she could do was simply obey.

Mr. Steele walked into the room, then.

“James,” Mr. Stone said, “would you feed
the pet-girl, please.”

“Of course, sir.”

Steele walked out of the room, leaving her as
she was. Then she saw Mr. Stone point towards the near wall. She
understood he meant for her to go there so crawled over and turned
around to sink back on her heels, knees spread wide.

A minute later Mr. Steele came back into the
room holding a bowl in each hand. He came over to her and then set
the bowls down on the floor next to her. It looked like one had
some kind of thick stew, while the other had water.

“Eat, pet-girl,” he said.

She dropped back onto her hands and moved
away from the wall then turned around to face the bowls.

“Head low, bottom high, legs wide,” Steele
said quietly.

Charlotte dropped down to her forearms,
raising her bottom high and shifting her legs apart as she brought
her lips down to the stew. Then she began to cautiously drink.

It was hard to keep her lower body still for
the vibrator was continuing to buzz away, making her nerve endings
crackle with energy. She wished someone would touch her down there,
or that she could reach back and rub herself. But she knew not to
ask, let alone try.

Behind her at the table, the others talked
about various things related to where they were going or what they
were doing or people they knew. She largely tuned it out, though
she remained exquisitely aware that they were there, and quite
likely watching her.

She finished the stew and then dipped her
lips into the water bowl and had just managed to douse her thirst
when Mr. Steele returned and snapped the leash to her collar again.
He led her from the room and then back to the elevator. He went
upstairs and then down the hall and into her bedroom.

“Lay down on the bed, pet-girl,” he
said.

Even as he spoke he slapped her bottom to
encourage her to greater energy and Charlotte quickly climbed into
the bed and then turned and lay on her back. Mr. Steele reached
above her and held her wrists together, then locked them in
place.

“Draw your ankles up and back over your
head.”

Charlotte did as he bade her and he gripped
her left ankle to draw it much further back and apart before
pulling out a strap from the corner post and locking it to the
leather band around her ankle. He moved around to the other side of
the bed and pulled her other ankle up and back towards the post on
the other side, then strapped that in place as well.

He went to the dresser off to the side and
returned with a ball that had a cord through its center. He pressed
the ball against her mouth and she reluctantly opened her jaws wide
so that he could work it inside. He then drew the cord around
behind her neck and tied it in place somehow. The ball was too big
for her to close her jaw and she stared up at him in confusion.

A moment later he undid the thin straps which
held the vibrator thing inside her and pulled it free, examining it
briefly.

“Very wet,” he said.

Charlotte's eyes widened as she saw him pick
up another object, one much larger than the thing he just removed
from her. It was both longer and thicker, but there was no doubt
whatsoever of what it was supposed to represent. It looked exactly
like a man's erect cock.

She moaned as he pressed the head against her
entrance, but as he'd said she was quite well lubricated. He still
had to twist and turn in order to slowly sink the thing into her,
and Charlotte felt herself aching as he spread her so wide.

He grinned at her as he moved the thing in
and out then let his fingers rub against that little button at the
top of her sex to make her muscles spasm. He sank the thing in so
deep she was sure that the head was jammed against the very back
wall of her sex. And then she realized that unlike the other one
this one had a base that pressed firmly against the mouth of her
sex.

Instead of the thin cords which went around
her hips this one had much longer cords attached to the base which
he drew upwards to somehow tie to the headboard. It also had a long
power cord which he brought down over the foot of the bed and then
apparently plugged in somewhere.

“Enjoy,” he said, before turning and
heading for the door.

The big cock inside her started to buzz and
Charlotte gasped aloud. It was not only that it was more powerful.
But in addition to vibrating inside her, it was buzzing directly
against that hot little swollen, super-sensitive button at the top
of her sex.

Her body began to tremble and move almost
immediately as her muscles clenched and spasmed. And she quickly
discovered that if she moved her hips up and back she could jam the
base of the thing harder against her entrance. It took no thought
to do this, for her mind was quickly falling into a sense of eager
excitement at the rush of sensation pouring through her.

She moaned and writhed in place, rolling her
hips up and back with growing desperation. What she really wanted,
she suddenly realized, was for the thing to start moving in and out
of her the way Mr. Stone and Mr. Steele had used her before. But
even without that, her body was soon trembling almost to the point
it was vibrating in tune with the thing jammed inside her.

She was close to orgasm when the door opened
again, and she gasped, her eyes widening, as Chad came in. He
grinned at her as her face flushed darkly.

“Having fun, pet-girl?” He
asked.

He obviously didn't expect an answer, given
the ball thing in her mouth. Nor did he wait for one. Instead he
climbed onto the bed and shuffled closer to her. He ran his hands
in between her spread thighs and squeezed her breasts firmly.

“God, you have fantastic tits,
baby.”

He unhooked the cords from the base of the
big cock inside her and drew it slowly out before dropping his own
pants to let his own cock spring up hard and erect.

Charlotte stared at him anxiously and
eagerly, her eyes focused on his cock, which was bigger than any of
the others she'd seen today. He wasted no time in rubbing himself
up against her then pushing deep. He leaned forward until he filled
the room above her head, then his hips began to move in and out
faster and faster.

This is sex, Charlotte thought excitedly.
Every other time she’d been taken like an animal. But this was more
face-to-face, like real people! She stared up at him then dropped
her eyes to the sight of his cock burying itself in between the
tautly stretched lips of her sex, then flicked to rise up at him
again, then back down.

Heat enveloped her. Her breathing became more
and more ragged around the ball thing in her mouth, and she moaned
helplessly as he thrust into her hard and fast. His hip slapped
against her buttocks and his hands kneaded her breasts.

She'd been on the edge of orgasm when he
arrived, now, despite a sense of embarrassment and
self-consciousness, she thrilled to the feel of his hard cock
driving into her trembling body. Her mind began to swim amid the
flood of liquid heat poring over it.

As had happened before, she felt as if she
were in a fever heat, and all the higher orders of thinking shut
down as she became the animal that they had proclaimed her. She
cared nothing about anything other than her own pleasure as she
cried out in heat, hunger, and need.

Then the climax took her and the world seemed
to go mad around her. Her head thrashed and her back arched as her
hips bucked up to meet his thrusts. Her mind exulted in the tide of
pleasure. In a long, boring life, these incredible bouts of
excitement and pleasure thrilled her like nothing she had ever
experienced.

And nothing else could possibly matter so
much as embracing that pleasure and working to feel more of it.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Charlotte spent several days on her hands and
knees crawling and being treated like an animal. That was all right
with her. It was far less work than what she was used to on the
farm. And it was less unpleasant, come to that. And when she
accepted, as she pretty much had from the start, that she was very
much inferior to everyone here at the estate, it wasn't even all
that damaging to her pride.

She knew that she was a redneck, or yokel, to
these people. And she knew they had reason to think that. She was,
after all. So it didn't really bother her how superior they acted,
not in the face of the incredible waves of excitement, arousal, and
pleasure she had been introduced to.

And since all of them seem to take it for
granted that this was how she was supposed to react, and that she
was supposed to be naked, and that she was supposed to be available
for them to use her body, she quickly began to accept that, as
well. After all, they were sophisticated and educated folks, and
she was just a farm girl from Mississippi.

Now she had graduated, apparently, to
something more like a human. Though of course she was still at the
very bottom rung of whatever ladder existed here. She was also
still naked, for the most part. In place of the short sharp ears on
her head, she now had something like rabbit ears. The long furry
tail had been replaced with a round powder puff tail, which still
attached to her body in the same way.

The collar she wore was wider, and she was
now wearing shoes, of sorts. They were high-heeled shoes, but not
like anything she'd ever worn or seen anyone wearing. Except on
television, she reminded herself.

She'd seen women wearing these kinds of super
long sharp, pointy heels on television shows. She wondered then why
they would wear something which looked so obviously uncomfortable.
And she had been right. They were uncomfortable. And very difficult
to walk in, at least at first.

She was also wearing black stockings which
rose up high on her thighs to just below her buttocks. She
similarly had long black gloves which went all the way up to her
underarms. The leather bands were still around her wrists and
ankles, though.

The only other item of apparel they had given
her was a sort of leather band that went around her waist. It was
much like a girdle, and squeezed her in uncomfortably so that it
felt like her organs were being pushed down towards her groin.

The long thick dildos and vibrators they had
used on her, and which they still did, were left aside and replaced
by a small egg-shaped device which disappeared up inside her,
except for a tiny tail which protruded between the lips of her sex
and curled up slightly against that sensitive little button.

She knew it could be activated by remote
control, and had occasionally seen the little box in Mr. Steele's
or Mr. Stone's hands. Sometimes Mrs. Stone used it, as well. Though
she seemed less interested in giving Charlotte pleasure, as she was
in punishing and disciplining her and training her tongue to
give her pleasure.

Charlotte had learned to be very wary around
the woman, and to obey her with alacrity. Chad was much easier to
please, and rarely wanted anything more than oral sex, or to simply
quickly fuck her and then be done. It was Mr. Stone she found
especially interested in giving her pleasure, and who seemed to
take it as a game to make her writhe and twist and scream in
pleasure for as long as he could.

She carefully carried a tray containing
glasses and a bottle of wine from the kitchen to the great room,
and then set them down on the table between where Mr. Stone and his
guests sat. It still made her squirm a little when strangers saw
her naked, but she had gotten more used to it surprisingly quickly.
Perhaps because she hadn't worn a stitch of clothing since she'd
arrived.

Mr. Stone's guests were two men his own age
who stared at her excitedly as she attended to pouring their drinks
for them. She felt self-conscious, but also helplessly aroused.
Then again she was aroused a lot, these days. And she welcomed it,
embraced it.

“I have to hand it to you, Patrick, you
definitely have your own style,” one of them said.

“You like my little servant girl?” Mr.
Stone asked smugly.

“What's not to like? Wish I had one. I
don't think my wife would approve.”

“My wife is more open-minded.”

“You taking her with you when you head off
to Los Angeles, or leaving her behind? Because if you're leaving
her, I wouldn't mind stopping in to see that she's all right now
and then.” one of the men said.

“I'll just bet you wouldn't,” Mr. Stone
said. “But no, she's coming with us. I've come to enjoy her
company.”

“I don't blame you,” the other man
said.

Charlotte felt a wild rush of excitement at
the words. She was going to get to go to California!? To Los
Angeles! She wondered what it would be like.

“So is she an obedient servant girl?” one
of them asked.

“She's quite biddable.”

“How biddable?”

“Perhaps you'd like to see,
Jeremy?”

Stone grinned smugly and looked up at her.
“Girl, Mr. Conway seems to have an ache between his legs. I can see
his trousers bulging like something’s swollen in there. Why don't
you take care of that for him.”

Charlotte understood his meaning immediately.
She took a deep breath, let it out and then dropped to her knees
before the man. She gently pushed his thighs apart and then the way
she'd been taught slid her face slowly up along his thigh until it
was rubbing softly against his groin.

The man stared down at her with wide eyes as
she opened up the front of his pants, reached in, and pulled his
erection out. She licked her way up and down the bottom then
swallowed the head and began to bob up and down. She quickly took
him deep into her throat as she sucked and licked and it took him
almost no time to explode within her.

At a gesture from Mr. Stone, she shifted
sideways and repeated the 'service' for his other guest. Then she
stood up picked up the tray and walked out as if she had done
nothing out of the ordinary. For given and her experiences since
she had gotten here, she had done anything out of the ordinary.

I'm going to get to go to Los
Angeles! she thought
excitedly.

Her brothers would be stuck working on the
farm, long grueling hours from before sunup to after sunset. And
she would be staring out at the ocean or watching the Hollywood jet
set. Maybe she'd even get to have sex with movie stars!

*

Charlotte was uneasy as she walked through
the airport. It was one thing to be naked all the time at the
estate, and quite another to be around normal people. Not that she
was naked, not really. She was wearing a pretty green and white
dress.

It was a very short dress, though. And even
so, it was slit up the hips. The side was mostly open above the
waist, which let people see part of her breasts. Of course, the
teardrop-shaped opening between her breasts let them see a lot of
them, too. And it wasn't like she was wearing any underwear,
either.

Still, she walked behind the Stones, with Mr.
Steele on one side and Ms. Simon on the other. So not many people
would see her. She was worried the people on the plane would look
at her, but it turned out they weren't going to a normal airplane.
Mr. Stone apparently had his own!

They all boarded the small, two-engine jet
plane, and there she was seated on a thick comfortable chair almost
like an armchair.

She had a wonderful view out the window as
she took off for the first time into the air. Her eyes were wide
and she was filled with excitement as she watched the ground
disappear below and the plane climbed up into the clouds.

I'm flying! she thought gleefully.

During the flight, she acted as the
stewardess, as Ms. Simon showed her where things were kept, and
then sent her to fetch drinks and snacks for the Stones. For the
most part, though, she was able to simply sit down and look out the
window, or watch videos on the little TV before her. Each of the
chairs had its own!

She had come to appreciate the wide variety
of TV shows and movies available in the last week. After all, the
Stones didn't require her services all the time. When she was in
her room she was able to play with the TV there, and it got far
more channels than the one at home. It was also larger and clearer
and had better sound.

There was also the Internet, for she had a
computer in the room, and was able to explore as she wished,
without any of the parental software on it like her father had on
the old computer at home. She was astonished, at first, at how many
pictures and videos of naked girls and sex could be easily found,
even by mistake.

For that matter, there were an awful lot of
very graphic videos available on the TV, some of which she had
watched in fascination, for she had never seen people having sex
like this before. She also, of course, had a lot more interest in
sex, given her recent experiences.

They landed in Los Angeles, and then drove
through the city in a limousine as she stared around her excitedly.
This was Los Angeles! She could hardly believe she was here! She
wondered if they were going to Beverly Hills. She'd heard about
that place.

They didn't drive up into hills, though, and
instead they drove to the ocean, and she stared at that with equal
fascination as they drove along the coast. Suddenly they turned off
the highway into a narrow lane and then parked below for a square,
blocky-looking house.

They all got out, and she followed until Ms.
Simon grabbed her and directed her to the van which had followed
them, and which had their suitcases and bags. She and Simon and Mr.
Steele carried the bags through the house and into the separate
bedrooms where the Stones would be staying.

Charlotte didn't begrudge the effort at all.
She found everything fascinating. The house hadn’t looked like much
from the other side, but once they were inside she realized it was
on the edge of a low cliff and looked out on the beach below and
the ocean beyond through you huge plate glass windows.

They soon had things unpacked, and then
Ms. Simon brought her to the smaller bedroom which would be hers.
She was not surprised to be told to take off the dress, or to find
the woman removing a thick collar from the dresser and placing it
around her neck. Restraints around her wrists and ankles
followed.

Then Ms. Simon brought out a set of small
straps, each about an inch wide. They were formed into something
like the letter eight sitting on its side and she quickly realized
the purpose of this was that they were to go around her breasts.
Ms. Simon worked her breasts into them until the straps were flat
against her ribs, then drew a pair of straps up to the front of the
collar and snapped them in place.

She deftly worked straps to tighten them all
around the base of her breasts until Charlotte felt them throbbing,
the nipples rock hard.

“Present and spread your legs, servant
girl.”

Charlotte obediently drew her hands up behind
her neck, arched her back, and shifted her feet apart on the floor.
Ms. Simon worked a long thick dildo up inside her body until just
an inch or so protruded from between the lips of her sex. Two thin
black straps angled up across her hips and joined together behind
her to hold it in place.

Then a second one was worked up into her
bottom. This one differed from the first only in that it had a fat,
round bulge near the base which stretched her achingly wide before
it slipped inside. This left about an inch protruding from her back
opening. Instead of straps, the bulge kept it inside.

The thing in her pussy began to vibrate, and
Ms. Simon rubbed her little button, which Charlotte had come to
realize was called her clitoris. She felt an immediate rush of
excitement and pleasure as the woman looked at her. Like Mr. Stone,
Ms. Simon seemed to enjoy making her come. And Charlotte certainly
enjoyed coming!

“What is the first duty of a servant girl?”
Simon demanded.

“The first duty of a servant is to serve,
Ms. Simon!”

“What is the second duty of a servant
girl?”

“The second duty of a servant girl is to
obey, Ms. Simon!”

“Are you an obedient servant
girl?”

“Yes, Ms. Simon!”

“On your knees, servant girl.”

Charlotte dropped to her knees immediately,
keeping her hands behind her neck, and was not surprised when Ms.
Simon drew her skirt up to reveal her own naked sex. She needed no
further instructions as she leaned in and began to lick and suck as
she'd been taught. Her tongue ached a little, for she had been
stretching it a lot the last couple of weeks. But it also was
stronger and could stretch further than it could when she'd first
arrived at the estate.

The vibrator continued to buzz as she
serviced Ms. Simon, and Simon reached down and ran her fingers
through her hair pulling her in slowly, occasionally grinding her
face against her rapidly moistening pussy.

It didn't take long, for she had a lot of
practice lately, and was getting very good at it. Afterward, Ms.
Simon had her stand again and tugged on her hair to force her head
back more as her fingers rubbed her swollen clitoris until her hips
began to buck uncontrollably as the orgasm took her.

“All right servant girl, find Mr. Steele,
and he will show you around.”

Charlotte followed her out of the room, and
then up the hall as Ms. Simon went into her own room to unpack her
things. She was headed for the stairs when Chad called to her
through the open doorway of his bedroom. She went inside and he had
her bend over the dresser, then pulled the dildo from her bottom
and used her hard and fast before replacing it and sending her on
her way.

She made her way downstairs and found Mr.
Steele in the kitchen, and he showed her where things were kept
there, then gave her a quick tour of the house. It was a beach
house in Malibu, and it had a wide, broad deck looking out over the
ocean.

The Stones soon gathered there on the deck,
and she carried drinks and snacks to them before Mr. Steele had her
come back into the house and clean the floor in the entry hall. He
thought it'd gotten dirty with everyone tracking in and out.

He didn't give her a mop for this, but simply
a bucket of soapy water and a sponge, and she had to clean it on
all fours. Her breasts wobbled below her as she worked, but not as
much as they would have without the straps squeezing tight around
them.

Mr. Steele came by shortly after she started
and he frowned disapprovingly.

“Why are your legs together, servant girl?
Your leg should always be spread invitingly.”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Steele,” she said
anxiously, shifting her knees apart on the floor.

“You know this, servant girl. Therefore you
must be punished.”

He walked over to her and bent over.
“Present,” he ordered.

Charlotte rose on her knees and drew her
hands behind her neck and arched her back as she had earlier. She
saw Mr. Stone take two small round metal balls the size of
ping-pong balls from his pocket. They each had an inch-long chain
attached and at the end of it a small clip.

“Don't move,” he growled.

He placed the clips on either side of her
hard nipples and then let them close. Charlotte gasped in pain for
they pinched her nipples stinging me. Her nipples began to burn and
she clenched her fingers against the back of her collar to keep
from moving them.

“Now get back to work, servant
girl.”

Charlotte drew her hands forth and then
lowered herself to her hands and knees, wincing as the little balls
swung and tugged at her nipples. She made no attempt to argue, of
course. That had rarely been in her nature before. And certainly,
the last few weeks had driven that from her mind. She began to
scrub the floor again, even though her movements made the little
balls swing much more wildly and tug more painfully on her
nipples.

“What is the second duty of a
servant?”

“The second duty of a servant is to obey,
Mr. Steele!”

“See that you do obey,” he said before
walking away.

Charlie continued her cleaning, gasping and
wincing as her nipples stung, and the little balls danced and
tugged below her. She had almost finished when Mr. Stone came into
the hall, and saw her there.

“So this is where you got to, servant
girl.”

“Yes sir, Mr. Steele told me to clean the
floor.”

“And you think you've done a good
job?”

“Yes, sir,” she said anxiously.

There was a knock on the door and Mr. Stone
opened it and greeted a man there he had obviously known was
arriving.

Charlotte's eyes widened for she recognized
the man, though she'd never met him before. He was an actor, who
had starred in some of the action movies that her brothers like to
watch on TV. His name was Shane Miller.

She felt a sense of wonder at seeing him in
person, but also a sense of embarrassment and self-consciousness at
him seeing her naked the way she was. More than naked, really,
given the vibrator and dildo were very obviously protruding from
her body. Not to mention the little round balls dangling from her
nipples.

“Patrick, welcome back to LA,” he
said.

His eyes came down on Charlotte. “And I see
you brought a new little friend.”

“She's just my newest servant girl,” Mr.
Stone said in amusement.

“Gorgeous one,” Miller said.

“And an obedient one,” Mr. Stone
said.

He turned to Charlotte. “So you think this
floor's clean now, servant girl?”

“Yes sir,” she said, her voice squeaking a
little.

“Show me.”

Charlotte stared at him uncertainly.

“Bend yourself over and licked the floor to
show me how clean it is.”

Charlotte swallowed nervously and then
lowered herself to all fours again before lowering her lips to the
floor to lick along the surface. She knew that Mr. Stone wanted her
in the right position, so raised her bottom and spread her legs
wide as she did so.

“Long, slow licks, servant
girl.”

“Holy Jesus!” Miller said.

“Would you like a little taste, my
friend?”

“What I ever!”

“Stand and present,” Mr. Stone ordered
her.

Charlotte quickly got to her feet and drew
her hands behind her neck.

“Wow!” Miller said, his eyes raking
her.

Mr. Stone drew her wrists down and back
together behind her and then locked the restraints together before
snapping a leash to the ring at the front of her collar and then
handing it to Miller.

“You can take her to the guestroom,” he
said genially.

“You're a true friend, Patrick!”

Miller seemed to know his way around the
house, and he led her up the stairs and then down the hall to an
empty bedroom. He closed the door behind him then had her kneel on
the edge of the bed, and lean over, her chin to the mattress. He
drew the vibrator out of her body and began to ride her excitedly,
his hips slapping against her buttocks in his hands roaming up and
down her body.

“You are one sexy little babe!” he said as
he rode her.

Shane Miller is fucking
me! Charlotte thought
excitedly.

When he was done he had her kneel on the
floor and then had her use her mouth to get him hard again. He then
put her on her back, lifted her legs up and back and used her
again. This time Charlotte came, gurgling and moaning and crying
out in pleasure as he drove himself against her.

“What's your name, beautiful?”

Charlotte had already been told what to
answer when asked this question.

“I have no name, sir. I'm just a servant
girl.”

“Wow!” He said, shaking his head in
excitement.

Over the following days and weeks Charlotte
gave her body to many men and women. In one startling session, she
was taken by three men at the same time while their wives and
girlfriends looked on. To be riding up and down on one man below
her while another drove himself into her ass from behind and
another pushed himself down her throat was almost beyond her
belief.

It thrilled her and drove her into multiple
orgasms even as the men grunted and panted and moaned and used her
body and the women looked on excitedly. Then she had to please the
woman with her mouth, which excited the men again in turn.

She wondered from time to time about what her
family was up to. Occasionally she thought that she ought to call
them. But she didn't know what she would say. How would she
possibly explain what she was doing here other than lie? And she
was beginning to think that her father had had a pretty good idea
of what he was sending her here for.

At first, she was outraged, but then he had
never thought women were worth much anyway, and his attitude had
been transferred to her. It was why she found it so easy to do as
she was told and be obedient to those set above her. That had led
to nothing but dull drudgery before, but now her life was one of
excitement and pleasure, and she had no real desire to look back on
how things had been before.

She was a servant girl. That was an important
thing, for it brought pleasure to many people. And in doing so they
brought pleasure to her. Pleasure had been something she had been
lacking in her life before this. So she embraced it
wholeheartedly.

While she might question the morality of what
she was doing, she always deferred to those above her, for they
were more knowledgeable and sophisticated and educated. She had a
new life now, and she hoped it went on forever. She never wanted to
return to her old dirty work on the farm.

And as long as she kept the Stones happy, was
obedient, respectful, and served, that would not happen. So she
would be the best servant girl she could be.
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